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EVEREADY FLASHLIGHT

TRADE-MARK
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Keep flashiights loaded with de-
pendable fresh DATED “Eveready”’
batteries—and bhave an extra set on
band for dya#r light in case of long-
continued use,
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Made of special 5-ply fibre, new laboratory-
tested design saves copper, brass, nickel,
chromium and other metals vital to war use!

STRONG! . . . Made of WATER-REPELLENT! LONG LASTING!
special fibre sheets, tight- This new “Eveready’’ . « « Drop it on concrete

ly laminated in 5 layers,
the tube is tough and
hard. It will give long

years of service! moisture,

METALS HAVE GONE TO WAR!

But metals or no metals, Amer-
ica needs flashlights . . . at home,
in business, on the farm, in the
factory ... needs them for a thou-
sand vital civilian uses.

And America shall have them!

Thisnational need—made more
pressing than ever by wartime
emergency conditions—has been
answered by the world’s largest

(<

The word *Eveready’”’ is a registered trade-mark of
National Carbon Company, Inc.

flashlight 1s protected by
a special water-proof
coating which seals out

floor—this flashlight case
can take’’ ordinary
abuse. It’s actually more
durable than millions of
flashlights now in use,

flashlight-and-battery laboratory.

Here it is—the new “Eveready”
flashlight made of tough, 5-ply
fibre—tested and proven under
severest laboratory conditions.

Yet it is made virtually without
the use of metal. Soon available
at all dealers!

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC. ’ -
30 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y. i ,,

Unit of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation
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FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER. ..

Look for the DATE-LINE R



With the
United

States .Sl ' ) YOU

You're a good loyal American; you want to do your part!
All of us can’t be soldiers, or ullorl, or air pilots, but we
can serve. One way to do it is to master a trade or vocation
which will help win the war and at the same time prepare
you for a good position after the war is over.

CRIME IS AN ENEMY

Training which enables you to thwart crime within our own
borders will help to win the war with the Japs and other
foreign foes. You'll get such training through the I.A.S.
Course in Finger Printing and other Crime Detection Meth-
ods, and you can learn right at home, in spare time, at small
cost.

For 26 years the I.LA.S. has been preparmg ambitious
men to fill responsible positions in Identification Bureaus
throughout America. Today over 43 per cent of all the
Nation’s Identification Bureaus are run by our graduates.

1 Am Ready to dentific us & i
HELP YOU Fascinating —Thrilling —Profitable
Sclentific crime detection oﬂ'ers excellent opportunities now
Help . and the future promises even greater possibilities. A
recent Gallup poll shows that 69% of America’s population

W|N THE WAR wants every one in the U.S. to be finger printed right now.

Hundreds of Defense Plants are now finger printing em-

ployees. The potential value of finger print training grows
Director day by day.

TZELITITT]  NOW'S THE TIME TO START

Now ... when the demand for our graduates is greater than
AT H 0 M E [l ever before . . . when new Bureaus and National Defense
o are finding neeg of hmore and morethtrnme:l finger print
: experts . . . makes the present time the ideal time to get
;.::" ';:;“'“P' ::’,:’:: ':‘:; into this pleasant, profitable, thrilling work. &
sromnd ihe hrouse into prick: INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
less hnowledge which will 4g26 gunnyside Ave.  Dept. 7966  Chicago, Iil.

serve you all your life.

FREE “BLUER?ag'g( Ll Send For This Great Book Now

Gives the case histories of famous crimes & INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
and how they were solved by experts. l 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7866, Chicago, Il
This book has been an “eye-opener” to Gentlemen: Without obligation, send me the “Blué
thousands. It told them how they could I Book of Crime” and complete list of over 840 bureaus
prepare themselves at small cost and in omplr?in. I.A.S. graduates. Also give me information
short time to fill good-pay, responsible Teghrding coat andl terms. .

positions in Identification Work. Send (Literature sent only to persous stating age.)

for it FREE today, stating age. l

This May Be Your Opportunity for
HELP.NG To WIN THE WAR!I AdArens sisscovismusinssunmnasiinsenssnsarreivaie st sl

Cltyereccccccocroncvetonsssiossnse Stats.eeercocncceary

Name..coretecnnacanan SniETiesanns sesece Age....oveez



» EVERY STORY BRAND NEW -

THRILLING

Vol. XIX, No. 2 September, 1942 Price 10¢c
A Complete Green Ghost Mystery Novel

Jhe (Case of the
MURDEROUS MERMAID

By G. T. FLEMING-ROBERTS

George Chance, Magician-Detective, Adopts
the Role of the Green Ghost to Help Ex-
Circus Pals when a Mysterious Brutal Killer
Runs Amok! - - - - - - - - - . 13

A Complete Colonel Crum Novelet
SHADOW OF THE KILLER- - - - - - - - John H. Knox 56

The Mystery of a Fifteen-Year-Old Kidnaping Leads the Midget Detective
Straight to a Grim Political Crime and Blackmail Set-up!

Thrilling Short Stories
AMATEUR DEATH - - - - - . . . . Lansing Stebbins 50

An ‘“Accident”’ Turns Out to Be a Well-Planned Murder

HIS GRAVE WAS DEEP - . - . . . . C. G. Tahney 77

Lambert’s Perfect Crime Would Baffle the Police, But—

CURSE OF THE COBRA - - - . . . . . . Henry Kuttner 87

Disaster Comes to Those Who Would Arouse the Wrath of Yakamfwa

PREMIUM FOR MURDER - - . . . . . (.S Montanye 96

Detective Bannon Can’t Take it Easy when a Desperate Killer Plays Possum
and

MYSTERY-SCOPES - - - - - . . . . . . . . Chakra 102

Special FREE Mystery-Scope Reading Offer! See Page 108

THRILLING MYSTERY. published bi-moanthly by Better Publications, Inc., at 11 East 39ih St., N ¥ v

scription yearly, $.60 (six T«um:); single_copies, §.10. Forelgn and Canadian postage extra. Eme'rr.dl.:a ::r':ﬁdii.!}' m&::l(b-
July 12, 1085, at the Post Office at New York. N. Y., under the Act of March 3. 187D, Copyriaht, 1942, by Better l‘ubﬂu(lnnﬂ
n‘;‘t_hoy:.giuifrlpﬁu will I;Dt“hu hrenxrg.ed un]‘;-sal nm"nnlmullrrll] by !;rl!-nddn-swd. stamped envelopes, and are submitted at u:;
0 T s ames of all characters used In storles and semi-fetl articles

person or existing lustitutlon s used It ls a colncidence. ctlon articles are fictitious. 'If & name of any livlng

PRINTED IN TIIE U.S.A. ~



EARN A RADIO TECHNICIAN'S PAY

IF you still have a low Ju;; Jjob—I1f
the War has cut instea. jumped
your pay—or if you now have a War
Job that you know won’t last—take
a tip from the hundreds of men who
have jumped their pay by training
at home in spare time to become
Radio Technicians. Todny these men
enjoy good civillan and millitary
zobs In a field with a bright peace-
ime future.

Here Is a Tested Way
to Begin Earning More
Money Quickly

Badio offers you (he opportunity to make $5,
$10 a week extra fixing Badlos in spare time
a few months from now and to prepate for
good full time Radlo jobs Bglm up b $50 a
weelk. MAIL, THE COUP Get the facts
sbout how to learn jobs like these at home.

Why Radio Technicians
Can Make $30, $40,
$50 a Week

The Badiloe repair business s boomning becauss
manufacturers have stopped making new home

Men llkely to go into military service,
soldlers, ssilors, marines, should mail the
Coupon Now! Learnilng Radio helps men
get extra rank, extra prestige, more In-
teresting duty at pay up to several times
& private’s base pay. Also prepares for
good Radio jobs sfter gervice ends. IT'S
SMABT TO TRAIN FOR RADIO NOW!

d auto Radios and the country’s 57,400,000

tunities for full time apd part time Radle
‘Technicians to get goods jobs, or to open thelr
awn Radio repair businesses. Badio Technli-
clans and Operators hold good Jobs In the
country’s 883 Braadcasting Statlons and in
Aviation, Police, Commercial, Marive Radio.
Loud 8 er Systemw give good jobs to
many. The Government 13 calling for Oiviliap
HBadlo Operators and Techniclank. Miltary
orders faor tremendous quantittes of Badio
equipment are keeping Radlo factories busy,
ownﬁmm good fob opportunities. Men who
know Radio are in line for extra rank and
pay in the Army and Navy. Radlo develop-
ments such as Televlaion and Frequency
Modulstion, held back by the War, make
Radio a live-wire field for the future.

Beginners Soon Learn to
Earn $5, $10 a Week
Extra In Spare Time
Due to the boom In the Badlo repmir busi-
ness, practically every nelghborhood offers op-

portunities for & good part time Radlo Tech-
niolan to make extrs money fixing Badius. I

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE,

about present and future opportunittes in Radio and how you \‘TG

traln me for them.

TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS

THIS BOOK HAS SHOWN HUNDREDS
. ’W ” HOW TO MAKE GOOD MONEY
Mr. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 2J09

'ashington, D. C.
Mail me FREE, without ohifeation, your big ©4-page book X

glve you speclal training to shaw you how to
start cashing In_on these opportunities carly.
You get 8 Big Kits of Badio Parts and In-
structions for conducting experiments and
bullding test equipment to help you do better,
faster Radbe repair work. My 50-50 methol—
half working with the Badio parta I send yo,
half studylog my lesson texts—makes learning
Radlo at home Intcresting, fascinating: glves
you valuable practical experience.

Find Out How | Train You
at Home for Good
Pay in Radlio

MAIL TTIE COUPON. T'll send my 64-page
Book FREE. It tells sbout my Courso: the
presont snd future jobs tn ditferent Lranches
of Radlo; the many calls for Radio Technl-
clans today. Rewd letters from more than 100
men I have trelned so you can see what they
are doing and carning. MAIL THE COUPON
in an envelope or pasted on a peany poslal.

J. E. SMITH, President
Dept. 2J09, National Radio Institute
Washington, D. C.
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Plays on Radio

I am happy to tell you
thnt for four weeks I
ave been on the air over
our local radlo stations.
So thanks to your instltu-
tion for such a wonderful
zourse.”
*W. H. 8., Alabama.

Found Accordion Easy

“I've always wanted to
pla{ the plano accordion,”
t

writes *H. E. from
Canada, “Butthought I'd
never learn it. en I
read about your lessons.
I don't know how to ex-
presg my satisfaction.”

» dotual pupils’ nomes on requent.
Pictures by Profesaional Models.

DO YOU PLAY?

Say “Yes” Next Time They Ask!

Surprise your friendsl Learn to play

the plane or other musical Instrue
ments thls quick, easy way. First
lesson starfs youw playing real tune.

Y OU'VE often been asked that question :
‘Do you play ?”" Everybody looks at you
expectantly, walting for you to sit down
at the piano and entertain the crowd. Are
you compelled to embarrass yourself and
tthow cold water on the party by saying
“No" ?

What a difference it would make if you
could say “Yes”. Think of the good times
and popularity in store if you could only
play the plano or some other musieal in-
strument—the tar, violln, accordion,
saxophone or whichever one happens to
be your favorite.

Well, you CAN. You can learn to play
any musical inetrument you please. You
can do it by a method that's EASIER AND
QUICKER thean you perhaps ever thought

ossible. It takes only a few minutes a
g-y at home, at your own convenience.
You save the expense of a private teacher,
so the cost 1s trifling.

Thousands 'Now Play Whe
Never Thought They Could

Does it sound too good to be done? Thep remem-
ber this: fAousonds have learued to play by this
amazingly easy method, Thousands of men,
wamen and ohildren In all walks of life—in all

arts of the world. People who had never played
L(ore. who knew nothing about music end lad
no speclal tulent.

Imagine their joy, whep, In a remarkahle short
tlme, they found themsélves actually PLAYING!
Tmaglne the astopishment of their friends! No
wonder the fame of this smazing method spread.
until today, over 700.000 people all over the world
have enrolled for It.

Music Made Easy as A*B-C

How 1s 1t pussible 10 learu music 3o easily? What
18 thie famous 1. B. School method of home in-
structlont Hero is the secret: this modern, short-
cul method skips the tedious drudgery of old-
fashloned methods. Instesd, It starts you playing
—a simple, popular tuge In your very first lesson,
another in your second lesson and so on, Fasci-
nating print-and-pleture lessans make everything
clear, ou 2fe what to do—you can’t go wrong.

Send For Booklet With Print and Plcture
Sample

If you would aincerely llke 1o play a muslcal In-
strument. you will be thrilled by the free 1llus-
trated booklet and Print and Picture Sample that
tells how oasily you can learn. Mall the coupon
or write for them today, mentloning the instru-
ment In which you are interested. (Instruments
supplied when n . cash or credit.) Address:
U. 8. School of Musie, 284% Rrunswick Bldg..
New York, N. Y.

Forty-fourth year, (Established 1898)

U. 8. BCHOCL OF MuUSIC, —"
| 2949 Brunswick Bidg.. New York City. ]
I 1 am Interested in musio study, partloularly '

in the instrument lpdicated below. Dlease
l send me your free hooklet, “"How Lo Learn ]

Muslc at e,”” and your Print and Picture
l Sample. (Do you beve iustrument......... ) l
l Plano Saxophone Cornet

Vielin rumpet Plane Accordion I
| Gultar rombone Plaln Accordion

Cello enor Banjo Hawailan Guitar ]
l Mandolin  Ukulele Other Instrument '
| Name ................ e l
| Sreet ..... |
: City...... . State. .. .... l

NOTE" It uncler 1R vemrs of age. parent l
must sign coupon.
— —— — — — —— — v —

Save 2¢ — Stlek coupon on penny postcard
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America’s Greatest
“Builder of Men”

Among all the phys-
{cal instructors and

nume 1s Chartes Atlas |

In every part of the
country Charles dA""

ca’s_ Greu

Builder of Men.” A.l-
ruost two million men
have written to Mm.
Thousands upon thou-
sands have put thefr
physical development
Into bis bhands!

And now that the
call {s for men cspa-
ble of helping Amer-
ica meet and conguer
any national! emer-
geocy, many thou-
sands aof others (even
those already in their
country’s Army and
Nu¥)hum calling up-
on Charles Atlas to
build the kind of men
Amerlca vitally needs.

Here's PROOF Right Here!
‘‘Results come so fast by
your melhod thal [t seems
Juel as If some magiclan pwt
on the poundsof solld muscle

just where yoz want them *
—W. L., Missoar]

*“Feel Itke 8 milllon dolhn
" normal ch

~—L A.8., lilinels

“‘My doctor thinke your
course {8 fine. Have put two
inches on my chest %
inch on my n

B. L. Oregen

muscles are bulging

outand I feel like a new man,

My chest measures in.,

an increase of 5 in., and
my neck incressed 2 in.”

—4. M., Ohio

I5 Minutes A Day

..and /// prove
Jcam mrake you

o MEW AN

'M “trading-in” old bodies for new! I'm taking men

who know that the condition of thelr arms, shoulders,
chests and legs—their strength, “wind,” and endurance—
i8 not 100%. And I'm making NEW MEN of them.

I dun’t care how old or young other men In only 15 minutes s rlnyl
you are, or how ashamed of ynur The answer lg “Dysamie Tenslon,”

present physical conditlon u may
be. I can add SOLID MUSCLE to
your biceps—yes, on each arm—in
duubla qulck time! I can broaden
your shoulders, strengthen your back,
develop your whole muscular_sys-
tem INSIDE and OUTSIDE! I can
add inches to your cheat, give you &
vise-Uke grip, make those legs of
yours lithe and pawerful. 1 can
slioot new strength inlo your old
backbope, exercise those inner or-
- 8, help you cram your body so
1 of pep, vigor and red-blooded
vlmln that there’s not even “stand-
L] eft for weakmess and
Before I get
have your
megsured” to a bice,

new, beautiful suit of musclel

1 Was a 97-Ib.
Weakling

All the warm knaws I was ONCP

skinny, scrawny B7-pound wesk-
llnz And NOW n knows that I won
the title, “Ths Warld's Most Per-
fectly Developed Man.** Agalnst all
mnl How did 1 do ! How do

work miraoles In the bodies of

FREE

lasting Hnnn and Strengt It

Ion" And ft's packed with pictures that GHOW
Tnm Iﬂulu 1 roduced for other men,

t has
l.o pmve it can get for
seat and
don’t wani thls

ou!

But
NEW MAN, right in the privecy of your own hom
o then manl—get this coupon Into the mall to me
get to lhn buubou

only 15 mlnmes a day,
as fast r legs can
11 -Y, 115 i:ul. 29rd Bt., New Y

It you
be pushed arcand by other ful
book. H you want to learn how you can

amazing method I discovered
md which changed me from o 97-
pound weakling mto the champion
you gee here!

What 15 Minutes a
Day Can Do For You

Are you ALL MAN—tough-mus-
cled, on your toes every minute, with
all the up-and-at-‘em thst can lick
your weight In wildcats? Or do
you need the help 1 can give you—
the help that has already warked
such wonders for other fetlows,
everywhere?

In just 15 minutes a day, right
in the privacy of your own home,
I'm ready te prove that *Dynamls
Tenslon™ can a new outfit of
solkd muscle over every inch of your
body. Let me put ntw, smashing
power Into your arms and shoulders
—give you an armor-shield of stom-
ach muscle thal leughs at punclies—
strengthen your legs inlo real col-
nmns of surglog stamina. It Teck
of exercige or wrang llving has weak-
ened you Inslde, I'll get afier that
conditian, too. lfm show you
it fteels to LIVE

THIS FAMOUS BOOK THAY TELLS YOU
JUST HOW TO GET
RESPECT AND WOMEN ADMIRE

Almost two mililon men l.hnu gent

A BODY THAT

my book, *‘Ever-
whu “Dynamlie
whes
BESULTB l waht
e catisfied to take a back
s weali-in, week-out, yon
actusily
e and In

for and read
tells pou exactly

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept.

MAIL THIS COUPON NOWI

development.
lasting  Health

G D GD BN NN SEER SER
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77.Y,
IIS !uf 23rd St., New York City
t the proof that your system of “Dyn
Tcnllon" will help make a
ve me a healthy, husky body and blg mseniiar

lo I
me—
““Ever- |

New Man

me your free
Gtrength.”*



LET'S GET
THIS
STRAIGHT

THIS WAR is being fought by
a big Army. It's an army that is
called the United States.

Millions of us are in uniforms
and many more millions are not,
but how we happen to be dressed
isn’'t what's important.

What is important is whether
every one of us is in this fight,
giving it everything we have.
Any less won't win.

Whether you're a soldier on
the firing line, or are backing him
up as a soldier on the production
line, you're fighting for the same
things.

The decision, whether or not
we are to live in a decent world
as free men in the years to come,
is in the making now. It's up to
you, Soldier.

OMRohAobf

Colonel, G.S.C.
UNITED STATES ARMY



\7INGLY EASY WAY 5
m'”mo CET INTO

LECTRL [lﬂ

Learn Without ks in @Qorrs’

Electricity is the mighty power behind our Vie-
tory Program. Trained Electrical men are needed.
PREPARE FOR YOUR PLACE this amazingly
easy way. ‘‘Learn By Doing"’ in 12 weeks. You
doa’t need much money— I'll finance your
tralning, READ EVERY WORD OF MY
MESSAGE ON THIS PAGE AND SEE HOW
YOU CAN DO YOUR PART EITHER IN
THE ARMED FORCES OR INDUSTRY.

How Can You Best Serve Your Country Now?
How Gan You Best Serve Your CountryAfter the War?

IF YOU'RE DRAFTED IF YOU'RE DEFERRED
If you enter the Army as a trained electrical man, you are  Everyone cannot serve In our Armed F .+ « Some may
eligible to apply for higher rating aitd bigger pay. In both the  be too young . . . others too old . o otheu wlth dependents
Army and the Navy, rated Elecv.rlca Workers hold mighty «¢.and othera with pome hy If you cannot
important jobs—just as skilled Electrical Workers hold vital  serve, don E 16 to 50 EVERYONE

{ jobs in civilian life. AND THIS lS IMPORTANT: There WITH PROPER TRAIN[NG CAN SERVE IN WAR IN-
will be a TREMENDOUS NEED for tnlned Electrical DUSTRY ... turning out weapons and materials. And re-
men after the war. By getting your Electrical Trainin, member: Elecmglty in war u:ne fa essentlally no different

NOW, you will be ready for a BIG PAY. BIG FUTU. from Electricity lngeuce Alter the war you'll be an
JOB after your urvice in the Army is over. all-around SKILLE ECTRXCIAN ready for a good-pay
Peace-time job.

Get the Facts

This school {s 43 years old—Coyne training is tested and
proven. Mail the coupon and let me send you the
big, free Coyne book, This does not obligate you. So
act at once. Just malil coupon.

Horesidene> COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

B00 S. Pauline St. Dapt. 6234 CHICAQO, ILLINOIS

CET YOUR TRAINING
NOW ... PAYy FOR
IT LATER !

Coyne Tralning is EASY, PRACTICAL! ?YNliE;végcl:"ltﬂ,AL SGHOOL, Dept. 6284

You LEARN BY DOING. No dull books. S d"-"“"s; e e o

No baflling charts. No reciting. Don’t let ”S;:l’nl:ne.‘yom re8 Book eud tell me about your plans
lack of money stop you. You can get
training first—then pay for it in easy
monthly payments after you graduate.
If you need part-tdme work to help out ADDRESS
with living expenses, I'll help you get it.




FOOT ITCH

ATHLETE'S FOOT

Send Coupon
Don't Pay Until Relieved

At least 50% of the adult population
of the United States are being attacked
by the disease known as Athlete’s Foot.

Usually the disease starts between
the toes. Little watery blisters form,
and the skin cracks and peels. After a
while, the itching becomes intense, and
you feel as though you would like to
scratch off all the skin.

BEWARE OF IT SPREADING

Often the disease travels all over the
bottom of the feet. The soles of your
feet become red and swollen. The skin
also cracks and peels, and the itching
becomes worse and worse.

Get relief from this disease as quickly
as possible, because it is very conta-
gious, and it may go to your hands or
even to the under arm or crotch of the
legs.

DISEASE OFTEN MISUNDERSTOOD

The cause of the disease is not a germ
as so many people think, but a vegetable
growth that becomes buried beneath the
outer tissues of the skin.

To obtain relief the medicine to be
used must first gently dissolve or re-
move the outer skin and then kill the
vegetable growth.

This growth is so hard to kill that a
test shows it takes 15 minutes of boiling
to destroy it; however, laboratory tests
also show that H. F. will kill it upon
contact in 15 seconds.

DOUBLE ACTION NEEDED

Recently H. F. was developed solely for the
purpose of relieving Athlete’s Foot. It both
gently dissolves the skin and then kills the
vegetable growth upon contact. Both actions
are necessary for prompt relief.

H.F. is a liquid that doesn’t stain. You just
paint the infected parts nightly before going
to bed.

H. F. SENT ON FREE TRIAL

Sign and mail the coupon, and a bottle of
H.F. will be mailed you immediately. Don’t
send any money and don’t
pay the postman any
money ; don’t pay anything
any time unless H.F. is
helping you. If it does
help you, we know you
will be glad to send us
$1 for the bottle at the
end of ten days. That's
how much faith we
have in H.F. Read,
sign and mail the cou-
pon today.

r---------

| GORE PRODUCTS, INC.
J 814 Perdido St., New Orleans, La.

§ Please send me immediately a bottle of
H.F. for foot trouble as described above.
1 agree to use it according to directions. If
I at the end of 10 days my feet are getting
l better, I will send you $1. If I am not en-
tirely satisfied, I will return the unused por-
l tion of the bottle to you within 15 days from
I the time I receive it.

| NAME
| ApbprEss
1 ary

TI'-

STATE




ont Worry about
Rupture

® Why put up with days . . . months . . . YEARS of dis.
comfort, worry and fear! Learn now about this perfected
invendon for all forms of reducible rupture. Surely you
keenly desire—you eagerly CRAVE to enjoy life’s normal
activities and pleasures once again. To work . . . to play
«..tolive.. .tolove...with the haunting Fear of Rupture ban-
ished from your thoughts! Literally thousandsof rupturesuffer-
ers have entered this Kingdom of Paradise Regained. Why not
you! Some wise man said, “Not is impossible in this
world”—and it is true, for where other trusses have falled
1s where we have had our greatest success in many cases! e

Even doctors—thousands of them—have ordered for them- = = .
selves and their patients, Unless your case is absolutely ,

hopeless, do not despair. The coupon below brings our Wheres YOUR Ru pfu re?
Free Rupture Book in plain envelope. Send the coupon now. ‘ —

Paterrtligld AI:-?USHIghN Sup- - \
po ves Nature a ance )
to cLosE the oPeNiNé (PROOF!

Think of it! Here’s a surprising yet simple-acting invention

s . Proof of the value and outstanding
that permits Nature to close the opening—that holds the rup- .
ture securely but gently, day and night, at work and at play! !"”’“ °“ ﬁf BRSOK:' ?PPI“:“NCE
Thousands of grateful letters express heartfelt thanks for re- ;’0‘; 0’“ y 8 °‘l:“ Y ide ;‘f‘ : t h"""’
sults beyond the expectation of the writers, What is this doctors have or ‘gn it for them-
invention—How does 1t work? WIll i¢ help me? Get the selves or their patients. Onedoctor alone
complete, fascinating facts on the Brooks Automatic Air bas ordered for his patients over 400
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Coph. Turabull (1806 -1900) — like other old salts of his
day ~ rocked a keg of whiskey under his rocker. Its roll
nc;ptured the motion of the wave-tossed ships on which
be'd mellowed many @ barrel of whiskey.

From Mellow Whiskeys
“Rocked in the Keg” came the

Idea for Rocking Chair!

~————

Mr. Boston knows rocking Get acquainted with
mellows a whiskey’s flavor. Rocking Chair's smooth-
So he achieves Rocking nesa! Buy a bottle—enjoy
Chair's richness by con- the mellow taste that made
trolled agitation in his keg-rocked whiskeys so fa-
ial blending p mous. The price is low/
85 Proof (80 Proof In some States)

75% Grain Ncutral Spirite
Ben-Burk, Inc., Boston, Mass.
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I used to go crazy in liquor
stores, trying to decide which
brand to buy. So many brands!
The confusion is terrific for the
layman liquor layer-inner,

Then a friend told me his
system. He said “I've settled on
Old Mr.Boston as MY brand
~no matter what type of fine
liquor I want.”

Me-1 have too, now.

It turns out that Old Mr. Boston
is the one brand name under which
you can buy almost every known
type of fine liquor, Other big com-
panies make many liquors, but they
give them many different names.
It's baffling! I¢'s befuddling!

In the Old Mr.Boston line you
can buy 30 different liquors, all
under the one name, and all easy
on the palate and pocketbook.

You know Boston. And you
know its fine old reputation
for craftsmanship. Well, you
can smack a taste of the old
town’s 300-year-old reputation
Jor quality in every drop of
every Mr.Boston product.

So why not try the-Old Mr. Her-
old plan and use Old Mr. Boston
“as a handle by which to call your
shots™ when you want fine liquors?,



“Drop your guns, coppers, or I'll make a fine pair of banshees out of youl”

Jhe (ase of the
MURDEROUS MERMAID

By G. T. FLEMING-ROBERTS

George Chance, Magician-Detective, Adopts the
Role of the Green Ghost to Help Ex-Circus Pals
When a Mysterious Brutal Killer Runs Amok!

CHAPTER I

Murder in Miniature

T DUSK the gray sedan flashed
A across the invisible line that
separated Fulton Heights from

one of its sister suburbs., The blond
man at the wheel cocked a slate-blue
eye at the clock on the instrument-

board.

“Seventy minutes from Manhattan,”
he said to the girl beside him,

She was a pretty little thing with
clear green eyes and hair that was
nearly black. Her figure would have
met Rockette specifications, and the-
atrical booking agents had always
measured her personality in kilowatts.

“Proving the value of the elevated
highway,” she taunted. “Or were you
intimating that you could have been

A COMPLETE GREEN GHOST MVYSTERY NOVEL




The Green Ghost Races into Action and

a champion race driver as wel] as the
world’s greatest magician and a super-
duper detective, darlin’?”

A smile twitched at the corners of
the man's mouth. He had a lean face
with prominent cheek bones and a
nearly straight nose. There was a
good deal of leg room in the front of
the big sedan, and he needed all of it.

“Oh, I'm Johnny-On-The-Spot when
one of my friends is in trouble,” he
said. “That’s all it proves, Merry.”

Miss Merry White, the woman in-
terest in the life of Magician George
Chance, just as she had formerly been
in his magical reviews on the stage,
wriggled around on the cushions so
that her back was to the door.

“George Chance, you inscrutable
creaturel”

The petulant expression on her face
was pure fraud.

“What have I done now?” he asked.
“Inscrutable? Thought you read me
like a book.”

“You told me that you were taking
me to a circus. You deliberately led
me to believe that you were going to
devote one of your precious evenings
to me. Now it turns out somebody’s
in trouble.”

EORGE CHANCE chuckled. He
removed a piece of yellow paper
from the pocket of his tweed coat.

“Read this telegram.”

“I won’t!” she said. “You—you gay
deceiver of innocent and motherless
girls!”

“Then I’ll recite the telegram from
memory. Begin quotes: ‘Please take
in show. I am in trouble. Need help.
Urgent. Martin Hess." End quotes.”

“Who's Martin Hess?"”

“Owner of the circus,” Chance ex-
plained. *“A follower in the footsteps
of Barnum. A millionaire whose fam-
ily would gladly disown him.”

Merry whistled.

“Nobody ever disowns a million-
aire.”

“The Hess family would like to—
and still hang on to old Martin’s dough.
It's the circus background. The fam-
ily is ashamed of it.”

“That kind of people, huh?” Merry
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sniffed contemptuously. ‘“What's
wrong with rooting a family tree in
circus sawdust? Your pop was an ani-
mal trainer and your mom a trapeze
artist. And you're nice people.”

“Thanks, Merry,” he said, laughing.

“You couldn't have become the
world's greatest magician if you hadn’t
learned tricks from a side-show wizard
at the tender age of eight. And if
you hadn’t become a magician, you
might never have met me.”

“That would have been tragic.”

“And if it wasn’t for your circus
background you couldn’t ‘go around
alias that super sleuth, the Green
Ghost. You couldn't play the part of
the Ghost if you didn’t know makeup,
impersonation, ventriloquism, knife-
throwing—all those things you learned
in a circus.”

“And if it weren't for the Green
Ghost,” he added, “we probably
wouldn’t be going to the circus to-
night. Another thing I didn’t tell you,
Merry: No less a personage than Po-
lice Commissioner Edward Standish
suggested that the Green Ghost take
a look at the Hess Circus before it
moves into Madison Square Garden.”

“What's the matter with the show?”
Merry asked ‘“Got a fan dancer in it?"

“According to Standish and certain
authorities of the United States Treas-
ury Department, the Hess show has a
counterfeiter in it. It seems that just
about every town the show lights in is
flooded with counterfeit money. The
T-men have a notion that this money
is manufactured in Canada, picked up
by the circus when it tours the Domin-
ion, and then distributed in this coun-
try.”

“Could be,” Merry said, “that Mr.
Hess’ trouble has something to do
with this counterfeiting.”

“That's what I'm thinking. Stand-
ish says that the T-men believe the
counterfeit notes are the work of one
Max Conrad, a notorious criminal
who's had some experience in that
line.”

“Conrad!” Merry's green eyes wid-
ened. “Why, I've heard of him! Five
years ago, the G-men cornered his
gang in an Illinois farm-house after
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a nation-wide search. The house caught
on fire during the gun battle, and a
lot of the criminals were burned. They
even thought Conrad might have been
burned to death in the fire.”

“But there wasn't any proof, yon
see. Right now, it looks as though
Max Conrad is hiding in the Hess show
and distributing his crooked money as
the circus moves from town to town—
selling the counterfeit stuff to profes-
sional ‘queer pushers’ as ‘they're
called.”

through the gates.

There was an excited glitter in the
eyes of the famous magician, His nos-
trils dilated as he savored the combined
odors of roasting peanuts, popped corn,
“hot dawgs,” baled hay, and fresh saw-
dust. This was home-coming to him,
and his pulse quickened to match the
throb of the bass drum in front of the
side-shows.

The raucous voices of the bally spiel-
ers seemed to shout a welcome. Yet
there were probably only a few now

g

George Chance

“So that's why we're going to the
circus?”

“Right! As a matter of fact, don't
be a bit surprised if our pals, Joe Har-
per and Tiny Tim Terry, are already
on the grounds.”

HANCE was compelled to park
three blocks from the entrance to
the circus grounds. Ten minutes later
he and Merry were just another couple
walking with linked arms, moving
with the humah tide that passed

associated with the show who would
recognize him, so swiftly had he rock-
eted to fame and fortune on the magic
carpet of abracadabra.

Out of the babel of circus voices, one
seemed to originate in the nose of its
owner,

“Chance of a lifetime, ladees and gen-
t'mun! A guaranteed lifetime foun-
tain pen with solid gold point for twen-
ty-five cents—a quarter of a dollah!”

“Good night!” Merry White said.
“Look over there!”
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Chance was already looking at the
owner of the nasal voice. The man
stood behind a little pitchman’s stand
with a tray of fountain pens on top of
it. He was wearing a black and white
checkered suit and a snap-brim hat
that was a particularly nauseating
shade of green. A cigarette dangled
loosely from his lips, wobbled up and
down as he cried his wares.

His face was gaunt, wolfish. His
eyes, in the shadow of his hat-brim,
looked like black beetles. His name
was Joe Harper, and he was a strange
sort of parasite who had fastened him-
self to the Chance household._He was
gambler, tout, vaudeville booking
agent—in fact anything that offered an
opportunity of making money from
somebody else’s labor. Right now, he
was a pitchman, and apparently doing
very well for himself.

As Chance and Merry came up to
Joe Harper’'s stand, the pitchman
picked up a fountain pen and showed
it to them.

“Here’'s a gentI’'mun that knows
value, folks!” he yelled for the benefit
of the crowd. “He’ll buy a pen. Look,
Mister, it writes both ways—upside
down for a fine line, right side up for
a thick one. You can’t beat this pen
if you pay eight dollars and a half.”

“You bet you can’t,” Chance whis-
pered. “That's my pen you're using as
a demonstrator, chiseler!”

“You take your choice, Mister,”
Harper said. “Every color of the rain-
bow and each and every pen guaran-
teed to last as long as you do.” And
as Chance crowded close to the stand,
he whispered: “Better look up your
pal, Martin Hess. I think he’s got
some info for you about the guy with
the phony mazuma.”

“Right,” Chance whispered.

“And the gentI’'mun chooses a beau-
tiful green pen, ladeez and gentI’'mun!”
shouted Harper, and shoved one of the
two-bit pens into Chance’s hand. Out
the side of his mouth he added: “That’ll
be two bits, sucker!”

Chuckling, George Chance paid Joe
Harper the twenty-five cents. Then
he and Merry headed for the circus
“backyard” where he expected to find
Martin Hess in the office wagon.

There a pimpled young man with

tow-colored hair informed them that
he hadn’t seen Hess for the past thirty
minutes. '

“He's somewhere on the grounds,
that’s sure.”

“Thdt’s nice and definite!” Merry
said as they walked away from the
pimpled man. ‘“But anyway I want to
see a side-show. Can’t we look for
your Mr. Hess there as well as any-
where?”

HEY returned to the crowded area
in front of the side-shows, and
there Chance stopped Merry in front
of a new looking tent of purple canvas.
“Here's Minnie the Miniature Mer-
maid,” he said. ‘“Remember when I
was designing this illusion for Hess?
He paid me two grand for it.”

The spieler for Minnie’s show
stepped to the mike on the bally plat-
form in front of the purple tent.

“Hur-ray, hur-ray, folks!” bellowed
from the loud-speaker. “Positively the
last performance before the big show.
And if you miss this, you've missed a
lot. It's Minnie the Miniature Mer-
maid—she lives in a goldfish bowl
Why, yes sir, she’s alive! Eighth won-
der of the world, exclusive with the
Martin Hess show. She’ll entrance
you with her dance. She’s bee-utiful
and glorious, this tiny creature only
nine inches tall. And I said nine inches
and I mean nine inches—"

Chance took hold of Merry’s arm
and urged her forward to the door of
the purple tent. When they reached
the ticket seller, Chance simply passed
his right hand across the ticket box and
said quietly:

“Shill in.”

It was the universal password among
circus and carnival people. The man
in the box gave Chance a wink and a
nod, and George and Merry entered the
mirror-spangled doorway, climbed
wooden steps into a dimly lighted in-
terior. There temporary bleachers
were arranged in a semi-circle about
a small purple-draped platform.

“You may get somebody’s foot down
the back of your neck,” Chance said to
Merry as they seated themselves in the
front row, “but I'd like you to get the
full effect of this. I think it’s pretty
good, especially when the bally spieler
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comes in and actually moves the bowl
while the girl’s inside.”

“Is she really in the bowl?” Merry
said, craning her neck. “I don't see
any bowl.”

“It’s back of that curtain,” Chance
said. “Wait and see. Maybe you can
dope it out.”

There were perhaps fifty people in
the little tent and more crowding
through the door when suddenly the
purple curtain was jerked back from
the platform. There, in the center of
the tiny stage was a round goldfish
bowl, not more than a foot and a half
in diameter and brilliantly illuminated
so that the bubbles in the clear water
glittered like jewels.

The mermaid was in the very center
of the bowl, her golden hair floating
out from her head as though borne on
the current of the water. She cer-
tainly looked no more than nine inches
in height, and she was perfectly
formed. A close-fitting gown of green
satin and sequins showed beneath the
hem of a mannish topcoat which was
thrown over her shoulders. But her
back was toward the audience.

The audience gasped. So did George
Chance. Because there were several
things wrong about all this. The top-
coat was all wrong, since no mermaid
great or small had ever needed a top-
coat. The fact that her back was to-
ward the audience was all wrong.
Something had slipped up. Chance
even doubted if the mermaid knew that
she had made her appearance before
the audience,

“Somebody’s gaffed the act,” he
whispered to Merry.

T WAS more than that. The atti-

tude of the tiny figure in the bowl
was one of fear—but the sort of fear
that stands its ground in the face of
deadly danger.

“Just a statue!” somebody behind
Chance said. ‘A fake like all this stuff.
You'd think we'd get tired of being
played for suckers.”

And then, as though to disprove this
skepticism, the little mermaid moved
one step backward, pulled a flashing
something from beneath the topcoat—
agun! The weapon appeared less than
an inch in length, but the intent of the

miniature mermaid was unmistakable.

Chance got half out of his seat.

“Down in front!” the skeptic behind
him yelled. :

And then the gun in the hand of the
mermaid crashed. It was a very life-
sized sound. Gray smoke puffed from
the barrel, clouding the tableau a mo-
ment. :

A second figure appeared in the gold-
fish bowl—a man not over ten inches
in height. He pitched suddenly for-
ward as though from the side of the
glass bowl itself. He fell forward on
his face, arms stiffly at his sides, to lie
perfectly still on the bottom of the
bowl. For just a moment, the tiny
mermaid looked back over her shoul-
der, her lips parted as though to
scream. -

The lights went out and the bowl
was swallowed in darkness. The audi-
ence clapped spontaneously, thinking
this was all part of the act. But it
wasn't.

George Chance seized Merry’s arm
and pulled her to her feet.

“Come on! That wasn't in the script
at all!”

And as he and Merry struggled
against the tide of in-coming custom-
ers, the voice from the bally platform
outside shouted:

“She’s adorable! She's bee-utiful!”

She was all of that, And fifty people
had just seen her commit murder!

CHAPTER II
In the Dark
oo AS it real, darlin’?” Merry

White gasped as she fol-
lowed Chance’s interference through
the crowd. “Those little people in the
bowl—they were really living human
beings—"

“And one of them is probably dead,”
Chance rapped.

The glaring lights from the bally
platform found the magician’s face
tense, his eyes anxious. He drew
Merry out of the line in front of the
purple tent,

“Go find a cop,” he said quietly.
“Don’t alarm anyone—just get a cop.”



And then he turned on his heel,
ducked under the ropes that defined
the ticket line in front of the show,
crossed a little patch of flattened grass,
to one of the gaudy, painted drops that
linked the front of the mermaid show
with that of the Boogie-Woogie Min-
strels. He pulled an anchor peg, lifted

the canvas and crawled through to the
back of the purple tent. '

The purple tent was taller than it
appeared, for it had been especially de-
signed for this illusion. Beneath the
raised floor where the spectators sat
was a room fully eight feet high. It
was in this secret room that the shoot-
ing had actually taken place, and not
in the goldfish bowl.

A mirror partition in the goldfish
bowl, placed at an angle with the hori-
zontal, acted simply like the eye-piece

of an inverted periscope. Below the
stage, was another mirror, much larger,
but placed at the same angle. The
mermaid performed before a third mir-
ror placed at the other end of the room,
but her image was transmitted to the
mirror directly beneath the goldfish
bowl through a reduction lens, which

The gun in the hand of the mermaid crashed, and
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accounted for the miniature effect of
the whole illusion.

Though the idea behind this trick
was an old one, its adaptation was new.
Chance valued the secret so highly that
he had insisted upon a snap-lock being
fitted to the door leading into the secret
room.

Getting out of the place was a simple
matter of turning a latch, but getting
in required a key.

The sides of the secret room were
constructed of plywood panels, painted



black. Finding which of these panels
was the door itself was Chance’s first
job. After that, it took him a little
time to select the right pick-lock from
the elaborate collection he always car-
ried.

At last he heard the tell-tale snick of
the lock, and the black door yielded to

to make the: mermaid’s hair appear as
though it floated in the water. But his
confidence, as well as portions of his
anatomy, was shaken in another mo-
ment when he crashed into an inani-
mate object which shouldn’t have been
there at all. His fingers groped,
touched the cool, smooth surface of an

a figure pitched forward from thes side of the bowl!

slight pressure. He stepped into the
dark and closed the door behind him.
On the floor above, the feet of the suck-
ers who had paid the admission price
pounded thunderously. Jagged slabs
of boogie-woogie squealed and blared
from the tent next door. The only light
in the room came in thin gray slices
through cracks in the flooring above.
Chance moved forward quickly in
spite of the gloom, confident that he
knew the location of the big mirrors
and the electric fan which was used
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extra mirror which could have played
no part in the goldfish illusion.

And suddenly he was aware that he
was not alone. In the dim gray light
from above, he saw a black gargan-
tuan shape reflected in the surface of
this extra mirror. It was a simian
shape, hulking and menacing.

CHANCE swung around. His left
fist shot out like a piston, sank
deep into yielding flesh and coarse,
wiry hair. A grunt, and foul, hot breath



20 .THRILLING MYSTERY

exploded in Chance’s face. Two thick
hairy arms wrapped about the magi-
cian’s lean body, lifting him to his toes
in a mighty embrace that might have
crushed the ribs 6f a man of flimsier
makeup.

But the magician’s arms were up so
that they had escaped that powerful
embrace. Fingers of his right hand
clawed at hair on the back of the mon-
strous creature, while his left fist beat
down like a hammer into the unseen
face.

And those hammer blows hurt! The
monster released his hold, plastered a
huge, sweating palm over the magi-
cian’s face, shoved Chance backward to
crash into the mirror.

Glass smashed, the whole heavy
framework in which the mirror was
mounted tottered forward. Possibly
the monster actually pulled the sup-
porting framework over on Chance. All
the magician knew was that he was
plastered on the floor with the mirror
support on top of him.

He clawed the earth floor for a hold,
wormed his way forward so that his
head cleared the wreckage, just as the
door of the secret room opened. For a
brief instant he saw the broad-shoul-
dered, neckless figure of the monster
silhouetted against the light from the
outside. But by the time he could
clear himself of the mirror framework
and reach the door, the simian shape
was gone.

“The ape who walks like a man,” he
mused. “Or more probably the man
who walks like an ape. Either way, a
heck of a guy to meet in the dark!”

He turned, walked back nearly to the
center of the room, then struck a match.
The area in which the mermaid had to
stand in order to appear in miniature
in the goldfish bowl above, was indi-
cated by a whitewashed circle on the
bare earth floor. Just inside this circle
lay the body of a man.

He had been rather a plump man
with pure white hair and a face that
had been jovial. The shiny area of the
forehead was marred by a single but
entirely sufficient bullet-hole.

A pained expression crossed the lean
face of the magician. The corpse in
the circle had once been Martin Hess,

millionaire owner of the circus.

Chance had known Hess for years.
He had been a good friend to the or-
phaned boy who was later to become
George Chance, magician. Hess had
been a great showman. It seemed dou-
bly tragi¢ that somebody in the circus
which he had loved so well had killed
him. Had it been somebody named
Max Conrad, because the owner of the
circus had discovered something —
something that would point out Con-
rad’s identity, or would spoil Conrad’s
counterfeit racket?

The match burned down to the magi-
cian’s fingers. He struck another and
stepped around the circle, picturing in
his mind the point at which the mer-
maid had stood when she had fired her
shot. It occurred to him suddenly that
in order to hit Hess she would have
had to turn slightly to the right when
she had fired.

But had she done that? She had
stepped back a little, but had she ac-
tually turned?

E CROSSED to the mirror which

the hairy monster had toppled
over on him, examined the wood back-
ing of the shattered glass. A bullet
had passed through the wood, leaving
its slivered hole. It looked to the magi-
cian as though the mermaid had shot
at the surface of that extra mirror
rather than at Hess. Here were two
bullet-holes, but there had been but
one report.

Somebody was pounding on the door
of the secret room—pounding loud
enough to be heard above the continual
bellowing of the spielers, the trample
of feet on the floor above, and the hot
licks from the colored trumpeter in the
minstrel tent next door.

George Chance moved over to the
door and opened it. There were five
men outside that door of the room be-
neath the mermaid’s tent, but none of
them represented the law of Fulton
Heights.

There was a clown in motley panta-
loons, his face comically painted in red
and white. On one side of the clown
was a tall, graceful figure in flesh-col-
ored tights. On the other side was a
wide-shouldered, narrow-hipped man
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in whipcord riding pants and polished
leather boots.

Behind this trio was the young man
with the pimpled face whom Chance
and Merry had seen at the office wagon.
Beside him was a midget wearing a
conservative blue business suit of -ex-
pensive tailoring. An enormous cigar
jutted grotesquely from the baby face
of the tiny man.

The midget was obviously “Tiny
Tim” Terry, close friend of George
Chance, and able assistant of that re-
lentless foe of crime, the Green Ghost.
But as he opened the door of the secret
room, Chance did not recognize a sin-
gle member of the trio in the fore-
ground immediately. He was a little
bit startled as the clown reached out
his white-gloved hand to clutch his
shoulder.

“George Chance!” the clown ex-
claimed in a high, thin voice that more
clearly inditated his years than did his
painted face. “It is George Chance,
isn't it?”

“Ricki!”

The magician looked into the faded
blue eyes of the old clown and recog-
nized him.

“Ricki, old boy! Still rolling them in
the aisle, eh?” Chance’s grin was al-
most as wide as that on the red painted
lips of the clown.

Ricki must have been past sixty and
still the biggest fun-maker with the
show.

“How is he?” Ricki gasped, sending
an anxious glance into the dark room
beneath the purple tent. ““Martin Hess,
I mean. I heard that he had been shot.”

Chance shook his head sadly.

“He's dead, Ricki.”

Something like a sob sounded from
behind the clown’s painted mask. He
made a feeble effort to push past
Chance to get through the door, but
the magician gripped the old buffoon
by the shoulder.

“I gotta see him, George,” Ricki said,
his voice quavering.

“It wouldn’t do any good,” Chance
said to him quietly. *“Where are the
police?”

The other men drew closer.

“Is it true then, what Ricki tells us?”
the man in the riding pants asked.

E HAD ink-blue eyes, fnahogany-

red eyebrows and a hairless

head. His nose recalled a ski-jump.

His lips were two thin, straight lines,

and beneath his lumpy chin was a wide
white scar.

“I'm afraid it’s true,” Chance said.
“Ricki, where did you find out about
Hess?”

The old clown did not seem to hear.
He stopped trying to pull away from
Chance, however, and turned to the
man in the riding pants.

“George,” he said hoarsely, “I want
you to meet Gregor Latour, an animal
trainer like your dad was.”

The man in the riding breeches
flushed as he extended his hand.

“Night and day from Ricki I have
heard the name of Chance—Chance the
animal trainer. And now I meet his
son, another Chance, a great magician.”

“And this is Harry Marquand,” Ricki
said, indicating the slim figure in tights.
“High-wire walker, backbone of the
thrill department.”

Marquand was dark, thin-faced. He
had a curled mustache, and those black,
shoe-button eyes of his peered out of
bluish pockets. ’

“I've heard the name of Chance, too,”
he said. “They still talk of your mother
as the queen of the flying trapeze.”

“I hardly rate an introduction,” the
young man with the pimpled face said,
“since I’'m not a celeb. I'm just Jerry
Haines, and I've helped Martin Hess
keep his books straight —sort of a
stooge. What I don’t understand is
why Mr. Hess would kill himself.”

“He didn’t,” Chance said. “It was
murder.”

“Murder!” Latour’s mahogany eye-
brows climbed. *But everybody loved
Martin Hess! How could it be?”

“Apparently everybody didn’t love
him,” Chance said.

He looked over Latour’s shoulder to
see two uniformed police officers com-
ing toward them. Merry White was
not far behind. One of the cops pulled
his flashlight, went straight to the door.

“One side,” he said curtly. “Which
of you is Mr. Chance?”

The magician stepped forward.

“Okay,” said the bluecoat. “What's
up?”
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“Mr. Hess, owner of the circus, has
been murdered.”

The policeman nodded toward the
door.

“In there?” he asked.
with me, Mr. Chance.”

“Just step in

CHAPTER III
A Job for the Ghost

EORGE CHANCE and the police-

man who had spoken went inside.

The other bluecoat remained at the
door.

One look at the body and the officer
with Chance said:

“Murdered, I'd say. Not that it’s
my business to say. You discovered
the body?”

Chance told exactly what had oc-
curred, not omitting his fight with the
Ape-Man and the matter of the extra
mirror, :

“Fine,” the policeman said drily.
“But you can save all that theory about
what happened for Captain Bushman
when he gets here. I'll send out a man
to round up this ape freak and the mer-
maid lady. And I'll have your full
name and address, Mr. Chance.”

The bluecoat walked briskly out of
the secret room, issued orders to his
sidekick. Harry Marquand, king of the
wire-walkers, stepped up to the police
officer.

“You're not thinking Fay McKay
had anything to do with this?”

The policeman looked Marquand's
slim figure up and down.

“It’s not my job to think. Fay Mc-
Kay the mermaid lady?”

“She is,” Marquand said. “And she
was one of Martin Hess' closest
friends.”

George Chance pulled away from the
circus people, went over to where
Merry White was standing beside Tiny
Tim.

“Merry,” he said quietly, ‘‘did you
tell Ricki, the clown, about this shoot-
ing?”

“No, darlin’! You said mum was the
word, sa the word was mum. I just told
the copper—that one over there who

thinks he owns the earth with a fence
around it.”

Merry made a face at the back of
the Fulton Heights arm of the law.

“Do you know how Ricki got wind
of it, Tim?"

The midget switched his huge cigar
to the other side of his mouth.

“Not me, George. I was hanging
around the office wagon, talking with
that Haines fellow, when the wire-
walker came dashing by and said some-
thing about Hess getting shot.”

The midget stepped closer to Chance,
stood on tiptoe, his babylike brow
crinkled by a puzzled scowl.

“You got to watch the Haines guy,”
he whispered. ‘“He packs a gun under
his arm.”

The magician nodded. He looked
back toward the door of the secret room
where the bluecoat was standing, sur-
rounded by Ricki, Gregor Latour, and
Harry Marquand. The three circus
performers were impressing upon the
law’s representative the innocence of
Fay McKay, alias Minnie.the Mermaid.
Jerry Haines was not in sight.

While the police officer was occupied
and before the rest of the Fulton
Heights police force got on the scene,
it seemed to Chance that now was a
good time for the Green Ghost to take
over. Because this was definitely a job
for the Ghost. He would get a great
deal of personal satisfaction out of
grabbing Martin Hess’ murder—even
more than in rounding up the counter-
feit ring.

Quietly he slipped back through the
canvas drop under which he had passed
to get to the back of the purple tent.
Out in front, the side-shows were put-
ting on their final efforts to get the
crowd to spend their dimes before the
big show began.

HANCE hurried toward the en-
trance of the circus grounds, and
was once again stopped by that well-
known nasal voice of Joe Harper.
“Chance of a lifetime, folks! Get
your guaranteed fountain pen with the
solid gold point.”
The way he emphasized the word
“chance” gave it a double meaning to
the magician who once more stopped



in front of the pitchman’s stand. Im-
mediately Joe Harper began the process
of selling Chance a two-bit pen.

“I’'m not too sure you're not working
this overtime, Joe,” Chance whispered.

“Don’t crab my act,” Harper worked
out of the side of his mouth. “Choose
your pen, Mister. Only a few minutes
before the big show. Only fifty cents
—half a dollah!”’

Business must have been good. Joe
Harper had raised the ante. Chance
smiled thinly and took out a fifty-cent
piece as Harper thrust a red pen into
his hand.

“Out on the sidewalk, a gent hiding
behind a haystack,” the pitchman whis-
pered. “It’'s your double or nothing.”
And then aloud for the benefit of the
crowd: “And the gentI’'mun knows a
bargain when he sees one! Who else
wants a genuine lifetime guaranteed
fountain pen for only half a dollah?
They won’t be here tomorrow, folks.
They won’t be here an hour from now
at this phenomenal price.”

Harper’s whispered message was
readily understood by Ggorge Chance
who immediately left the circus
grounds. Among the crowd that
thronged the sidewalk, his keen eye
picked out a man in overalls and wide-
brimmed black felt hat. The ‘“hay-
stack” Harper had mentioned was ob-
viously the man’s heavy gray beard
that covered cheeks, mouth and chin.
It was also obvious to George Chance
that the beard was false.

As he passed the whiskered man,
Chance gave him a slight nod. Im-
mediately, the whiskered one turned,
followed some distance behind the ma-
gician as the latter walked up the street
toward his car.

Chance stopped at his car only long
enough to take a black traveling bag
from the back compartment. Then he
continued on up the street for another
block to a corner filling station. He
entered the men’s rest-room at the side
of the station unnoticed by the at-
tendant.

A moment later, the whiskered man
also entered the room and carefully
latched the door behind him. He raised
his hand to his face, jerked off the false
whiskers.

The effect was startling, for the face
of the man in the overalls was identical

In front of the Ape-Man, the Ghost's lips
pulled back from yellow teeth, his facial
muscles frozen
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with that of George Chance. More than
that, as the man began taking off his
overalls it became apparent that his fig-
ure was also like that of the magician,
and beneath his outer clothing he wore
a suit exactly like Chance’s. The only
detectable difference in the two men
was in height. Chance was perhaps an
inch taller.

“Good night, Glenn!” Chance ex-
claimed. “I see Joe Harper rooked
you, too.”

- There was a red fountain pen stick-
ing out of the double’s pocket. Glenn
Saunders smiled ruefully.

“Some day I'm going to find myself
sole owner of the Brooklyn Bridge,” he
said, “and Joe will have sold it to me.”

Not only did the two men look alike,
but they spoke alike, had the same
mannerisms.

EORGE CHANCE had found
Glenn Saunders years ago, warm-
ing a cold bench in Central Park. He
had recognized the pronounced like-
ness between himself and the man on
the bench. Plastic surgery had aug-
mented that likeness, providing the fa-
mous magician with a perfect double.
The double had enabled Chance to
get away with many lightning change
magical illusions on the stage. And
now that the magician had turned his
talents to crime detection Glenn Saun-
ders had proved even more valuable.
Whenever Chance decided to adopt
the identity of the Green Ghost in order
to hunt down some murderer, Glenn
Saunders was always at hand to step
into Chance's shoes.

In such manner the identity of the
Green Ghost and George Chance could
always be kept separate, even though
Detective Green Ghost frequently em-
ployed magic ta snare his murderers.
So many enemies had the Green Ghost
made in the underworld that had he
not always been able to protect the se-
cret of his dual identity through the
use of Saunders as a double, his life
would not have been worth a plugged
nickle.

And Glenn Saunders had willingly
shucked his own identity to become
George Chance's double in exchange
for all that Chance could teach him

about the art of abracadabra. For he
had become eager student of magic.

Alone with Saunders, Chance began
to remove his tweed suit. The coat,
pants and vest were reversible, and
when he had turned them inside out he
had a second suit of dead black cloth
that would have looked well at a
funeral. From the satchel he had
brought from the car, he removed a
black silk lining for the coat. The lin-
ing could be quickly snapped into place
and it contained many secret pockets
loaded with magic tricks and gimmicks
which he had found useful in his many
encounters with criminals.

A clip which had originally been in-
tended as a billiard ball dropper held
his little automatic on the inside of
the coat, on the right, just above the
hem.

A keen-bladed throwing-knife was at
home in the special sleeve sheath at-
tached to his right arm.

“All set to take on a mob of counter-
feiters, eh?” Glenn Saunders asked.

“More than that,” Chance said, as he
got into the black suit. “Counterfeiters
and murderers. Apparently Martin
Hess knew too much about what went
on in his circus for his own good, and
the mysterious Max Conrad did a thor-
ough and complete rub-out job.”

Quickly Chance brought Glenn
Saunders up to date on all that had
occurred at the circus. Saunders had
to know all this in order to take up
where George Chance had left off,

“And for heavens’ sake, watch your
step with the Fulton Heights police,”
Chance warned. “We don’t have the
drag here that we have in the big town.
Now go on back to the circus and be
George Chance. See if you can explain
that mermaid illusion to the cops.
Demonstrate the various angles in-
volved, and try to get them to see some-
body else besides Fay McKay as the
candidate for murderer.”

As soon as Saunders hadd left, Chance
took his compact makeup kit from his
bag. If his old pal Ricki could have
watched what transpired he would
have realized that what he had taught
George Chance of makeup had not been
a waste of time.

Two wire ovals thrust into Chance’s
nostrils, tilted the magician’s nose and
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elongated the nostrils. A set of cellu-
loid shell teeth that looked as if they
were in the last stages of decay were
next clipped over Chance's healthy
teeth.

He dipped into a box of ordinary
brown eye-shadow to darken and deep-
en the pits of his eyes and the natural
hollows of his cheeks. A liquid pow-
der blotted out the color of his red-gold
eyebrows. Finally, a generous patting
of dry powder gave him a corpselike
pallor.

So far as makeup was concetned,
when he had put on his black crusher
hat, the job was done. He could pass
in a crowd without attracting any par-
ticular attention. He didn’t look like
George Chance, but neither did he look
like that terror of the underworld, the
Green Ghost. But from this basic ap-
pearance it was an easy step to assume
the ghastly death’s head appearance of
the Ghost.

“Turning on the Ghost,” as he called
it, was largely a matter of muscular
control. His lips would peel back to
reveal those yellow, skull-like teeth.
His deep-set eyes would assume a vac-
uous expression, facial muscles would
freeze. A battery-operated light globe
of small size was set in the peculiar
scarf pin he wore in his tie. At a
touch of a switch, a ghastly green light
would flood upward across his face.

Makeup completed, he quietly left
the flling station and returned his
black bag to his car. Then he headed
back toward the circus grounds. The
hunt for Max Conrad, counterfeiter
and possibly murderer, was on.

CHAPTER IV
The Vanishing Lady

eTT— =

CCORDING to the well-ordered
/& mind of Captain Bushman of the
Fulton Heights Police, every murder
was composed of certain elements
which he called “links.” These ele-
ments, in order of their importance,
were—the corpse, the killer, the weap-
on, and the motive. The idea was not
ori; inal with Bushman.
Up until nine-thirty when the show

under the big-top was well under way,
Bushman had discovered only one ob-
vious link—the corpse of Martin Hess.
That at least fifty other people had
made that discovery ahead of him did
not spoil the luster of Link Number
Three, when Bushman personally dis-
covered the weapon.

Entering the dressing-room tent of
Mermaid Fay McKay, who was still
among the missing, Captain Bushman
pounced upon a nickel-plated revolver.
Following him into the tent were two
policemen, Wire-Walker Harry Mar-
quand, Gregor Latour, Merry White,
and Glenn Saunders. Except for
Merry White, no one present had any
reason to doubt but what Saunders was
George Chance.

“Uh-huh,” Captain Bushman grunt-
ed with satisfaction, “this is Link Num-
ber Three in our murder chain.”

Gregor Latour was second to spot
the gun. He drew his thick mahogany-
red brows together in a scowl and
clamped a powerful hand on Bush-
man’s shoulder. Bushman's eyes ex-
pressed cold resentment of the animal
trainer’s action.

“I do not believe anything you say
of this business!” Latour exploded.
“Every time you turn around, it is Fay
McKay she did this or that. I think
you decide things too fast. How do
you know that is the gun that killed
our friend, Martin Hess?”

“She couldn’t have killed Martin,”
Harry Marquand said. “Fay, and
Ricki and I were Hess’ closest friends
in the show business. Hess even prom-
ised us he would remember us in his
will.”

“Which probably constitutes Link
Number Four—the motive,” Bushman
said sagely. “You go walk your tight
rope, my friend, and take that lion tam-
er with you. I'll handle this in my
own way.”

Harry Marquand gave the captain a
black look.

“You might at least listen to Mr.
Chance. He’s a magician. He knows
how that goldfish bowl stunt works
and what you could see in the bowl
and what you couldn’t see.”

Glenn Saunders, his voice sounding
like a recording of Chance’s voice,
spoke up.
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“I’ve already tried to point out that
there was an extra mirror down in that
room below the purple tent. It wasn’t
required for the illusion. But placed
as it was it might easily have reflected
the figure of somebody standing behind
Fay McKay. She might have mistaken
the reflection for a real person—for
somebody she had reason to fear. The
bullet-hole in the back of the mirror
support bears out my point.”

“That is hokus-pokus,”
said.

“It's not,” Saunders said stoutly.
“What was that ape-man from the
freak show doing down in that room?”

Bushman turned to one of his men.

“Any progress made toward getting
that fake caveman to talk?”

Bushman

ATOUR burst out laughing, and
Bushman wheeled on him.

“All right, lion tamer, what’s so
funny about that?”

“You getting Tanko, the Ape-Man,
to talk—it is too funny!" Latour’s ink-
blue eyes glistened. “Ho-ho, you
should laugh, too! Tanko is dumb.
He only makes grunting noises. You
will learn a lot from him, Captain!”

In the shadows outside the dressing-
room tent, the Green Ghost heard all
of this argument. It wouldn’t lead to
any startling conclusions. Bushman
had made up his mind, and finding
what might be the murder weapon
had sealed Fay McKay’s guilt. Any-
one could have planted the gun.

The Ghost’'s object at the moment
was to find Fay McKay before Bush-
man succeeded in clamping the brace-
lets on her. He had a hunch he could
beat the police to the missing mermaid.

It was more than a hunch. Who
was it that had told Ricki that Martin
Hess had been shot? Why had Ricki
avoided answering that question when
it had been put directly to him? Pos-
sibly it was Fay herself who had told
Ricki of the shooting. Maybe Ricki
was hiding the girl somewhere on the
grounds. And it was important that
the Ghost talk to Fay.

Of all that had transpired in that
secret room only what had occurred
within that chalked-off circle had ac-
tually appeared in the goldfish bowl.
There really hadn’t been fifty eye-wit-

nesses to the actual crime. There were
only fifty persons who thought they
were eye-witnesses., The only persons
who could actually have been eye-wit-
nesses were those in the secret room
at the time.

Under-the main tent, Ricki and his
clown troop had the center ring. It
was that old stunt in which a score of
clowns pile out of a midget car. Ricki
was in there with the others, giving
everything he had, making the crowd
roar with laughter, while all the time
his own eyes were filled with tears of
sorrow.

At the rear entrance to the big tent,
the Green Ghost leaned against a pole
and waited, watching the slap-stick
finale to the act, listening to the fren-
zied music of the band. He watched
one clown in particular—a rather small
figure in a voluminous costume of
multi-colored patchwork. The wearer
of the outfit was just a little too grace-
ful about being awkward.

When the band ran the clowns off
to make room for Latour’s animal act,
the Green Ghost kept his eyes on the
little buffoon in patchwork. This
clown kept apart from the others,
passed within a yard of where the
Ghost was standing as the act left the
tent.

“Just a minute, Patches,” the Ghost
said quietly.

The clown stopped, sent a frightened
glance at the thin man in black, then
bolted. The Ghost sprinted along be-
hind. The way “Patches” ran was a
dead give-away. The clown was a
woman. -

She dashed around to the side of
the tent, glancing backward at her
pursuer. It was during one of these
backward glances that she fell over a
tent stake. The peaked cap fell from
her head and long golden hair came
tumbling into full view.

She was on her feet again when the
Ghost swooped down from behind her
and looped a lean arm around her
waist. She twisted around, tried
gouging his face with her finger nails.
Her tactics might have been effective
on somebody who could move less rap-
idly than the Green Ghost. He caught
her tiny wrist and held it in a grasp of
steel.
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QQCUT it out, Fay!” he said stern-
ly. “Don’t be a little fool.
I'm trying to help you out of this mess.
Keep up this sort of thing and you’ll
land in jail. Or maybe the chair.”

Her round blue eyes searched the
strange, pale face.

“Why—why should you help me?”

“Because you didn’t kill Martin
Hess.” :

“Who are you?” she gasped.

“Just a guy you're going to have to
trust,” he said, his deep-set eyes grave.
“You've got the screwy idea you can
hide right here with the circus. The
cops will find you eventually. What I
want you to do is get away from here,
go hole-up in a hotel until this mess is
cleaned up. Have you any money on
your person for a hotel room?”

“Yes,” she said slowly.

“Okay. Now, you've got to trust
me. You haven’t any reason to be
afraid of me if you didn’t kill Martin
Hess.”

“I didn’t!” she sobbed.

“But when you shot that gun, the
spotlight was on in that room beneath
the purple tent. At least fifty people
who were looking at the goldhsh bowl
at that time will be willing to testify
they saw you shoot Hess.”

“I was shooting at Tanko, the Ape-
Man,” Fay insisted. “I had gone into
the room in the dark, because that's
the way you have to do or you'll crab
the act. I was crossing the room to

take off the topcoat when suddenly
the lights came on. I don’t know who
turned them on.
schedule.”

“And right in front of you, you
thought you saw the Ape-Man.”

That was ahead of

‘““That’s right.”

“But you didn’t. That was a reflec-
tion. One of those extra mirrors they
carry with the act, in case one of the
regular ones breaks, was in front of
where you were standing and a little
to one side—the left side, to be exact.
You saw Tanko’s reflection and shot
at it.”

“I don’t know about the reflection,”
she said. “But I shot at what I
thought was Tanko. Then I heard a
movement in the dark just outside the
circle, near where that big fan was go-
ing. I saw Martin Hess topple for-
ward out of the dark. But there was
somebody else there—somebody in the
dark behind Hess.”

“Somebody pushed Hess into the cir-
cle as you shot,” the Ghost said. “I
think Hess had been killed before-
hand. To the spectators above, it may
have looked as though you shot Hess,
but if you were aiming at that mirror
you couldn’t have hit him from that
angle. But why did you want to shoot
Tanko?”

Fay McKay drew a long, tremulous
breath.

“Last week when the show was at
Albany something happened. Tanko
told me that if I ever let this out he’d
kill me—"

“I thought Tanko couldn’t talk,” the
Ghost interrupted.

“He can’t. But he writes what he
wants to say on a pad of paper. He’s
a former wrestler who was hurt in an
accident. Most of that halr on his
body is faked. But he’s terrible-look-
ing and I'm afraid of him.”

“Go on,” the Ghost urged. “What

e 816 810
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E girl shuddered, then went on
talking hastily.

“Tanko was leaving the circus
grounds one night after the show was
over. He had a worn suitcase in his
hand. The latch of the case came open
and whatever was in the suitcase fell
out. I went over to help him pick up
what he had spilled, and it was money
—lots of money stacked in little pack-
ages. He didn’'t want me to see it,
wanted me to keep away, but then he
couldn’t tell me what he wanted.

“He forced me against a tent wall
and wrote on that pad he carries that
if I said anything about the money
he'd kill me. He repeated that same
warning the next day and the day
after. I began to get more afraid of
him than ever. I began carrying a gun
with me wherever I went. Tonight,
when I saw him down there in that
dark room with me, he had a knife in
his hand. I know he intended to kill
me, I drew the gun and fired.”

“And the money in the suitcase—it
looked like new money?” the Ghost
asked.

“I think so0.”

The Ghost nodded. Counterfeit
money, in all probability. Being un-
able to talk, Tanko would have made
a good messenger to deliver the coun-
terfeit money to the agents who
“pushed” it. Or then again, it was pos-
stble that Tanko was Conrad.

“One more thing,” he said. “Tanko
and presumably Hess were in that
room beneath the purple tent tonight.
There was also a third man, somebody
who pushed Hess into that circle?”

“Yes,” the girl replied. “Someone
ran out of the room just before I did.
I was too stunned by the sight of poor
Mr. Hess to know just what was going
on. I didn’t see the man’s face, but it
wasn't Tanko. I think Tanko was still
in the room after I left. I could hear
him fumbling about, trying to find the
door in the dark.”

The Ghost looked over the top of
Fay McKay's golden head. A uni-
formed policeman was standing at one
end of the big-top. He wasn’t listen-
ing to the blare of the circus band nor
to the roar of the big cats in Latour’s
animal act. Rather, he was movin
stealthily toward where the Ghost ang

Fay Mcl{ay were standing.
“Oh-oh!” The Ghost seized Fay's
hand. “We'd better scram. Here

comes one of Fulton Heights' finest!”

CHAPTER V
Death’s-Head

Y and the Ghost dashed down

the side of the big tent, keeping

close to the canvas wall. The Ghost

knew the policeman would scarcely

risk shooting directly at them for fear

of hitting some of the spectators on the
other side of the canvas,

All the shooting the policeman did
was straight up in the air. At the same
time, he blasted on hig whistle, though
it was doubtful if it could have been
heard because of the noise inside the
big tent,

At the end of the big-top, the Ghost
shoved Fay toward a canvas spreader
that connected the side-show string
with the entrance to the main tent.
The Ghost’'s knife flashed, ripped
through the cloth. He pushed Fay
through the opening, followed her as
one of the officer’s bullets plopped
through the spreader just above the
Ghost’s head.

Through the opening, the Ghost
saw Fay streaking through the thin-
ning crowd in front of the now deserted
bally platforms. He sprinted after her,
caught her by one wide sleeve. May-
be she hadn’t noticed, but there were
two bluecoats on the other side of the
side-show area and they had just
spotted her. They started running
abreast to head the girl off, but just
then something happened that gave the
Ghost and Fay a break.

It didn’t just happen. Rather it had
been planned on the spur of the mo-
ment by Joe Harper, the Ghost's pal.
Harper, lugging his pitchman’s stand
loaded with two bit fountain pens, just
managed to get between the police and
Fay McKay. The pitchman stumbled
over the folding leg of his stand, fell
directly beneath the feet of one of the
policemen. In doing so, he pushed the
stand in front of him and “accidently”
spilled the second officer.
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The Ghost sprang toward the door
of one of the side-show tents, dragged
Fay McKay after him. The spangled
banner above the tent entrance lauded
the ability of one Lester the Great,
who was the circus magician. A smile
twitched the thin lips of the Ghost as
he and Fay entered the doorway.

Somebody in white tie and tails, pre-
sumably the Great Lester, tried to stop
them. There was no hocus-pokus about
the left jab that flattened Lester to the
earth, but it was quite effective.

“On the stage, Fay! And hurry!
They’ll find us in a couple of shakes.”

The little stage was draped in black.
In the center and a little to the rear
was a wooden cabinet, open at the top
and front. A black velvet curtain, the
height and width of the cabinet front,
was suspended from the top of the
tent. By means of a windlass at the
left side of the cabinet, this curtain
could be lowered to close the front.

“Pull up your sleeves, arms bare to
the elbows,” the Ghost ordered the girl.
“Then jump into the (abinet, put both
arms straight up, and, grasp that hori-
zontal bar ten inches above the top
of the cabinet.” ’

Utterly bewildered, yet trusting this
strange man completely, the girl
obeyed.

“As I let the curtain down in front
of the cabinet,” he directed, “you must
lower your arms, but only under cover
of the descending curtain, understand?
When the curtain is all the way down,
crouch on the cabinet floor facing the
back. You'll get your chance to get
into the clear. And here—"

E Ghost’s agile fingers flicked to

a pocket of his black vest and

brought out a plain card on which was
lettered a telephone number,

“When you're finally holed-in, give
me a ring at that number.”

He stuck the card between the girl’s
lips. Her teeth clamped on one end
of it. Possibly she would have tried to
thank him, except that at that moment
two policemen came in the door of the
magician's tent. They saw the Great
Lester stretched out on the floor, then
looked toward the stage.

The Ghost pressed his hand to the
right side of his black coat. His little

automatic dropped into the palm of his
hand. He turned the gun on the girl
standing in the cabinet, her hands
raised. :

“You're covered, babe,” he said
harshly. “Come on, coppers, I got her
cornered for you!”

For just a moment, he thought that
Fay McKay was going to give the
whole stunt away. Perhaps his acting
was too realistic. Perhaps it had even
convinced Fay that he was about to
hand her over to the police. But as
the two bluecoats came running down
the aisle between the folding chairs
intended for the audience, the Ghost
touched the windlass that allowed the
curtain to drop in front of the cabinet.
He managed to catch Fay's eye. He
winked.

“Remember!” he whispered.

“Grab her!” one of the bluecoats
shouted as he bounded onto the stage.

“Oh, she can’t get away,” the Ghost
said lightly as the curtain settled in
front of the cabinet. “You can still
se¢e her hands sticking out of the top
of the cabinet, can’t you?”

They could see the two hands and
about six inches of bare arm. The
hands were hooked onto the horizontal
bar above the open top.

“She won’t get away,” the Ghost as-
sured them, “unless one of you utters
the forbidden magic word!”

“Magic word, huh?” the second cop
roared. “What kind of a shenanigan is
this?”

The Ghost’s hand dropped down the
side of the cabinet, touching a secret
spring. His little finger caught and
hooked onto a black thread which was
scarcely visible even when you knew
where to look for it.

“That was a very grave mistake,”
he said soberly. “You could scarcely
believe it, but ‘shenanigan’ happens to
be the magic word which I was about
to caution you not to say. An unfor-
tunate coincidence.”

He stepped back from the cabinet as
he said this, gave the invisible thread
a slight jerk. The hands and arms that
had reached out of the top of the cab-
inet vanished. One of the policemen
yanked the black curtain aside with
one hand and turned the muzzle of his
gun toward the interior of the cabinet.
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The cabinet was empty.

The Ghost's patter, brief though it
was, and that moment of stunned sur-
prise the police got from the mysteri-
ous vanishing act, gained precious sec-
onds for both Fay and the Ghost him-
self. When the police turned toward
the man in black, a second surprise
awaited them.

HE magician-detective's lips had

drawn back from his shell teeth.
His eyes stared vacantly. A ghastly
aura of green light spread upward
across his face. Because his black suit
was virtually impossible to see against
the black background, it appeared as
though that ghastly death’s-head float-
ed in mid-air.

“Drop your guns, coppers, or I'll
make a fine pair of Irish banshees out
of the both of you!”

The Ghost’s voice seemed to come
from the depths of a coffin. There was
mockery in it, but not the sort that
pulls any laughs. The Ghost’s little
automatic, turned on the two police,
was not particularly funny either.
Two Police Positives plunked to the
floor of the stage.

The Ghost was moving backward
across the stage, his slim body inter-
posed between the two policemen and
one of the Great Lester’s magic tables.
It was entirely possible the police ofhi-
cers had not seen what appeared to be
a human skull sitting in the center of
the magic table waiting for the Great
Lester to perform the “Talking Skull”
routine.

The Ghost’s left hand went behind
him, grasped the skull. His right, still
holding the automatic, raised suddenly
to the brim of his black hat. Just
under the hat brim was a carefully
folded veil of black silk held in place
by an elastic band.

The Ghost twitched the elastic. The
black veil fell across his face. At the
same time, he brought the skull off the
table and around over his left shoulder.
He flung the skull straight at the two
astounded bluecoats.

So perfectly synchronized were these
two movements and so swiftly did he
execute them, that there was scarcely
any lapse of time between the blackout
of the Ghost’s face and the appearance

of the skull. To the police, it must
have appeared as though the Ghost
had taken off his head and tossed it at
them.

Taking full advantage of this sur-
prising move, the Ghost sprang to the
back of the tent. Magically, it seemed
his fingers traded the automatic for his
knife. He ripped a doorway for him-
self and leaped through the opening.
Given this much of a head-start, he
felt confident that he could out-run the
police.

His only regret was that he had
spoiled one of the Great Lester’s tricks.
The police would eventually investi-
gate the cabinet from which Fay Mec-
Kay had vanished. They would dis-
cover the secret trap at the back and
the chute that led to the back of the
tent from the trap.

They would discover that the two
arms they had seen sticking through
the top of the cabinet were fakes. They
would learn that these artificial arms
and hands hooked automatically to the
horizontal bar as the curtain was low-
ered. And they would discover that a
jerk on a certain black thread released
the fake hands from the bar and al-
lowed them to fall back into the pocket
sewed on the back of the curtain.

The Ghost paused in his flight to
look out across the stretch of darkness
beyond the circus “backyard.” If Fay
McKay was out there somewhere, tem-
porarily beyond the reach of the law,
he didn’t mind sacrificing Lester’s van-
ishing trick so much. The general pub-
lic wouldn’t learn it anyway.

CHAPTER VI
Murder Multiplies

URING the time the Ghost had
been engaged in making fools
out of a pair of the Fulton Heights’
Police, that stalwart arm of the law,
Captain Bushman, had not been idle.
Acting on information obtained from
Glenn Saunders, whom he supposed to
be George Chance, he had turned his
attention to Tanko, the Ape-Man of
the freak show.
Glenn Saunders had accompanied
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Bushman to the freak tent where Bush-
man’s underlings were holding Tanko.
The Ape-Man was an ugly brute, had
been ugly even before the accident that
had broken his back. He had a barrel
of a torso with short legs and long,
bowed arms. His nose was crushed
flat against his face and his forehead
was peaked and receding.

Stripped to the waist, his broad ex-
panse of chest looked like a fur rug.
Not all of the hair that covered his
body had been faked.

Saunders had frequently heard of
police questioning a criminal who
wouldn’t talk, but this was the first
time he had ever witnessed the grilling
of a man who couldn’t talk. Had it
not been for the sincere and perspiring
efforts of Captain Bushman, Saunders
would not have been able to suppress
his laughter. _

Tanko squatted on a low stool, his
pad of paper on one hairy knee. When
Bushman would fire a question at him,
he would blink, scribble something on
the pad. Since most of Bushman’s
questions could be answered by “‘yes”
or “no,” the answer side of the grilling
was finally reduced to Tanko simply
holding up a sheet of paper that had
the word “yes” or “no” written on it.

While the grilling of Tanko went on
and on, over by the menagerie tent,
Tiny Tim Terry came out from behind
a water barrel in time to catch Merry
White’s skirt as she headed for the
entrance to the big-top.

“Where you going, Frail?” he de-
manded in a voice that might have been
surly had it not been pitched so high.

Merry had a bag of peanuts. She
popped one, let the shucks fall on Tim’s
hat.

“I'm taking in the show, Small, Dark
and Rancid. I've been looking for
counterfeiters, and up to now no luck.
What does a counterfeiter look like
anyway?"”

Tim put a finger to his lips and
pulled Merry back of the water barrel.

“Shsh!” he warned. *“And bend
down. He’ll see you.”

“Who?"

“Quiet, Frail!” Tim whispered an-
grily.

A man moved stealthily along the
side of the menagerie tent. As he cut

QGlenn Saunders

across in front of the entrance to the
main tent, his face was momentarily
visible in glaring light. It was the
pimpled Jerry Haines who had been
Martin Hess’ assistant.

“He was fooling around the animal
tent,” Tim whispered to Merry. “He
packs a gun in a shoulder holster. We
got to watch that guy.”

Jerry Haines ducked under the can-
vas spreader between the main tent
and the side-shows. Tim and Merry
came from around the water barrel and
followed. Inside the big-top, the band
was playing “The Skaters’ Waltz.”

Merry said, “Darn crime, anyway!
I'll bet Harry Marquand is waltzing
across the tight wire, and I'm not in-
side to see him and have nervous fits.”

ERRY HAINES walked along the
side of the main tent. At the end
of the canvas wall, he cut across the
“backyard” toward the office wagon.
Tim and Merry would have followed
except for the unforeseen intervention
on the part of a circus roustabout who
came bounding from the rear entrance
to the big tent.
“Hey, Major Tynamite, what’s the
idea of walkin’ out on the act?”
The roustabout pounced on Tim,
seized him by the back of the coat
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Joe Harper

collar, and lifted him off the ground.

“Here, you let him go!” Merry said.
“His name’'s not Major Tynamite.”

“Well, I didn’t think that was his
real name,” the man said. “I ain’t that
dumb. Anyway’s he's the midget that
walked out on the act, and he’s under
contract—"

“I'm not with the circus!” Tim pro-
tested.

“Tell it to the Marines!” The man
laughed. “What would a midget be
doing on the grounds if he wasn’t with
the circus?”

“He—he isn’t even a midget,” Merry
said, trying desperately to get the man
to release Tim. “He's my own little
boy, and I'll have you arrested for kid-
naping, that's what I'll do!”

The roustabout laughed, jerked Tim
out of Merry’s grasp.

“Lady, you should oughta teach your
little boy better than to smoke cigars.
They’ll stunt his growth.”

Tim kicked his captor in the stom-
ach. The man changed his grip, got
Tim under one arm as though he was
a sack of flour.

“Cut it out, Shrimp, or I'll tan your
leather for you.” And then he hurried
through the back door of the big tent.

All of this was pretty humiliating
for Tiny Tim. He was getting along
toward middle age and he prided him-

self on his dignity and poise. He had
retired from the show business, be-
cause he had resented being laughed
at, to live on a comfortable income to
which he had fallen heir.

By the time he had been carried to
the interior of the big tent, he had
worked himself up into a rage. The air
about him was tinted a faint blue by
his profanity. He was plopped down
beside a nice-looking midget lady who
promptly stuck her gngers in her ears.

“That isn’'t Tynamite!” the midget
lady squealed.

“You're danged tootin’, it isn’t!” Tim
yelled. “You can’t do this to me, ycu
bums!”

The roustabout looked at the man-
ager of the midget troop.

“The only runt I saw out there,” he
explained. “All these here shrimps
look alike anyway, so why don't we
use this one?”

The manager, a man with a nose like
a beet, stooped over Tim.

“Listen, little man, you've got to
help us out in this dollhouse act. I
guess Major Tynamite took on a skin-
full or something. We'll make it right
with you.”

“There’s nothing could make it right
with me!” Tim said indignantly. “And
if you don’t stand aside, sir, I'll punch
you one on the sniffer.”

The manager straightened, taking
his beet-red nose out of Tim's reach.

“There’s the run-on music now,” he
said, then added something in a whis-
per, intended for the ears of the roust-
about alone.

M tried to make a dash for the
door. He was caught around the
waist, lifted high. The manager of the
midgets had raised the roof on a min-
iature house and the roustabout
dumped Tim into the doll house where
he came close to landing on top of the
lady midget. Somebody put the roof
back on the house which was promptly
pulled out in front of the audience by
a couple of circus ladies dressed up
like little girls.
“Act like a doll,” the manager yelled
at Tim. “Queenie will tell you how.”
“Queenie” presumably referred to
the midget lady who was sitting on
the floor of the doll house beside Tim.
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The little woman spread out her hands
appealingly to Tim,

“Please help me,” she said, her blue
eyes brimming with tears. “My hus-
band’s tight. If you don’t help me put
this act across, we'll lose our job.”

“Don’t try to work your feminine
wiles on me,” Tim said. “I won't do
any song and dance out there in front
of that mob."”

The little lady’s eyes were change-
able. Right now they flashed fire.

“I’m not trying to work any wiles on
you. Why, you’re old enough to be
my father! Now you listen to me.
You can't back out now. When we
get in the ring, the two girls will open
the front of the house. We're sup-
posed to be seated like a couple of dolls.
Stiff like, see? They’ll take us out and
play with us. You keep stiff just like
a doll, only help the girls a little when
they start to take your coat off.”

“Take my coat off?”

Tim's eyes were actually popping
with boiling anger and amusing em-
barrassment.

“Why, sure. Then after a while, the
two girls go to sleep and we come to
life and do a dance—"

Tim switched his big cigar over to
the other side of his mouth. He struck
a match on the seat of his pants and
relighted the cold perfecto.

“No girl large or small is going to
make a strip-tease artist out of me,” he
informed Queenie firmly.

The midget lady tried to drag Tim
down into a chair.

“The act is on!” she said. “You're a
doll.”

“I am like—"

And Tim broke away just as one of
the “little girls” on the outside opened
the front of the doll house. Tim dashed
for freedom. The “little girl” tried to
shove him back into the house, and got
the palm of her hand burned on Tim'’s
cigar.

He darted out of the house and raced
for the back door of the tent. The au-
dience roared with laughter, which did
Tiny Tim no good at all. By the time
he had reached the entrance where the
manager of the midgets was waiting
for him, Tiny Tim was mad as the
proverbial hornet and his cigar was the
hornet’s sting.

Behind him the band was playing
furiously to cover what was obviously
a serious slip-up in the performance.
The manager of the midgets crouched
to tackle Tim, but Tim's cigar gouged
at the man’s face. The manager went
over backward trying to avoid that hot
Havana.

Tim detoured his fallen foe, ran be-
tween the spread legs of the big roust-
about. He was free then, but he kept
running until he heard Merry's voice
calling him.

The little man came to a quick stop.
He was panting, but not too out of
breath to be unable to blame Merry for
his humiliation.

“Why didn't you stop them?
Didn’t you see what they did to me?
I'll never live this down. Never!”

“Oh, stop it,” Merry said.

“Do a strip tease and get laughed

at!”

“Tim, listen to me! He'’s been
shot!”

“Take off my coat. Treat me like a
doll. I—" Tim stopped sputtering.

“What did you say, Frail? Who's
been shot?”

“That man you told me to follow.
That man Haines.”

“Where?"

“He’s lying over there beside the
office wagon. The shot came from be-
hind one of those big vans.”

“Is—is he hurt badly?”

“He's dead,” Merry said in hushed
tones. “He practically died in my
arms. And, Tim, I'm scared—scared
half out of my mind!”

CHAPTER VII
Garden of the Past

—

HAT Jerry Haines they shot
last night was a Treasury De-
partment man.”

In these words Police Commissioner
Edward Standish of New York City
broke the news to the Green Ghost the
following morning as the two men
drove out to Martin Hess' Long Island
estate,

The Green Ghost bore no resem-
blance to either George Chance, his
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prototype, or the skull-faced phantom
who had made life miserable for the
Fulton Heights police on the night be-
fore. His thin nose had been widened
with putty. Plastic plumpers inside
his mouth filled the hollows of his
cheeks. He wore a bushy red toupé
over his own hair. His present réle
was that of Detective-sergeant Ham-
mel of the New York Police.

Standish was driving. He was a
man of medium height, heavy from the
waist upward, spindle-shanked. He
had close-set eyes that had a way of
boring into a man's mind, and rather
thin iis beneath a black square of
mustache.

“I wondered if there wasn't a T-man
on the job somewhere,” the Ghost
said. “It was pretty tough for Merry.
She saw the flash of gun flame, saw
Haines fall. The man was gasping his
last when she got to him.”

“Did Haines say anything before he
died?” the commissioner asked.

“All T could get from Merry was
something about somebody named
Madge being funny. That’s how Merry
repeated it to me—that Haines said
Madge was funny.”

“Who's Madge?” Standish asked.

“You've got me. Might be anybody
around the circus. I haven’t had much
of a chance to check on that. Nor
have I pumped Merry thoroughly on
just what she saw and heard. The poor
kid was rather upset this morning.
Captain Bushman, of the Fulton
Heights Police, asked her so many
questions last night that she’s going
around in circles.”

“Bushman is going around in circles,
too,” Standish said. “I talked with him
on the phone this moming. It seems
one of his chief suspects is a mute.”

“That's Tanko the Ape-Man,” the
Ghost said. “I just wonder if he can’t
talk or whether that’s an act.”

Standish said that he had thought
of that himself and had told Bushman
he ought to have a doctor look at
Tanko.

The commissioner turned the car
into the winding drive of the Hess es-
tate. Carved on the stone gate posts
was:

THE GARDEN OF THE PAST

“I suppose you've been here before?”
Standish asked. “It’s a beautiful place.
Hess was quite a nut on prehistoric
animals, aybe he'd liked to have
added a few dinosauri to the circus
menagerie.”

Standish referred to the life-size res-
torations of prehistoric beasts placed
here and there on the grounds of the
big estate. These were cement plaster
statues depicting the fearsome mon-
sters of the past posed among the
great hardwood trees.

To the left of the drive as they rolled
along was a statue of a saber-toothed
tiger crouched to spring upon a plaster
replica of a hairy mammoth. And far-
thar along a tyrannosaurus battled
with a long-necked “thunder beast”
that must have been a story and a half
in height.

HE estate grounds were open to

the public three days out of the
week and many a zoology class had
visited the place to study the replicas
of these monsters that once had tram-
pled the earth.

The house itself was placed back on
a wooded slope that commanded a view
of the strange garden. It was a great
white structure that copied the pillar-
fronted mansions of the old South.
There the bachelor Martin Hess had
made a home for his sister, an aged
uncle, two orphan nephews, and any
other member of the Hess clan who
decided to spend a week, a month, or a
year with the wealthy showman.

Miss Margaret Hess was receiving
visitors in the drawing room, a servant
informed Standish and the Green
Ghost.

The magician-detective was rather
anxious to find out just what the Hess
family planned to do with the circus
that had brought all these riches. It
had always been Martin Hess' wish
that the show should go on, but if the
Ghost knew Margaret Hess she
wouldn'’t be apt to respect her brother’s
wishes.

She was a tall, bony woman with
high-piled white hair above a thin, im-
mobile face. She greeted Standish and
the red-haired “Sergeant Hammel” dis-
tantly.

“The police?” she said. “But my
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poor brother’s death did not occur
here.”

“But perhaps you can enlighten us
by answering a few questions,” Stand-
ish said.

She sighed. “Perhaps I may.”

As the Green Ghost followed Stand-
ish and Margaret Hess across the huge
drawing-room, he saw that she had
not been alone. Seated in three chairs
that formed a little semi-circle in a bay
window, were Ricki, Harry Marquand,
and Gregor Latour—all from the Hess
circus. The Ghost guessed that Mar-
garet Hess might have found their
presence a little humiliating except
that she probably considered police-
men quite as far beneath her as circus
people.

Ricki was scarcely recognizable
without his grease paint makeup and
putty nose. His own nose was rather
small. There were hundreds of tiny
wrinkles at the corners of his eyes and
mouth. His pale yellow hair was thin
and flecked with silver.

Harry Marquand was quite as grace-
ful and dapper in street clothes as in
tights. But Gregor Latour in a rugged
Shetland suit looked something like a
big outdoor man in a florist’s hot-
house. Embarrassment had flushed
his face and the long scar beneath his
chin was contrastingly white.

“To your knowledge,” Standish be-
gan to Margaret Hess, “did your
brother ever have any dealings with a
man named Max Conrad?”

Miss Hess shrugged.

“A foolish question to ask me, Com-
missioner. I know absolutely nothing
of my brother’s business dealings. We
were in worlds apart, my brother and
I, bridged only by the most slender of
family ties. It is no secret that I did
not approve of his association with
people of the circus.”

“Yeah, and where would you be now
if it wasn’t for the circus?”

It was Ricki who asked this ques-
tion.

1SS HESS elevated her nose and
turned her back on the old
clown.
“And Martin Hess never mentioned
any sort of trouble that he was in—
any trouble that might have occurred

Merry White

at the circus?” the Green Ghost put in.

“I never discussed the—the show
business with my brother at all,” Miss
Hess said. “I thought I had made that
clear to you.”

“Then I think you’d better start dis-
cussing right now,” Ricki said. “I
guess we ain't much so far as having
any class goes, Miss Hess, but we do
know the circus—I and Latour and
Marquand do. If you don’t want to
have anything to do with the show, it’s
all right with me. All you got to do
is appoint a manager and sit back on
your—and sit back and rake in the
chips.”

“I have already told you of my inten-
tion to sell the circus at auction. just
as soon as I can do so0.”

“It’s none of my business, of course,”
Marquand said smoothly, “but you are
throwing away a very nice income in
doing that.”

“I am the best judge of that, Mr.
Marquand,” Margaret Hess said. “I
am determincd that the circus shall be
sold, split up into smaller units if that
is necessary to get rid of it. And I
shall not permit the name of Hess to
go with any part of it.”

Latour looked bewilderedly from
Ricki to Marquand.

“But you cannot do this, Miss Hess.
You cannot. The Hess show is like an
American institution—like the Statue
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of Liberty, you could say, or—or
George Washington. Think of the
children who would be so disappointed
if the greatest show on earth should
die with Mr. Hess!”

“I am thinking of present necessity,
Mr. Latour,” Margaret Hess said
coldly. ‘The circus will be sold.”

“You mean you need money?” Mar-
quand’s black eyes stared at the woman
incredulously.

Miss Hess’ lips thinned.

“I do not care to discuss such mat-
ters with you. I believe you three gen-
tlemen have consoled me sufficiently
for the loss of my brother, and that you
may go now.”

Miss Hess stood, tall and straight,
her slippered foot patting the floor im-
patiently. And then she seemed to re-
member something.

“But wait,” she said as Ricki, Latour,
and Marquand stood up. ‘“My brother
bequeathed you something in his will
—a little keepsake. It was intended
for Mr.—er—Ricki, Mr. Marquand, and
a Miss Fay McKay. Undoubtedly you
know of this Miss McKay and can give
her a rightful share in this little keep-
sake.”

She rang for the servant while the
three men from the circus looked at
one another dazedly. When the serv-
ant appeared, Miss Hess said:

“Bring me the Da Vinci sketch from
the library, Huston.”

The servant bowed and went out.
Miss Hess returned her frigid glance
to the showmen,

“This—this keepsake, I feel it my
duty to inform you, is valuable. One
collector offered Martin two thousand
dollars for it. When you sell it, as you
undoubtedly will, I do not want you to
be cheated.”

“Sell a keepsake Martin Hess left
us?” Ricki said. “We'd as soon cut off
our ears, Miss Hess.”

Miss Hess smiled woodenly.

*“You may do as you please, of course,
I fail to see just how an original sketch
from the pen of Leonardo Da Vinci
would fit into the scheme of things
when one is traveling with a circus.”

SUPERIOR smile on her lips,
Miss Hess crossed the drawing-
room to the cased opening into the hall.

There were long gilt-frame mirrors on
either side of the doorway, and it was
evident from the glance Miss Hess
gave her own reflection that she was
quite well pleased the way she was
handling these “circus people.”

“Excuse me,” the Green Ghost said,
“but did I understand you to say this
was an original Leonardo, Miss Hess?”

“A sketch,” she replied. *“Not a
work of art. The great Da Vinci was
an inventor, military engineer, mechan-
ic, and scientist as well as an artist.
This is merely the sketch of some
strange contraption which Da Vinci
dreamed about in an inventive mood.
A drawing of an airplane, I believe.
My brother purchased it for his col-
lection as art treasures some time ago.”

Commissioner Standish looked at
Miss Hess as though he doubted her
sanity.

“As I remember it,”” he said, ‘“Leo-
nardo lived in the Fifteenth Century.
It could hardly be a drawing of an air-
plane.”

“He lived in the Fifteenth and Six-
teenth Centuries,” Miss Hess said.
“And it is an airplane. Or perhaps
you would call it a flying machine.
Leonardo actually invented a flying
machine, according to authorities,
though of course the thing was a fail-
ure. He modeled it after the birds of
the air.”

The servant returned, carrying a
yellowed piece of parchment which
was carefully preserved in a sealed pic-
ture frame. Miss Hess took it, ex-
tended it toward Ricki. The old clown
came forward, stood in the drawing-
room doorway, and stared at the relic.
Harry Marquand and Gregor Latour
lined up behind him. Latour got a
glimpse of himself in the mirror and
his color heightened. He put big, awk-
ward fingers up to straighten his tie.

“What’s all thls writing along the
side of the thing?” Ricki asked.

“Da Vinci's own incomprehensible
notes,” Miss Hess assured him.

Ricki shook his head bewilderedly.
He passed the thing to Harry Mar-
quand who blinked his pocketed eyes at
the strange legacy and then showed it
to Latour. The animal trainer took
his turn of staring at it and handed it
back to Marquand.
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“It is very nice,” Latour said, “but I
don’t know what it is.”

The Green Ghost asked if he might
gee it. Marquand shrugged, handed
the framed sketch to him.

Together the Ghost and Standish
examined the drawing. The great
Leonardo’s idea of an airplane seemed
to be a pair of wings to be strapped
to a man’s shoulders and flapped with
the arms. In all the sketching on the
piece of paper there was no complete
drawing of the machine. It was com-
posed, rather, of numerous detail draw-
ings, the largest of which looked like
the right wing of a bat.

The Ghost handed the thing back to
Ricki who stuck it under his arm,
thanked Miss Hess, and left with his
two friends. Miss Hess asked Standish
if there were any more questions.

“Yes, if you don’t mind,” the com-
missioner said.

The Green Ghost excused himself.

“I think I'll take a walk around the
grounds. Unless you need me, Stan-
dish.”

“Go right ahead,” the commissioner
said. “I'll meet you at the car.”

CHAPTER VIII
The Dummy Talks

ALF an hour went by while the

Ghost wandered over the
grounds, gazing at the strange beasts
of bygone centuries. He was not the
only sightseer; for, as he approached
a small pool beside which was poised
a white statue of some dragonlike fly-
ing reptile, he saw a young man in

horn-rimmed glasses staring at the
monster, his head cocked critically on
one side. He and the Ghost exchanged
greetings.

“Ugly-looking beast, isn’t he?” the
Ghost commented. “Or I should say,
wasn’t he?”

The flying reptile had a short, thick
body, a head that faintly resembled
that of a crocodile, and ribbed, mem-
branous wings that stuck out from its
shoulders.

“Supposed to be a pterodactyl,” the
young man said. “Supposed to be,
that is.”

“What’s the matter with it?” the
Ghost asked.

The young man snorted.

“Fossil skeletons of the pterodactyl
prove the wing was connected between
the body and an enormously developed
fifth digit on the front claws. You can
see that on this statue the wing sprouts
right out of the shoulder and isn’t at-
tached to the digit at all. And I can’t
understand the error. Every other
statue in the place is as nearly accu-
rate as restoration from the skeleton
can make it.”

“We can’t always be right,” the
Ghost said.

“But this error is unpardonable. It’s
glaring. Ruins the worth of the entire
collection. Of course, if one isn’t well
versed in the subject—"

The young man was well versed in
the subject. He turned out to be a
professor of zoology, and he was not
content until he had given the Ghost
a good-sized chunk of his learning.

When the Ghost rejoined the com-
missioner, he learned a startling bit of
news.
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“I pumped Mise Hess dry,” Standish
said. “Even if she didn’t want to, she’d
have to sell the circus to meet Martin
Hess’ debts. The old man mortgaged
everything he owned except the show
itself—mortgaged all his property to
the hilt. The Hess family inherited
nothing but a batch of debts.”

The commissioner chuckled.

“So it could be that Ricki, Marquand,
and Fay McKay came out the big end
of the horn. At least, they can sell that
Leonardo sketch for a couple of grand.”

The Green Ghost remained thought-
fully silent until finally Standish asked
him if his walk around the grounds
had brought any information.

‘Oh, yes, Ned,” the Ghost replied.
“I'm now pretty well versed in the
anatomy of the dinosaur. Did you
know that the wing of the pterodactyl
is spread between the body and its lit-
tle finger—or what would be its little
finger if the little finger was about two
hundred times larger than the other
fingers?”

“What in all creation is a pterodac-
tyl?”

The Ghost laughed.

“As I understand it, the critter was
the last thing you'd want to meet if you
happened to be a caveman.”

HAT afternoon, the Green Ghost

went to a public library where he
obtained a book on the life of Leonardo
Da Vinci, illustrated with the repro-
ductions from his sketchbook. In it he
found a copy of the identical sketch
which Ricka, Marquand, and Fay Mec-
Kay had inherited from Martin Hess.
He borrowed the book, took it to a
famous New York art dealer.

From the art dealer, he learned that
the top price a collector would pay for
such a piece was about five thousand
dollars.

“Two thousand or five thousand,”
the Ghost thought, “it's still a darned
funny legacy to leave to three circus
performers. It certainly hasn't any
sentimental value to them, either.”

At a previously appointed time, he
telephoned a hotel at Fulton Heights
and got in touch with Glenn Saunders.
Saunders, Merry White, Joe Harper,
and Tiny Tim had kept close to the
circus night and day in hope of picking

up some sort of lead.

“Captain Bushman has been making
a little progress,” Saunders reported.
“Whether it’s in the right direction or
not, I don't know. Anyway, his cops
found the bullet which had pierced that
extra mirror in the room beneath the
purple tent where the Hess killing took
place.”

“That's the bullet which Fay McKay
fired at the reflection of Tanko,” the
Green Ghost asserted.

“Well, anyway, it didn't come from
the murder weapon — the revolver
which Bushman found in Fay’s dress-
ing-room tent. Bushman now has the
idea that Tanko is the murderer. He's
not taking Tanko into Headquarters
however. Tanko’s still at the show,
but he’s being watched by plainclothes
men.”

*“Bushman’s working under the the-
ory that if he gives Tanko enough rope
he’ll hang himself,” the Ghost said.
“You might try to get Bushman to see
that there was only one shot fired at
the time of the killing—the shot fired
by Fay McKay at the reflection of
Tanko.”

“Then the killer must have shot
Martin Hess sometime before Hess
made his sudden appearance in the
goldfish bowl,” Glenn said.

“Exactly. The killer was holding the
body upright back in the dark some-
where. When Fay McKay shot at
Tanko’s reflection, the killer pushed
Hess' body forward, let it fall in that
chalked circle, so that it appeared to the
audience above as though Fay had shot
Hess. Therefore, Tanko might be an
accomplice of the killer, but 1t appears
as though his only reason for being in
that room was to scare Fay into shoot-
ing at him—or rather at his reflection.”

“I'm doing what I can to make Bush-
man see things your way,” Saunders
said, “‘and also I'm trying to be a good
alibi for you.”

At nine o’clock, just as the show un-
der the big-top was well underway, the
Ghost put in a surprise appearance in
front of the tent of the freak show. He
was dressed in the same black suit
which traditionally identified him, and
his makeup was the same ghostly face
he had employed the night before. But
as he slipped under a flap of the freak



THE CASE OF THE MURDEROUS MERMAID 39

show tent, the Ghost was “turned off,”
as he expressed it.

W'ITH the exception of Tanko, the
freaks had all gathered at one

end of the long tent. The fat lady the
dog-faced boy, the India-rubber man,
the fire-eater, the human pincushion—-
all had congregated, waiting for the
crowd to get out of the main show. A
side-show performer didn’t have much
time off, what with two appearances
before and after each show under the
big-top.

Tanko was sitting on a box at the
opposite end of the tent; sitting there
in comparative darkness, his ugly head
buried in his hands. The Ghost ap-
proached quietly, stood directly in front
of the Ape-Man.

As the Ape-Man raised his head, the
Ghost’s lips pulled back from those yel-
low shell teeth, his facial muscles froze.
That pale aura of greenish illumination
spread upward, highlighting the sharp
cheek-bones.

The effect on Tanko was nothing
short of miraculous. He sprang to his
feet, and wonder of wonders, he spoke.
He said that he would be blessed—in
reverse. He even went so far as to say
how he would be blessed.

And before he could recall the star-
tled oaths that had given him away,
both he and the Ghost were surrounded
by the freaks from the other end of the
tent. And from somewhere appeared a
policeman—one of those officers who
had witnessed the Ghost's vanishment
of Fay McKay on the night before.

As soon as Tanko had spoken, the
Ghost switched off the green light that
illuminated his face and allowed his
facial muscles to relax. But that was
not enough to prevent the bluecoat
from recognizing him,

“It’s the shenanigan man!” he ex-
ploded triumphantly, laying hands on
the Ghost.

“Here, you don't want me,” the
Ghost said. “You want him.” He
pointed to Tanko. *“He talked. Didn't
you hear him?"”

“He talked, all right,” said the India-
rubber man. “We all heard him. He
cussed.”

Tanko was showing signs of wanting

Tiny Tim

to leave for parts unknown. The officer
punched him one in the jaw which sat
him down upon the box, then blew a
blast on his whistle which immediately
brought in Captain Bushman and a pair
of detectives. Tanko was hopelessly
cornered. The Ghost, too, was cor-
nered—but not hopelessly.

“Okay, you freaks,” Bushman said,
“get on down to the other end of the
tent.”

One of the policemen herded the ex-
cited crowd of human oddities to the
end of the tent, and Bushman turned
his hard eyes on the Ghost.

“Who are you?” he demanded.

“I'm a doctor,” the Ghost said inso-
lently. “I go around making dumb
people talk. I'm wonderful.”

“I'll tell you who he is,” said the
bluecoat who had first entered the tent.
“He’s the man who sneaked the McKay
woman out from under my nose last
night.”

“Hold him!” Bushman ordered. “Bet-
ter handcuff him, if he’s that slick.”

HANDCUFFS that meant practi-
cally nothing to the Green Ghost
were clamped on the magician-detec-
tive’s right wrist, linking him to the
policeman. And Bushman turned his
attention to Tanko.
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“You're going to talk and talk fast.
Up to now you’ve had it easy, see, be-
cause we though you were a dummy.
We haven't tried anything to make you
talk, see?”

Tanko didn’t say anything. Neither
did he attempt to write on his pad. He
simply sat there, head bowed on his
hairy chest, his tiny eyes glowering at
them. Bushman hit him alongside the
mouth, but the ex-wrestler could take
all that and more.

“I'll bet he’ll say ‘ouch! when he sits
down in the electric chair,” the Ghost
said. “And he’ll fry all right. He
killed Hess and you can prove it.”

Fear brightened Tanko’s piggy eyes.

“I did like sin!” he said. “Conrad
killed Hess. He killed him back of the
shooting gallery so nobody heard the
shot. I don’t know a blamed thing
about how he got the body into that
room below the purple tent. All Con-
rad told me to do was get down in that
room and put the scare into Fay Mc-
Kay.”

Tanko was talking—talking fast and
desperately.

“That’s the straight of it. Hess found
out some of us who were pushing the
queer out of the circus. The same with
Jerry Haines—he figured where Con-
rad stashed the phony dough. Now
you flatfeet get me out of here in a
hurry before Conrad finds out I've
talked.”

“Who's Conrad?”
manded.

Tanko moistened thick lips.

“You'll find out. I'm not even sure I
know. Just get me out of here. Take
me to a nice tight jailhouse!”

Three reports, so close together that
they constituted one continuous roar,
sounded just outside the tent. Tanko
sat bolt upright, mouth open, eyes star-
ing. He pitched forward to the earth.
Three slugs had drilled the canvas be-
hind him and plumped into Tanko’s
back. He must have been dead before
he hit the ground.

The policeman who had been linked
to the magician-detective suddenly
found himself dangling an empty cuff.
The Green Ghost sprang to the tent
wall. His knife was a bolt of lightning
that ripped a six-foot slit through the

the Ghost de-

tent wall. He stepped through the can-
vas, sighted the dim figure of a man
sprinting through the gloom.

Police burst out of the tent like peas
from a pod. The Green Ghost pointed
to the flying figure of the killer who at
that moment raced out of sight around
the end of one of the sideshow tents.

“Scatter, men!” Bushman roared.
“Get that guy or I'll nail your hides to
my wall!”

He wheeled on the Green Ghost.

“And I want you, Mister. You've got
a few questions to answer.”

“I don’t know any answers,” the
Ghost said. “I've never rated so much
as a package of cigarettes on a radio
quiz.”

And then he landed a blow to the
point of Bushman's chin which carried
the police captain back through the
hole in the freak tent. And by the time
Bushman got over that, the Green
Ghost had vanished.

Leaving the circus grounds in a
hurry, the Ghost passed Joe Harper
who was reaping a harvest at his pitch-
man pen racket. He dropped a tiny
slip of paper on the tray which held
Harper’s wares. On it was written a
brief message:

Follow Me to Rectory

If the police had been on Joe Harp-
er’s trail he could not have closed shop
more rapidly.

t—

CHAPTER IX

Treasure

—— —

East Fifty-fifth Street in Man-

hattan was a square brick house

that crouched in the shadow of an old

church. At one time the house had

been a rectory attached to the church
that was its neighbor.

But tragic death had come to two
successive ministers who had lived
there, and the place had been aban-
doned, its windows boarded. It was
said that the moldering walls included
within their boundary a chorus of old
ghosts who could be heard howling
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down the chimneys on windy nights.

Few knew that the present owner of
the haunted rectory was George
Chance. It was in the basement of this
pile of crumbling brick and mortar that
the Green Ghost made his headquar-
ters. It was a surprisingly comfortable
apartment which often had to serve as
home when the famous magician de-
serted his real identity to become the
Green Ghost.

And it was here that he and his aides
met for consultation.

When Joe Harper and the Ghost ar-
rived at the rectory that night, they
found Tiny Tim Terry and Merry
White awaiting them. Glenn Saunders
was still at the circus, doubling for
George Chance.

“I'll tell you, George,” Tiny Tim said
soberly, “this investigation at the cir-
cus is getting me down.”

“Yes, isn’t it, Tim?” Merry said, her
green eyes bubbling with laughter.
“There’'s a midget widow there who
has designs on you. Must be your

money.”

The little man glared fiercely at
Merry.

“All right. Have your little joke, my

good woman! How would you like to
be hauled out into the middle of a cir-
cus ring to be made a fool of?”

“Stop bickering, you two,” the Ghost
said. “Our best lead to Conrad’s iden-
tity just went the way of all leads.
Tanko was shot tonight, and just after
I'd scared him into talking.”

“The further you go in this investiga-
tion the closer you get to a nice hard
slab in the morgue, looks like to me,”
Merry said. ‘‘Nobody’s happy but Joe.
He’s been pulling in the suckers and
nice hard money, too.”

Joe Harper dropped into a chair and
cocked his heels on the top of a coffee
table. His cigarette drooped deject-
edly.

“Okay, Babe,” Joec said.
dogs are killing me.”

‘““Just where are we getting with this
thing, George?” Tiny Tim asked, put-
ting a match to a fresh cigar.

“Well,” the Ghost said, “we’ve got
Fay McKay in the clear. She phoned
me last night that she was holed-up at
a hotel here in town. Just before Tanko

“But my

died, he put the blame for the Hess
killing on Conrad.

“So another innocent gal is saved
from the clutches of the law,” Joe
Harper said sarcastically. ‘“Question
is, how we going to find Conrad before
he finds us—with a bullet.”

The Ghost looked at Merry.

“What about those last words of
Jerry Haines, before we go any further?
Haines was a government agent out
after thie counterfeit mob. He died be-
cause he knew too much. Therefore,
we might suppose that his last words
were pretty important.”

“He said something about a girl
named Madge,” Merry said, wide-eyed.
“He said Madge was funny. He could
have been talking about his wife or girl
friend—"

Joe Harper snorted.

“That’s g screwy conclusion. A man
about to kick off wouldn’t make a crack
like that about his wife.”

“How would you know?” Merry re-
torted. “You never had a wife, and you
never kicked off.”

HE Ghost went over to the studio
couch and sat down beside Merry.
He took the girl’s slim, pretty hand.
“Now listen, dear, I want you to
think hard and recall Haines’ exact
words. Did he just lie there on the
ground and with his last breath say,
‘Madge is funny!'?”
Merry shook her head vigorously.
“He was dying,” she said. *’Course
he didn’t say it that way. I just caught
the words ‘funny’ and the name
‘Madge.’” He was gasping, and it was
all awfully horrible.”
The Ghost frowned, shook his head.
“Still no sense to a remark like that.
Let’s leave it for now. Commissioner
Standish discovered thia morning that
the Hess family is broke. It seems
Martin Hess mortgaged evcrything he
owned except the circus, and his sister
will have to sell the show to pay off the
debts. She’d have sold it, anyway, I
suppose. The funny part is that no-
body seems to understand why Hess
would do a trick like that. What did
he do with the money he borrowed?”
Nobody had an answer for that one.
The Ghost told them of the Leonardo
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Commiesioner Standish

sketch which Hess had willed to Fay
McKay, Ricki, and Harry Marquand.

“Anybody see anything remarkable
about that?”

“Sure,” Tim said. “Hess figured that
Ricki, Fay, and Marquand could sell
the Leonardo and that way get enough
money to buy the circus from Margaret
Hess. That would not only be nice for
Hess’ three friends, but it would keep
the Hess show going.”

“Not on five thousand dollars,” the
Ghost said. “That’s top price for this
Leonardo sketch. But that does give
us a hint of what might have been in
Hess’ mind, Tim. Suppose the Leon-
ardo sketch was a clue to the hiding
place of the money Hess had borrowed.
That money, in the hands of Ricki,
Marquand, and Fay McKay, could be
used to buy the circus and keep it go-
ing, as you suggested.”

“But golly, darlin’,” Merry protested,
“why not just leave the money to Ricki
and company? Why go through all
that mystery of hiding the money and
leaving a puzzle to work out? It's silly.
Martin Hess knew that his sister would
sell the circus, anyway—"

“Silly?” Joe Harper scoffed. “Then
you don’'t know the courts and the
shysters and people like Margaret Hess

as well as I do. It's just plain sense.
It's the only possible way in which
Martin Hess could have willed his
money to the people he wanted it to go
to. And at the same time, he could go
to his grave feeling that the Hess show
would go on.”

“Joe means,” the Ghost interpreted,
“that if Martin Hess had willed all that
money to Ricki, Fay, and Marquand,
Margaret Hess could take the will into
court and have a swell chance of break-
ing it and taking the money for herself.
I think we've got something there.
Especially, when you stop to consider
that a statue of a pterodactyl on the
Hess estate is zoologically an error.”

The Ghost's three aides exchanged
glances.

“Do you feel all right?” Joe asked.

The Ghost smiled thinly.

“Perfectly all right, my friend. And
I've got an idea that maybe you and I
ought to go out on Long Island and dig
for treasure.”

ERRY WHITE suddenly leaned

tforward and rocked her pretty

head in her hands. Joe Harper turned
his black-beetled eyes on the girl.

“Has everybody gone nutty? The
Ghost starts talking Greek and Merry
has a fit. If this is a game, let Tim and
me play too.”

“Darlin’, darlin’!” Merry groaned.
“You've got a dope for a girl friend. A
perfect dim-wit dope.”

“At last you’ve found that out, have
you?” Tiny Tim said.

Merry ignored the little man’s thrust.
She sprang to her feet and faced the
magician-detective.

“He didn’t say ‘funny’. He said
‘queer’. And ‘queer’ is slanguage for
counterfeit money, which makes every-
thing perfectly all right. You associate
counterfeit money with a T-man like
this Jerry Haines. That’s what Haines
meant when he gasped out those two
words. He meant either that some-
body named Madge has the counterfeit
money, or maybe knows where it is.”

“You're sure of this, Merry? You're
certain that Jerry Haines said ‘queer’
and not ‘funny’?”

“Sure and certain, and cross my
heart.”
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“Good!”

The Ghost stood up and began pac-
ing the floor, rubbing his palms to-
gether. Finally, his mind made up, he
turned to Merry.

“You and Tim get back to the circus.
Merry, you can dnive to Fulton Heights
and get there before the show closes.
Try and find out who Madge is. Joe
and I will swing over to Long Island
and see if my hunch about where the
Hess money went is any good.”

Five minutes later, the haunted rec-
tory was haunted only by the phantoms
of the past. The Ghost of the present
was on his way to the Hess estate, ac-
companied by Joe Harper.

“It’s like this, Joe,” the Ghost ex-
plained as they neared the Hess place.
“Martin Hess willed this Leonardo
sketch to Ricki, Fay, and Marquand.
The sketch is a detail drawing of a fly-
ing machine invented by Leonardo.
The wing mechanism and the wing it-
self is modeled after that of a bird, or
maybe a bat.”

“So what?” Joe said.

“So, throughout the Hess estate are
lifesize statues of prehistoric animals.
These statues are accurate reconstruc-
tions, with one exception. The statue of
the flying reptile known as the ptero-
dactyl isn't a reconstruction from the
actual skeleton of the extinct creature.
The wing of Hess' pterodactyl is copied
after the wing of Leonardo’s flying ma-
chine as pictured in the sketch be-
queathed to Ricki, Marquand, and Fay
McKay.”

*“And you think the Hess fortune was
hidden somewhere around this flying
whozis,” Harper said. “You think
Hess fixed it that way so that his pals
of the circus could get the dough, save
the circus, and so his relatives would
inherit nothing but debts.”

“Sounds reasonable, doesn’t it?”

“Sure,” Joe Harper agreed. “There's
only one thing that worries me. When
you came out of the rectory, you were
carrying a trench shovel with you. I
never was designed for a shovel artist.”

“Not even if there’s a fortune at the
bottom of the hole?” the Ghost laughed.

Harper snorted. \

“A fortune belonging to somebody
else? Not interested.”

OGETHER, they climbed the

fence that enclosed the Hess estate.
In moonlight and shadows, the strange
beasts of the garden of the past became
fearsome things.

“Gives you the heeby-jeebys,” Har-
per whispered, as he stared upward at
the gaping jaws of some fierce dino-
saur. “Whole place is like a grave-
yard, sort of. Only somebody ought
to bury these monsters.”

“A good job for you,” the Ghost said.
“You like to dig so well.”

Reaching the pool beside which stood
the pterodactyl, the Ghost stepped be-
neath the reptile’s wide-spread right
wing. He took a flashlight from his
gockct and cautiously directed the tiny

eam toward the earth.

The sod had been newly cut and re-
placed. There was a sprinkling of damp
earth on the blades of long grass.

“Looks as though somebody’s been
doing some digging here pretty re-
cently,” the Ghost commented.

He took his little shovel, lifted the
sod and began digging away the soft
earth beneath. Harper, in spite of his
dislike for digging, took his turn.
Forty-five minutes later, they uncov-
ered a steel box. One of the Ghost’s
pick-locks opened the lid.

“Dough!” Joe Harper gasped as the
lid was thrown back. “I never saw
so much lettuce in my life. Must be a
million bucks!”

He got down on his belly beside the
hole, began taking out packets of new
bills. The Ghost crouched beside him,
turning his flashlight on the money as
his assistant scooped it out.

“How about a ten per cent cut on
this stuff for you and I, huh?” Harper
demanded. “After all, that’s no more
than a collecting agency ought to have,
and we're collecting this stuff for Hess’
circus pals, aren’t we?”

“Sure,” the Ghost said quietly. “Sure,
I guess you can have ten per cent. Of
course, you'd go to jail if you spent any
of it. Maybe the owners would be glad
to let you have the whole treasure.”

Harper rolled over on his side, his
hard black eyes searching the Ghost's
face.

“You mean it’s phony?”

The Ghost turned his flashlight beam
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into the strong-box. The ray glinted
on several plates of bright metal rest-
ing up against the side of the box.

“The plates for printing this junk,
Joe. It’s counterfeit, all right. A mil-
lion bucks worth of nothing!”

“Well, I'll be blowed!” Harper ex-
ploded. “What's the next move—bury
this stuff again?”

“I think it’s been buried enough,”
the Ghost said. There was a grim look
in his eyes. “This Conrad has blocked
us at every turn, and we still don’t
know a thing about him except that he
works out of the circus. Our best bet
is to head back to Fulton Heights.
This is the last night the show camps
there. They knock down after the show
tomorrow night.”

“It’ll be after midnight before we get
there,” Joe said.

“That won't make any difference.
Maybe Conrad talks in his sleep!”

CHAPTER X
After Midnight
OE HARPER and the Green

Ghost burned up the highway to
Fulton Heights, while Merry and Tim
hunted the circus for the person named
Madge to whom the dying Jerry
Halnes had referred, and Glenn Saun-
ders was unwittingly digging himself
in behind the eight ball.

George Chance’s double had re-
mained on the circus grounds day and
night as a special guest of Ricki the
clown. While George Chance had
known Ricki for years, Glenn Saunders
had known Ricki for only a little more
than forty-eight hours.

Ricki seemed to be in a reminiscent
mood that night. After the show was
over, he got Glenn Saunders to go with
him into the “backyard” where the big
trucks and vans, that carried the circus
on tour, were parked.

“Times sure have changed, since you
and I were together, huh, George?”
Ricki said.

There was nothing for Saunders to
do but agree. One thing led to an-
other, with Ricki talking about circus
people Glenn Saunders knew nothing

about the Ghost’s double trying to
make appropriate answers.

“You take that man Willy Scales,
for instance,” Ricki said. ‘“He was just
real careless around the animals. You
remember Willy, don’t you?”

Saunders thought a moment, won-
dering whether he really ought to re-
member this Willy Scales or not. He
had never heard the name before.

“Yes, I think I do,” he replied.

“Sure you do,” Ricki said.
saved his life once, remember?”

Saunders forced a laugh.

“Oh, sure. Funny how even a thing
like that will slip your mind.”

“Yeah. Willy had been fooling
around the monkey cage, remember?
And then he went right from there
over to clean out the cage of one of the
big cats. You know how a cat hates
monkey scent. Why, if you hadn’t
been handy, that big she-lion would
have ripped Willy to pieces. But there
you were, just a young punk, but brave
as brass.”

Glenn Saunders didn’t say anything.
Ricki’s pale eyes were watching him
closely.

“Remember that?” Ricki asked.

“Sure,” Saunders replied.

The clown laughed bitterly.

“Yes, you do! Because it wasn’t
Willy Scales and it wasn’t a she-lion,
and you're not George Chance. You're
an impostor. And come to think of it,
ever since you been hanging around
here, we've had trouble from murder
on!”

“Now wait a minute, Ricki!”

“Don’t you try backing out of it, Mr,
Fake. I'm going to set the cops on
you!”

Saunders was already on the move.
Ricki lunged at him, tripped, fell flat
on hig face. Saunders sprinted around
behind the huge van, ran head-on into
somebody crouched there in the gloom.
A hand caught him by the throat. A
gun jammed into his belly.

“Okay, Green Ghost,” a husky voice
warned him, “be nice or get it in the
belly !”

“You

% & Xk * Xk

S SOON as he had reached the
circus grounds, the Ghost headed
straight for the managerie tent. He
recalled that when Tiny Tim had been
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following Jerry Haines, just before the
latter had been shot, the T-man had
been prowling around the animals in
the tent,

There were still lights in the animal
show and considerable activity about
the tent, though the customers had all
left the circus grounds. The keepers
of the beasts were bedding them down
for the night. None of the men saw
the Ghost enter, and it was not until
he stopped in front of a cage contain-
ing a particularly beautiful leopardess
that anyone paid any attention to him.

“What you doing in here, Mister?”
one of the keepers demanded. “The
show’s been closed over an hour. We
don’t allow no loafers around here.”

The Ghost pulled a badge from his
pocket and flashed it. It was the badge
he used to impersonate Sergeant Ham-
me] of the New York Police. He gave
the keeper no time to examine the
shield closely.

“Police business,” he said. “First
time I ever saw a circus go to bed, and
I've got plenty of time to kill.”

“Well,” the keeper said, “don’t go
fooling around Madge or there’ll be
something killed besides time. We
don’t want any dead coppers around
here.”

“Who's Madge?” the Ghost asked,
trying not to sound particularly con-
cerned.

“That spotted baby,” said the keeper,
indicating the leopard. “Meanest cat
in the lot. Latour won’t take her in
the ring, any more.”

So the meanest cat in the show was
named Madge. Had Jerry Haines re-
ferred to the big leopardess in his last
words?

The Ghost said good night to the
keeper, turned and left the tent. He
went immediately in search of Gregor
Latour.

The famous animal trainer had a
small wall tent all of his own. A glit-
tering sign bearing his name was hung
over the door. A light was burning
inside the tent. The Ghost stepped
through the opening, saw that the
place was deserted. He was about to
leave, but on second thought, he
dropped the tent flap and crossed to
Latour’s cot.

He searched the bed clothing care-

fully, turned to the battered metal suit-
cases that were at the end of the cot.
He opened the top case, searched the
clothing it contained. There was a
compartment for toilet articles in the
top of the case. He opened this, saw
tooth brush, paste, a cake of soap, and
nothing else.

He opened the second suitcase to
disclose a pair of riding boots, a whip,
and some publicity pictures of Latour
and his animals. He returned both
suitcases to their former position.
There was nothing else in the room
that could have contained anything
incriminating.

A bit later, crossing the “backyard”
where the big vans were parked, he
ran into Joe Harper who drew him into
the shadow of one of the trucks.

“You've talked to Merry and Tim?”
Harper whispered breathlessly.

“No, but I've had a look at the mys-
terious Madge.”

“That can wait. Something’s hap-
pened to Glenn Saunders. Tim saw
four men taking Glenn into the big
kitchen van, and they weren't plaming
any pink tea. Tim heard one of the
men call Glenn ‘Green Ghost.” Some-
thing’s gone haywire.”

N THE meantime, when Glenn
Saunders found himself sur-
rounded, he put up a brief but stiff fight.
He couldn’t have possibly avoided that
blow he had taken from behind unless
he had had eyes in the back of his head.
When he came to, he found himself
lying on the floor of the rolling kitchen
of the circus. His wrists and ankles
had been securely bound. Four men
were sitting around one of the work
tables.

One of these men wore a triangle of
white handkerchief around the lower
part of his face. The others were sim-
ply circus hangers-on of the type that
follows a show, working only when
there weren’t pockets to pick. They
were tough-looking eggs, all of them,
and Saunders didn’t see anything par-
ticularly rosy about his future.

“What do we do with Mr. Ghost
when he comes out of his trance?” one
of the toughs asked the masked man.

“Work on him,” came the muffled
voice from behind the handkerchief.
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“So far, we've kept ourselves pretty
well covered by getting rid of Hess,
that T-man, and old Tanko. But we
got to find out what the Ghost knows
to see whether we can stick with the
show or take it on the lam.”

One of the toughs got a can of water
out of the cooler, went over to Glenn
Saunders, threw the water in the
double’s face. Saunders held his
breath, kept his eyes closed. The
longer he could feign unconsciousness
the better off he was going to be.

“Never knew a guy to sleep 8o long,”
the tough chuckled.

“When I sock ’em, they stay socked,”
said another.

“We'd be doin’ ourselves and a lot of
other gents a big favor if we just stuck
a knife in him,” the third said.

“That can come later,” the man in
the mask told them. “First, we’ve got
to find out just where we stand.”

So Saunders lay still and shivered
inwardly. Ten slow minutes passed,
and then he heard voices outside the
kitchen van—loud, happy Negro
voices. Saunders’ heart sank. At first
he had supposed that help was coming.
But what could a couple of Negroes do
for him?

The two Negroes had evidently
seated themselves on the ground just
outside the van. Every word that they
said came distinctly to Saunders’ ears.
And as he listened closely, his heart
began to beat more rapidly.

“Guess I could eat myself a piece of
lunch,” one voice said. “How ’bout
you? We's mighty handy to de
kitchen.”

“Not me, no suh!” the other said.
“Las’ time I sneaked eatments out
there I got caught.”

“Suppose I does de sneakin’ and
meets you round behind de big tent.”

The man in the mask jerked his head
toward Glenn Saunders.

“Better hide him. Soon as we’re rid
of those fellows, maybe we can get to
work.”

Two of the toughs got up from the
table, went over to Saunders and
picked him up. There was a pantry at
the front end of the big van. Glenn
Saunders was carried into the pantry
and the door closed. The toughs re-
turned to the table.

Outside the van, the two Negroes
were still talking. For ten minutes or
more they kept up a conversation in
loud voices. And then one of the men
outside the van turned to his leader.

“They going to keep that up all
night, Conrad?”

“Go see if you can get rid of them,”
the man in the mask said. “If food will
do it, have them come in and help
themselves.”

E man got up, went to the door

at the back of the van and opened

it. One of the Negroes, a tall, thin man

as black as the ace of spades was just

outside the door, apparently on the
verge of coming in.

“Okay, Sam,” the tough said. “Come
on in and get your meat hooks on
whatever you want. And then get out
of here.”

“Yas, suh,” the Negro said, entering
the van. “What all you gen’mens do-
ing here?”

The man in the mask had turned his
back to the door so that the handker-
chief that hid his face could not be
seen.

“Same thing you are, Sam—getting
a bite to eat,” the tough who had ad-
mitted the Negro replied.

The Negro looked around at the four
men and then started for the pantry.

“What I wants is back heah, I
reckons.”

And he reached out for the latch on
the pantry door.

Suddenly, the man who had been ad-
dressed as Conrad wheeled, lashed out
at the Negro with his right fist. The
blow landed and the black man hit the
floor, rolled, didn't stop until he had
hit a flour barrel. Then he lay there,
perfectly still, his eyes closed.

“All right,” Conrad whispered.
“Take a look outside and see if the
other one is around.”

One of his men obeyed, reported that
the coast was clear,

“Now get Mr. Green Ghost out of
the pantry and let's get to work on
him,” Conrad directed.

Two men went to the pantry for
Glenn Saunders. When they opened
the door, one of them uttered a sur-
prised oath.

“Conrad! Take a look at thig!”
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Conrad and the other man hurried
back to the pantry, and the four men
stared through the open door. There
on the floor, neatly roped, was the same
thin Negro Conrad had just knocked
out!

Conrad wheeled around, stared to-
ward the flour barrel where he had last
seen the man who now appeared to be
in the pantry in place of Glenn Saun-
ders. There, standing beside the flour
barrel, a black automatic in his -hand,
was the Green Ghost, skull teeth grin-
ning, that strange green light illum-
inating his face.

“I believe this spells ‘finis’ for you
and your gang, Conrad,” the Green
Ghost said quietly. “Or would you like
it better if I called you Gregor La-
tour?”

Conrad’s right hand stabbed for the
gun that lumped in his trouser pocket.
The automatic in the Green Ghost's
hand barked once. Conrad’s legs melted
out from under him and he hit the floor
of the van, his hands gripping at the
right side of his chest.

The Ghost, who had never considered
himself much of a shot, was surprised.

CHAPTER XI
The Show Goes On

e

HANCE set aside the following

evening to give a dinner party in
his brownstone house on East Fifty-
fourth Street. Merry White, who was
to act as hostess, arrived early.

Of course, Joe Harper was there;
Chance had never been able to shake
that Broadway bum out of his guest
room. Chance was expecting Tiny Tim
Terry, of course, and also Harry Mar-

uand, Fay McKay, and Ricki. The
three members of the Hess circus had
deserted the show for tonight—the last
performance in Fulton Heights.

“You know there’s a lot about this
case you haven’t told me, darlin’,”
Merry said.

She and George Chance and Joe
Harper were sitting in the living room
enjoying a cocktail of Harper's own
mixing.

“Even I don’t get it how you knew
Conrad was Gregor Latour,” Harper
said.

“I didn’t know until I searched La-
tour’s tent last night,” Chance said. “I
was looking for the Hess money among
Latour’s belongings. I didn’t find that.
I didn’t find anything incriminating.
In fact, it was what I didn't find that
told me that Latour was Conrad.”

“Greek again!” Joe Harper said.

“Not Greek at all. You remember
that Conrad had been cornered by the
cops five years ago. And his hide-out
was burned down to the ground. It
wasn’t known for sure whether Conrad
died in the flames. But it was pretty
certain that he had been severely
burned. As a matter of fact, he was so
seriously burned about the head and
face that he resorted to plastic surgery
to give him an entirely new face. He
was burned so badly that the hair folli-
cles on face and head were destroyed.
There’s nothing uncommon about that.

“Knowing that ahead of time, when I
discovered something missing from La-
tour's toilet accessories, I knew that
Latour was Conrad. You see, he had
nothing but tooth paste, tooth brush,
and soap in his toilet case. No razor,
no shaving brush—nothing that goes
with the manly art of shaving. He
didn’t shave, and yet his face and head
were hairless. Except, of course, for
those mahogany-colored eyebrows of
his. The eyebrows were false.”

“Yeah,” Harper said, “but why look
in Latour’s tent for the Hess money?”

“Because when Miss Margaret Hess
handed that original Da Vinci sketch to
Ricki who in turn passed it to Mar-
quand and Latour, Latour was stand-
ing in front of a mirror in the Hess
drawing-room. It had occurred to me
that if Hess intended the Da Vinci to
be a clue to where he had hidden the
money he wanted to go to his friends
in the circus, Hess certainly would have
had some instructions for his friends to
follow. The artist Da Vinci had scrib-
bled a lot of notes along the margin of
the paper—notes which it is said no-
body can read. Somewhere in those
notes would have been the ideal place
for Hess to include his instructions.

“The instructions were there, all
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right, but in what is known as ‘looking-
glass’ writing. I borrowed the sketch
from Ricki last night and checked on
that. If you held the sketch in front
of a mirror, the instructions for digging
beneath the wing of the pterodactyl
could be clearly made out.

“Da Vinci's writing was still inde-
cipherable. Latour simply happened to
be looking into the mirror when he was
holding the sketch in his hand. He
knew about the buried fortune before
anybody else did.”

E paused a moment, nodding

soberly.

“What Latour did was, first take the
counterfeit money and the engraved
plates from where he had them stashed
at the circus,” he said then. ‘“Then he
went to the Hess estate, dug up the
treasure, substituted the counterfeit
money and the plates. Maybe he
thought that Ricki and the others
would eventually figure out the riddle,
dig under the wing of the pterodactyl,
and find the queer money. Either they
would recognize it as counterfeit or
they would try to spend it.

“Either way, Latour had washed his
hands of the phony money. He didn’t
need it, after all, because he now had
three million dollars in real money.”

“But where did he hide the Hess for-
tune?”’ Merry asked.

“Under the floor of the cage of
Madge the ferocious leopardess,”
Chance said. “That was the same place
where he had hidden the counterfeit
money. And just about as safe as a
bank, when you consider Madge’s dis-
position.”

“Okay,” Joe Harper said. ‘I guess
we got that. But you're not through
yet. We know what happened inside
the kitchen van at the circus. You've
told us about that. But you didn’t say
how it happened.”

Chance smiled. “It was simple. I
was outside the kitchen van putting on
a ventriloquism act, using two voices
so that I sounded like a couple of
Negroes. By means of the mentalists’
code, which Glenn Saunders and Merry
know just as well as I do, I told Glenn
Saunders I was outside in blackface,
and that I was coming into the van to

help him out. You know how the code
works, Joe—certain key words stand
for certain letters. It's the same code
most of the vaudeville mind-reading
teams use.

“I got into the van and Conrad tried
to knock me out when I started for the
cupboard where Glenn was hidden. I
rode Conrad’s punch, pretended I was
knocked out anyway. While Glenn
was in the cupboard, he wasn’t exactly
idle. Glenn knows every escape trick
that I know, and it wasn’t hard for him
to get out of his ropes.

“What he did was to pull a cork out
of some bottle in the cupboard, burn it
with a match and blacken his face.
Then he lay down on the floor, pulled
up some of the slack in the ropes that
were supposed to have bound him.

“Since Glenn and I have features ex-
actly alike, if we both black our faces
we still look alike. When Conrad’s
men looked into the cupboard they
were stunned by what they saw. I was
lying on the floor next to the flour bar-
rel and their backs were toward me.

“In my pocket I had a skull mask
made out of rubber. It fits completely
over my head for a quick change to the
Ghost’s makeup if I need it. I simply
put the rubber mask over my blackface
get-up, and when Conrad turned
around—there was the Green Ghost,
waiting for him.”

“Must have been quite a shock con-
sidering Conrad thought that Glenn
was the Ghost,” Merry said.

HANCE nodded.

“Conrad must have overheard
that conversation between Ricki and
Glenn where Ricki accused Glenn of
being an impostor. Conrad knew that
the Green Ghost had been on the circus
grounds and knew that the Green
Ghost is pretty good at making his face
look like that of somebody else.”

“Well,” Joe said, “I wouldn't care to
be in Conrad’s shoes. He'll get the
chair sure. But say—just what did
happen to the Hess money?”

Chance laughed. *Talk on any sub-
ject with Joe and he’ll eventually worm
the conversation around to money.
Why, Joe, I stole the Hess money out
from under Madge’s cage while the
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cops were yanking Conrad and com-
pany off to the jailhouse. I've got the
Hess fortune here, and tonight I am
handing it over to Ricki, Marquand,
and Fay McKay—the rightful owners.
They’ll use it to bid in the Hess circus

when it goes to the block.”

“Then the show goes on!” Merry
said triumphantly.

“In spite of a snobbish lady named
Margaret Hess,” Chance said, “the
show goes on.”
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AMATEUR DEATH

By LANSING STEBBINS

State Police Sergeant Bill Russell Bares the Truth of an
“Accident” That Turns Out to Be a Well-Planned Murder

HE Amateur Movie Club of
I Lakeville met once in a week in
the big renovated barn on Don
Bosworth’s suburban estate. Tonight,
they were shooting the final scenes of
Don’s own masterpiece of the cinematic
art, “The Kidnaped Bride.” Don him-
self was acting as director and operator
of the expensive and well-gadgeted
Bolex.
“All right, gang!” he called. “We're
ready to shoot the big climax scene.

50

The heroine is supposed to be gagged
with adhesive tape and tied securely.
The brutal kidnapers are to take pic-
tures of her in that condition—pictures
they hope will force her grieving par-
ents and distracted fiancé to kick
through with the ransom. Let's get
at it.”

Laughing and joking, the club mem-
bers gathered around pretty Marcia
Bosworth, Don’s red-haired young
wife, who was the heroine of “The
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Kidnaped Bride.” Rope was wound

around her slender body, fastening her

arms at her sides. A loop of rope cir-

cled her smooth throat. Don himself

]s‘tuck a plece of tape over her soft red
ps.

“Stand her up against the wall,” he
ordered, “and fasten the end of the
rope around her neck to that ring in the
wall.”

Still laughing, the members finished
setting the astage. Marcia submitted
willingly, her blue eyes sparkling with
laughter,

The whole script of “The Kidnaped
Bride” was absurd—but it was meant
to be.

“An old-fashioned melodrama in
modern dress,” Don Bosworth had de-
scribed it.

The club members had entered into
the spirit of the thing with a will,
deliberately burlesquing the exagger-
ated situations and plot. It ought to
get howls, they thought, when it was
exhibited at the big country club ball,
that fall.

A still camera was set up on a tripod
in front of the bound girl. Flood and
spotlights were turned on and club
members who were impersonating the
kidnap gang watched with exaggerated
leers while their “leader” took the pic-
tures that were supposed to induce
prompt payment of the ransom.

In the background, other floodlights
blazed on them, while Don Bosworth
recorded the scene on movie film.

“All right,” he yelled. ‘“Cut!”

The lights faded out. A tall good-
looking young man in immaculate eve-
ning clothes stepped forward in re-
sponse to Don’s beckoning gesture.

“It's your turn now, Bob,” said Bos-
worth. “You have trailed one of the
gang to their hide-out, managed to ef-
fect an entrance. After a search, you
find your betrothed tied up and help-
less, fainting with fear and fatigue. At
the moment, none of the gang is pres-
ent. You rush to the girl, cut the rope
that circles her throat and then—" he
laughed—*"then one of the gang enters
through another door and surprises

ou.”

7 Bob Holmes, the “fiancé,” nodded
and smiled. “And then,” he said, “I
whip out my trusty automatic and,

holding the fainting girl in one arm,
fill the evil mug full of lead. That
right? Where do I get the trusty au-
tomatic?”

OSWORTH, a tall, dark-haired,

sallow-faced man, reached into

the pocket of the sports jacket he wore

and pulled out a small .32. He handed
it to Holmes.

“That’s my gun,” he said. “Handle
it gently. It's loaded with dummy bul-
lets. Not blanks, you understand, be-
cause blanks wouldn’t work in an auto-
matic. These are dummies, with wax
bullets in them. But be sure not to
point the gun straight at the camera,
anyway. The wax will melt before
it can do any damage. I made the
dummies, myself.”

It was quite in keeping with Bos-
worth’s character that he should have
rhade his own dummy bullets. He was
known as a “gun crank,” as well as a
sort of amateur scientific and mechan-
ical genlus. He had a well-equipped
laboratory and workshop in the big
house here on his estate and was for-
ever inventing new gadgets and repair-
ing old ones. Before the war, he had
been an active radio amatedr and had
once held a private flyer's license.
Some mysterious physical defect kept
him out of the armed services.

The still camera was moved out of
the way. Bosworth stepped forwarcd
and adjusted the lights to give him the
effect he wanted when he trained the
Bolex on the bound “victim.” Off to
one side was the door through which
her rescuer was to come.

Don Bosworth pointed a spotlight at
it, then stepped back to the movie cam-
era,

“I'll shoot a few feet of you, first,
Marsh,” he said to his wife. “You are
sagging in your bonds with your eyes
closed, lost to all hope of rescue. Then
. .. But wait a minute. You look too—
too unmussed for all you've been
through. Let me fix you up a bit.”

He stepped around the camera and
moved toward his wife. Reaching out,
he rumpled her long-bobbed red hair
and slid a strap of her blue evening
gown down from a white shoulder.
She tried to mumble a protest through
her tape gag, but he merely laughed
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and the other club members joined
him, Then he went back to the
camera.

The floodlights blazed on and the
Bolex began to whirr.

“Now,” Bosworth called after a mo-
ment, “you hear a noise outside the
door. You open your eyes, glance to-
ward it. The door opens.”

It did, and Bob Holmes stood there.
Bosworth resumed his directing.

“Your eyes light with hope, Marsh.
You are saved—saved. Act, dog-gone
it. Act.”

Marcia Bosworth had a good bit
of acting ability, and she went through
the motions of registering joy and hope
as well as she could in her bound and
helpless condition.

Bosworth rapidly panned the Bolex
to show Holmes at the door. Bob
Holmes, too, could act and he went
through the exaggerated business re-
quired by the script, rushing forward
with outstretched arms and a glad cry
sounding from his lips.

At the camera, Don Bosworth
grinned excitedly.

“Fine—fine!” he cried. *“Now catch
her in your arms a second, release her
and get your knife. Cut the rope above
her head. Now, Marsh, you see the
other door opening. You go rigid, then
faint. Fine. Now, Bob, hold her and
turn, drawing your gun. Fine. Fine.
Now—Fire!”

Bob Holmes’ finger tightened on the
trigger. There was a brilliant flash of
fire and a deafening explosion. And
then suddenly he released his hold on
the girl. He staggered blindly. His
knees buckled and he fell to the floor.
Marcia, too, collapsed and lay limp and
motionless beside him.

White-faced, the club members stood
silent for a full minute. Then they all
rushed forward, with Don Bosworth
in the lead. They stopped again as
they reached the two figures on the
floor.

A man cursed suddenly, and one of
the women fainted.

The side of Bob Holmes’ head was
half blown away. He was dead. There
was a jagged, welling wound in Mar-
cia Bosworth’s white throat. The butt,
only, of the gun lay near Holmes’ out-
stretched hand.

The rest had vanished.

“The gun!” Don Bosworth gasped.
“It—it must have exploded! Quick,
someone, run to the house and call the
hospital.”

He dropped to his knees beside his
wife. . . .

ERGEANT BILL RUSSELL of

the State Police reached the Bos-
worth estate a few minutes after the
ambulance. He had been at his bar-
racks when the report had come in
from the hospital. With a trooper at
the wheel, he had sped to the scene in
a white-topped patrol car, even though
the operator at the hospital had assured
him that it was definitely only an acci-
dent.

Accidents had to be investigated,
however, and the estate was two miles
beyond the city limits, which put the
affair definitely within Russ’ jurisdic-
tion.

He found all the members of the
movie club still in the barn. A blanket
had been thrown over Bob Holmes’
body, and two hospital interns were
kneeling beside Marcia Bosworth.
They shrugged their shoulders when
Russ asked if she would live,

“Toss up,” one muttered.

The big sergeant turned to Don Bos-
worth,

“Suppose you tell me what happened
here,” he said. *“What were you doing
with a gun, anyway?”

Briefly, the young man explained
the purpose of the gathering. He out-
lined the absurd pot of *“The Kidnaped
Bride” and explained what had hap-
pened when Holmes had pulled the
trigger.

“But I can’t understand it,” he fin-
ished. “That was my gun, in good
condition as far as I know, although I
haven’t shot it for over a year. I made
the dummy cartridges myself, and put
in a very small powder charge. Just
enough, I thought, to work the mecha-
nism of the automatic. But the gun
blew to pieces—killed Bob—wounded
Marcia. I can’t understand it.”

Sergeant Russell nodded. He picked
up the grip of the gun and pulled out
the magazine clip. A second later, he
pried off the wax bullet of one of the
two remaining cartridges and poured
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the powder it contained into his palm.

“If the one that let go didn’t have
any more powder in it than this,” he
said, “I don’t see why the gun ex-
ploded, either.”

As a matter of routine, he questioned
the other members. Each one’s ver-
sion was subatantially the same as Bos-
worth’s. He had the trooper take their
names and addresses and told them to
go home.

The two white-coated interns stood
up suddenly. They had placed Marcia
Bosworth on a stretcher and were car-
rying her toward the waiting ambu-
lance.

“Needs a transfusion,”
“We'll have to step on it.”

Bill Russell turned to Bosworth,
who stood white-faced and jittery, near
the camera tripod.

“Better go with 'em, Bosworth,” said
the trooper. “I'll see you later—at the
hospital.”

Nodding, Bosworth followed the in-
terns through the door. He averted
his face as he passed Holmes’ blan-
keted form.

For a moment after the others had
left, Sergeant Russell and the trooper
moved around the studio barn, their
eyes taking in every detail.

“What d'you make of it, Sergeant?”
the trooper asked. “Darned funny that
gun blew up like that, don’t you think?”

The big sergeant nodded. *“Darned
funny,” he answered. “So darned
funny that I wonder if maybe—" He
broke off and stood frowning at the
camera, Then: “Wait here, Jones,”
he ordered. “‘I'm going to take a look
at Bosworth'’s laboratory.”

He strode up the drive toward the
main house. Although he had no
definite idea, nothing he could put into
words, he had a strong hunch that the
explosion of that gun was too “funny”
to be an accident. There was some-
thing wrong, somewhere. His hunch
was strong, and Sergeant Bill Russell
had learned that it paid to follow his
hunches.

A white-coated Filipino houseboy
let Russell into the big house and
silently led him to Bosworth’s base-
ment laboratory and work-shop. Russ
stopped on the threshold and whistled
in surprise at what he saw.

one said.

The place had all the equipment of a
first-class college chem lab. Retorts,
bottlea of reagents, racks of test tubes,
and long white-topped tables gleamed
under fluorescent lighting. A door in
the opposite wall led into a work-shop
filled with power-driven lathes, cir-
cular saws and presses. Russ began to
believe the stories he had heard about
Bosworth’s being something of a
genius. A smart workman could ac-
complish a lot with a set-up like this.

HE Filipino faded noiselessly
away, and Russ was alone in the
lab. He started wandering aimlessly
around, his eyes darting keenly over
the mass of equipment. He could not
have told what he expected to find.
He was not sure he expected to find
anything. But his hunch was stronger
than ever now, and it had him worried.
Finally he stood frowning beside a
long white table. Absent-mindedly he
pulled a deck of cigarettes from his
pocket, put one in his mouth, and
struck a paper match. As he blew out
the first puff of blue smoke, he flipped
the match toward a metal waste-bas-
ket at the end of the table.

A second or two later, the thought-
ful look vanished from his gray eyes
and he stepped swiftly toward the bas-
ket. The match had not gone out, and
had started a fire in some discarded
filter paper.

Russ bent over and pulled out a blaz-
ing piece of the absorbent paper. It
was burning freely, not as that sort of
paper should burn, especially when it
was still damp as this was.

He stood staring at the steady green-
tipped flame. Something inflammable,
he realized, had been spilled on that
paper not long ago. His brow fur-
rowed, as his hunch grew stronger.
He dropped the still burning paper and
stepped on it to extinguish the flame,
and as he did so his mind shot back to
his college days—to the hours he had
spent in the chem lab trying to master
the intricacies of formulae, and to a cer-
tain lab demonstration that had scared
him green.

Half an hour later, after a thorough
search of both the laboratory and the
work room, Russ rejoined Trooper
Jones in the barn. The sergeant’s face
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was grim and there was a glint in his
steady gray eyes.

“Let me see the list of people who
were here tonight,” he ordered. *“I
want to ask them a few more ques-
tions.”

Jones produced his note-book and
tore out the page on which he had
jotted down the names. Russ took it
and turned toward the door,

“Wait here for me,” he said. “If Bos-
worth gets back before I do, tell him I
want to see him.”

An hour later, the white-topped
patrol car rolled to a stop in front of
the General Hospital. Sergeant Rus-
sell leaped out and started up the steps.
As he reached the top, the door opened
and Don Bosworth stepped out.

The man’s face was white, haggard,
in the dim light of the entrance. He
saw Russell and stopped, staring.

“How's your wife?” Russ asked.

“They—they think she’ll live,” the
amateur scientist answered dully. “I
just gave her some blood in a transfu-
sion. They say there’s nothing to do
now but wait. I thought I'd get a
taxi and go—"

“I'll take vyou,” snapped Russ.
“There’re a few little things I want to
ask you about, and I can do it on the
way to your place.”

Mumbling his thanks, Bosworth fol-
lowed the trooper down the steps and
climbed into the patrol car. He sat
slumped in the seat, not speaking,
while Russ tooled it down the drive
and headed toward the main part of
town,

“My place is the other way, Ser-
geant,” Don said when they made the
first turn,

“I know it. But I've got to make a
report to the chief of police and I didn't
think you'd mind coming along. It
won'’t take a minute.”

Bosworth sighed and nodded. “All
right,” he said. “I suppose the chief
will want to see me, too.”

“Shouldn’t wonder,” said Russ, and
stepped on the gas.

The chief, a burly, mustached, old-
time cop, was properly sympathetic
toward Bosworth, the town's wealthi-
est citizen, He made his questioning
brief, and listened without comment to
the State Police officer’s report.

“Terrible accident, Mr. Bosworth,”
he said. “I hope—"

“By the way, Chief,” Russ cut in,
“do you happen to have a thirty-two
automatic in the shop? I want to try
out something and my gun’s a thirty-
eight.”

The chief nodded and reached in a
drawer.

He handed over a small, snub-nosed
.32 automatic.

“Took this off a hobo, three weeks
ago,” he said. “He didn't have a li-
cense and we sent him up for—"

“Mind if I fire a dummy cartridge in
here, Chief?” Russ interrupted again,
as he drew out the clip and then pro-
duced a couple of wax-nosed shells
from his pocket. “I found these out at
Mr. Bosworth's place and just want to
see what they’ll do in a gun we know
is all right.”

The chief’'s eyes widened.
no, I guess not, Sarge,” he said.
ahead.”

"Why,
“GO

USS quickly loaded the clip,

shoved it into place, and jacked
one of the shells into the chamber.
Then he swung on Don Bosworth,
handing the gun to him.

“You shoot it, Bosworth,” he said.
“I want to watch what happens.”

Bosworth half reached for the gun,
then swiftly withdrew his hand. His
face was dead white in the yellow glare
of the station lights.

“You—you say you found those
shells at my place?” he asked, his voice
not quite steady.

Russ nodded. “Yeah. In the drawer
of your lab table. You probably had
’em left over after you loaded the gun
you were going to use in that movie.
Go ahead.”

He shoved the gun forward again.
Bosworth drew back. His eyes swiv-
eled wildly, and he moistened his lips
with his tongue.

“No! No!” he mumbled.
You can't make me—"

The State trooper stared at him.
“Not afraid, are you, Bosworth?” he
asked softly. “There isn’t anything
wrong with those shells, is there?”

“No—no, of course not!” Bosworth
cried. “I just don’t want to—"

“I was just wondering”—Bill Rus-

“I won't.
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sell's voice was edged suddenly—*“if
you’d found out that everybody in your
crowd was talking about your wife and
Bob Holmes. It wasn't much of a
secret. Of course, if you had heard
about it, you might have . . . But that’s
foolish, isn't it? Well, if you won’t try
the gun, I'll have to.”

He shoved the gun forward swiftly
so that it was right in front of Bos-
worth’s face, although pointing away
from him toward the side wall. Very
deliberately, he slipped the safety catch
with his thumb. The weapon was not
six inches away from Bosworth’s star-
ing eyes.

“Stop!” Bosworth yelled. “Don’t
pull that trigger. It will kill me. Those
shells are loaded with nitroglycerine.
I'll confess. You know it anyhow. I
planned to kill Holmes—and maybe
Marcia. They were two-timing me.
Everybody was laughing at me. I—I

Bill Russell shrugged slightly, and
squeezed the trigger. There was a faint
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click as the firing pin struck home.
But only a faint click. Nothing else.

“I'm not fool enough to carry a
pocketful of shells loaded with nitro
in my pocket,” he said. “All right,
Chief. Better lock him up.”

Bosworth was staring at the big
State officer. Suddenly a wry smile
twisted his handsome features.

“Smart work, Sergeant,” he said.
“Would you mind telling how you
found out?”

“Easy, Bosworth,” Russ answered.
“You spilled some of your home-made
nitro on some filter paper in your lab.
I accidentally set fire to the paper.
I wasn’'t much good at chemistry at
school, and I can still remember how
scared I was when the prof set fire to
some absorbent paper that had been
soaked in nitro. I expected it to blow
us all to bits, but all it did was burn
with a green-tipped flame. The flame
gave me the idea, and a careful search
did the rest. It most worked for you,
Bosworth—but not quite.”
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CHAPTER 1 “But it is important,” the girl said
defensively. “It's terribly important,
Murder on Schedule Colonel Crum.”

The famous midget-detective was on

OLONEL FABIAN CRUM, sci- his feet, smiling with thin scorn. Small

C entist - detective extraordinary, and dapper, his cane and black hom-

was only four-and-a-half feet burg in his hands, his dark suit relieved

tall. But he had a way of making peo- only by the flash of the tiny watch-

ple forget his size. The slender girl charm pistol on his vest front, he spoke

with the soft dark hair and impudently suavely, but his words carried a real
pretty face was finding this out as she sting.

raised her conscience-stricken brown “Doubtless, Miss Pentland,” he said.
eyes from the sun-flooded desk to the *“But from my standpoint it was a
big banner at which Crum was staring. shoddy trick you played me. Your tele-

It read: LEN WARING FOR DIS- gram told me that I might prevent a

TRICT-ATTORNEY AND A  horrible crime if I reached here on time.

CLEAN SLATE FOR MIDVALE. On the strength of that I pulled my
56



The Mystery of a Fifteen-Year-Old
Kidnaping lLeads the Midget
Detective Straight to a Murderous
Political Crime and Blackmail Set-Up!

KILLER

trailer-laboratory a thousand miles and
rushed here as soon as your office was
open this morning. Now it seems that
the ‘horrible crime’ is simply the threat
of some illegal violence which may up-
set the political apple-cart of your em-

ployer. Isn’t that just about the size
of it?”

“About,” the girl admitted, “but not
quite. Maybe I did word that telegram
in a tricky way to get you here. But I
do need you terribly. And I can pay
whatever you ask.”

“I don't work for money,” Crum said
coldly. “I made all I needed as an in-
dustrial scientist before I retired. Now
I investigate murders for the good I

NN
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A Colonel Crum Novelet
By JOHN H. KNOX

can do. Idon’t hire out as a bodyguard
to politicians.”

“Oh, but that's not fair!” Leila Pent-
land protested.

There was real distress in her eyes
now. She got up and stepped to the
window which overlooked the sun-
bathed city of Midvale, nestled in its
rich valley.

“Isn’t it a horrible crime that this
decent, prosperous little city should be
at the mercy of a gang of thieving
racketeers?” she demanded.

“I'm not a reformer,” Crum said.
“I'm a murder-specialist.”

“Well, there have been murders,” the
girl said darkly, “and all the other
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crimes in the calendar since Graves
Eason threw out my father’s clean ad-
ministration fifteen years ago. You
might say that Eason began by mur-
dering my father, though he's still
alive, the broken shadow of his former
self. And year by year, Graves Eason’s
grip has tightened, until now, at last,
the younger generation has rebelled.
Len Waring is leading the fight. He’s
fighting not for money or power, but
for a decent place to live in. So am I.
For that and”—she paused—"I'll be
honest. For that and personal re-
venge!”

“Hmm,” Crum said. ‘“Personal re-
venge?” He sat down again.

HE girl resumed her seat too. She

stared at her nails. The bright
flush which had fired her cheeks made
her prettier than cver.

“Yes,” she said. ‘‘Revenge for the
ghastly tragedy that knocked my father
out of politics fifteen years ago. Re-
venge for the kidnaping of my baby sis-
ter!”

“You mean this political-boss, Eason,
did that?”

“I'm convinced of it,” Leila Pentland
replied, “though it wasn’t suspected at
first. But it certainly won Eason that
election fifteen years ago. My father
was county judge, leading a clean polit-
ical slate. It was a hard fight against
the growing power of Eason and his
racketeers, but Father would have won.
And then, just on the eve of election
almost, my baby sister vanished. She
was just three; I was five. She van-
ished into thin air. The grief and hor-
ror of it prostrated my father, crushed
him. He let politics slide—and this
slimy Eason slid into power!”

She paused for breath. Her eyes
misted, her hands clenched.

“Oh, we never got the evidence on
Eason!” she said. “I don’t expect you
to be able to do that now. What I'm
driving at is that the man who did that
awful thing to win an election then,
will do as bad again. Len Waring is
the first real threat to Eason’s power
since then. If Eason has to do it to
win, he won't hesitate to murder Len
or as many others as stand in his way!”

“And what,” Crum asked, ‘“do you

expect me to do?”

“Just stay here,” the girl said plead-
ingly. “Just stay here a few days until
election's over. You've got a reputa-
tion that even Eason will fear. If he
knows you're watching our camp, he
won't dare resort to murder.”

Crum mulled it over. The thing was
entirely out of his line. He was no
watchdog for politicians. But on the
other hand, Leila Pentland had made
an impression. He liked her spirit, was
even inclined to forgive her for the im-
pudent trick she had played to get him
here. Also, there was something about
that shadow of a child’s kidnaping
hanging like a cloud of fear over this
election fifteen years later, which chal-
lenged his bloodhound instincts.

“And where is your crusader, Len
Waring?” he asked.

Leila Pentland brightened, glanced
at her wrist-watch.

“He should be here by now,” she
said. “It’s after eight. You will wait
for him, won’t you? He's grand, and I
know you’ll be sold on him.”

Crum smiled. “Your interest in him
doesn't seemn entirely political.”

Leila laughed. “I guess not. If he
ever gets around to popping the ques-
tion I probably won't keep him waiting.
But he’s so busy with politics—"

The jangling of the telephone cut her
off. She answered it.

“Oh, well, thanks,” she said, then
hung up, frowning. “That was Len's
mother,” she explained. “Len asked
her to call me when I came in. He had
to go to Jock Gilroy's studio and won't
be down to the office until later.”

“And why does that worry you?”
Crum asked. “Who's Jock Gilroy?”

“He’s an artist,” Leila said abstract-
edly, “though not a very good one.
Father helped him get an art education
years ago, but Jock never amounted to
much—old-fashioned, photographic. So
when Jock got the contract for the City
Auditorium murals, Len smelled some-
thing fishy. He thinks Jock bought the
job outright, from Eason. So he’s been
trying to pump Jock—" She paused.
“But I do wish Len hadn't gone out
there alone.”

“Aren’t you a little too jittery, Miss
Pentland?”
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“You don’t know Eason,” Leila said.
“It may be a trap. Jock’s studio is
about a mile from town, off to itself.
Eason may have got Jock to lure Len
out there—" She paused again. “And
there’s another thing. Lately Len has
been hanging around a girl whom Jock
Gilroy’s supposed to be in love with, a
certain Verda Ivandi, daughter of a
fake medium, Swami Ivandi, who's one
of the crooks that Graves Eason pro-
tects.”

“Hold on a minute,” Crum said, “why

Colonel Crum

should your young knight-errant, War-
ing, be hanging around the daughter of
a crooked fortune teller—or I suppose
it amounts to that?”

EILA flushed.

“That’s a part of Len’s investi-
gations too,” she defended. “He's try-
ing to get evidence for a last minute
exposé of Eason’s racket connections.
The swami is a particularly odorous
one. He’s the confederate of confi-
dence men and worthless stock ped-
dlers. He uses his supposed medium-

ship to lure the ignorant suckers into
their hands. It's a mess.”

She got up, snatched a tailored jacket
and a pert little hat from a rack.

“Anyhow, I'm going out there to
Jock’s studio, just in case. Will you
come with me, Colonel Crum?”

Crum shrugged resignedly. “All
right. I'll go out and meet this Sir
Galahad of yours—though I won’t
promise to stay longer than that.”

They took the elevator down to the
street where the scientist-detective had
left his long and powerful car. Behind
it was his gleaming trailer, which con-
tained one of the most compact and
complete detective-laboratories ever as-
sembled. In the car, his assistant, the
giant Asiatic, Aga Aslan, was lounging
at ease.

Leila took one squint at him and let
out a whistle.

“Golly! Wish Len had him for a
bodyguard. Is he Goliath of Gath?”

Crum introduced her and opened the
door for her to get in. Leila said that
her car was just around the corner, but
Crum urged that they use his. He was
thinking that it would be easier for him
to get away when he wanted to if he
stuck with his own car and trailer.

Leila agreed, and soon the car was
speeding out of the suburbs and onto
a white highway that wound into the
cedar-fringed hills. But they had gone
only half a mile, when a red coupé came
shooting past them with the hissing
speed of a meteor—headed toward Mid-
vale.

“The siren is certainly in a hurry!”
Leila Pentland said.

“Siren?”’ Crum asked.

“Yes,” Leila said, “that was Verda
Ivandi, the medium’s daughter. I'll bet
she's been out to Jock Gilroy’s place
too.”

Her eyes, Crum noticed, were anx-
iously glued to the road now, and her
slender fingers were balled in tight
fists. A little farther on they reached
a dirt road angling off to the right,
where a sign with an arrow read:

CEDAR LODGE STUDIO
JOCK GILROY

Aga swung car and trailer into the
lane and presently, on a little hillock, a



60 THRILLING MYSTERY

rambling stone house came into view.
Two cars were parked in the drive be-
side it—a big yellow touring car and a
new blue coupé.

“Jock’s old yellow showboat and
Len’s new Ford,” Leila said with a
breath of relief. “No sign of Eason’s
crew, at any rate.”

Aga parked beside the other cars
and Leila and Crum got out. The girl
led the way toward the building, a pic-
turesque old farmhouse with certain
touches of newness which showed that
the artist, Gilroy, had remodeled it to
his taste. Leila crossed the porch, then
stopped abruptly at the open door.

A long hall, with a staircase on one
side, stretched ahead. At its end was
the studio proper. It was a big room,
flooded with sunlight, and as Crum
came up behind the girl, he glimpsed
what he supposed had caused her to

pause.
It was a rather startling tableau—
two lifesize, motionless figures, a

French Foreign Legionary and a rifle-
armed Arab in a burnoose, confronting
each other belligerently. They were,
of course, costumed dummies or lay-
figures, which the artist was using in
place of living models. But why had
they caused the girl to stop so sud-
denly?

HEN she opened the screen door

and Crum saw that it was some-
thing else which had caused her to
pause. Near the back of the studio a
man was crouching on his hands and
knees. But at the sounds from the hall,
he sprang to his feet and whirled. At
the same time Leila ran forward.

“Len!” she cried. “Len! What on
earth—"

Len Waring, after his first startled
jump, stood perfectly still. He was a
stocky, broad-shouldered young man
with a strong, good-looking face and
crisp brown hair. But his tanned cheeks
were pasty now and in his frank gray
eyes was a stunned look.

Another step and Crum was near
enough to see why. A few feet from
the young politician, just under the
edge of a balcony which ran across the
back of the room, lay the body of a
man. A paint-smeared artist’s smock

swathed his tall figure, and his head
and torso lay in a bright square of sun-
light which poured down from the
slanting skylight above.

The brilliant light made it doubly
horrible because the man’s throat had
been cut. The raw ugly wound ran
from under his left ear and down past
his Adam’s apple. His right arm was
outflung, and across the palm of the
open hand lay the handle of a gleaming
bayonet-dagger.

— —

CHAPTER 11
Killer Into Thin Air

EILA had drawn up with stagger-
ing steps to stare down at the
body.

“He’s dead,” she said huskily. “Jock’s
dead! Who did it, Len?”

Len Waring swallowed, got his
voice.

“But I—I don’'t know, Leila,” he
stammered. “You surely don’t think I
did? Evidently he killed himself. At
least he’s just as he was when I first
saw him. When he didn’t answer my
knock, I looked through the keyhole.
And when I saw him lying there like
that I broke the door in.”

“The door was locked?”’ Leila asked.

“Not just locked,” Waring said al-
most defiantly. “It was bolted on the
inside.”

“And there wasn’t anyone else in
here?”

Waring shook his head. “Unless Jock
killed himself, the killer must have es-
caped through a window.”

Leila glanced at the closed windows.

“Must have—" she said weakly.
Then: “Well, Len, this is Colonel
Crum. He got here this morning, thank
heaven. I'm sure he’ll help us clear this
thing up.”

Crum acknowledged the introduc-
tion, then knelt down to examine the
corpse. His sensitive fingers grasped
a wrist, noted its warmth, its limpness,
while his eyes ran over the wounded
throat, appraising the state of coagula-
tion of the blood.

“Doesn’t seem to have been dead
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more than thirty minutes or so,” he
said. “How long have you been here,
Waring ?”

“Why,” Waring said, “about twenty
minutes. Just came out to ask Jock a
few questions about certain City Audi-
torium mural contracts.”

“And what was Verda Ivandi doing
out here?” Leila asked.

Waring winced slightly. “She wasn’t
out here,” he said.

Leila grabbed his arm.

“Len,” she sobbed, “don’t say that!
She was here. It’s some sort of trap
they’ve led you into. Oh, I was afraid
of it! If it had happened in town, at
least Chief Moberly could have been in
on the investigation. He's honest, if he
is ineffectual. But out here it's the
sheriff’s business, and he’s just a crea-
ture of Eason’s!”

“But I didn’t kill him!” Waring pro-
tested. “He must have killed himself!”

Crum frowned at him, then turned to
the girl.

“If you mean, Miss Pentland,” he
said, “that the evidence here may not
be handled fairly, we'd better get a rec-
ord of this scene before we call the
sheriff. Will you ask my assistant to
bring my camera in?”

Leila nodded and went out while
Crum surveyed the studio. It was a
large room, its walls decorated with
sketches, and an easel containing the
unfinished painting of the Arab and the
legionary. He circled it and found its
four windows securely locked on the in-
side.

He stared up at the Spanish style
balcony which ran across the back of
the room. Beyond its rail he could see
two doors leading to upper rooms. He
started up, but just then Aga came in
with the camera, so he stopped to pho-
tograph the corpse. Sunlight slanting
past the balcony rail gave an excellent
light and he took two shots from differ-
ent angles. Then he gave Aga the
camera to take out.

He turned to Waring.

“The sheriff will have to be notified
now,” he said.

Waring nodded and went off to the
telephone while Crum climbed up the
stairs to the balcony. It was low and
narrow, and its far end, just under the

skylight’s edge, was filled with a pile of
rubbish—old easels, broken stretcher
frames, paint cartons.

Half buried in the debris, another of
the burnoose-clad dummies, like the
one downstairs, lay sprawled against
the rail. Crum paused long enough to
see that the skylight could not be
reached from below. Then he opened
the door to the first room and went in.

T WAS a small guest room, but it
was empty. Its window was locked
on the inside. He came out and entered
the second room. This was a store-
room, its floor littered with odds and
ends of building material. Crum went
to the window, the last possible exit
from the studio.

It was also locked on the inside, and
the screen hooked!

A feeling half uncanny, half suspi-
cious, tingled in Crum’s veins. Waring
didn’t look like a murderer. Had he
killed Gilroy after all? Or was he
shielding the killer, as Crum had an
idea Leila thought?

Crum sniffed the air. On first enter-
ing he had noticed a faint smoky odor.
He stepped to a closet door, pulled it
open and jumped back with a snort as
another of the lay-figure dummies, its
jointed body unclothed, almost fell on
him. He swore at the thing. The
whole business was beginning to get
on his nerves. He shoved the dummy
back, slammed the door and scanned
the room again.

This time he found the source of the
smoky smell. It was a large square of
burned canvas ash lying in one comner
and half hidden by a roll of roofing
paper. It had obviously been an oil
painting and it had been burned just
where 1t lay. All but its center was
reduced to ash and that was too
scorched and blackened to show any
design to the naked eye.

But why had the thing been burned
here on the floor—and so recently?
With a little time, his sclence might
bring out that burned design, if he
could remove the ash before the sheriff
got here.

He went out, down the stairs, and
through the now empty studio to the
front porch. Aga had gone back into
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the trailer but Leila and Len Waring
were in the front yard. The girl was
standing behind Waring’s car, staring
at the tire tracks in the dust. As Crum
appeared she called to him.

“Look there,” she said tensely when
he had joined her. “Len’s not telling
the truth. There’s the track of a car
crossing over his car track. Can’t you
convince him how dangerous it is for
him to lie to us?”

Crum looked, nodded. The girl was
right.

“Somebody has been here since you
came,” he said to Waring. ‘““This is a
serious business, Waring.”

Warlng scowled. Then he suddenly
reached out a foot and obliterated the
tell-tale track.

“Gilroy killed himself,” he said stub-
bornly.

Crum gave him a sharp stare.

“You're mighty anxious to hang
yourself, young man,” he said grimly.
“Just come back into the house with
me.”

Waring and Leila followed him back
into the studio and he closed the door.
He examined the bolt which had been
broken from its socket.

“Tell me, Waring,” he said, “were
you out of this room, after you first
broke in, for long enough to let the
killer escape, assuming he was in
here?”

“I wasn't out at all,” Waring re-
plied, “until after you came. But why
all this pother? If the windows are
locked Gilroy must have killed him-
self.”

“Only he didn’t,” Crum answered.

“How do you know?” Waring was
genuinely startled now.

“The depth of the wound, for one
thing,” Crum said. “The gash goes
clear to the vertebra. That almost
never happens when a man cuts his
own throat.” He stcpped nearer the
corpse. ‘“Also, notice his left hand.”

Waring stared. “I see nothing wrong
with it.”

“There isn’t,” Crum replied. “That's
the point. When a man cuts his own
throat with his right hand, he will al-
most invariably stretch the skin over
the place with his left. But therels no
blood on Gilroy's left hand, as there
would be if he had done so. And did

you ever hear of a man lying down on
his back to cut his own throat? He
couldn’t have with that long instru-
ment anyhow. Try it. There’s not
room to move your elbows.”

“But suppose he sat down, cut his
throat, and fell back?"”

“Look at the blood,” Crum pointed.
“There's a little spattered on the front
of the smock. But none has run there.
None has run down his neck onto his
chest. It’s all run to the side and pud-
dled on the floor. His throat was cut
while he lay there—unconscious, or
held securely by his attacker!”

ARING seemed unable to speak.
Relentlessly Crum went on:

“And since all the windows are
locked on the inside, the killer could
only have escaped through this door.
Do you still swear that the door was
bolted and that no one came out of it
after you came in?”

“Yes,” Waring gulped.
it!”

He stopped as a voice spoke behind
him.

“Then that fixes you, Waring!”

Waring whirled and Leila and Crum
turned toward the door. It had opened
and three men were stepping into the
room. Leila clutched Crum’s arm.

“It's Graves Eason, Sherff Nick
Nichols and District-Attorney Ab Cat-
lett,” she choked.

“If they heard—"

The man who came ahead smiled at
her. He was a bulky man with a fat
red face under carelessly rumpled gray
hair. The face, curiously, wasn’t un-
pleasant at first glance. It was when
Crum saw the eyes, cold and hard as
iced diamonds and noted the twist of
cruelty and power in the thin lips that
he got the man’s measure, guessed he
was Graves Eason.

“Yes, Miss Pentland,” Eason said,
“we did hear. We thought we might
hear something interesting, so we came
up quietly.”

“And we heard plenty,” gloated the
scrawny, beak-nosed man, whose coun-
try-lawyer look identified him to Crum
as the district-attorney. He leered at
Waring. “Too bad, kid. The county
will have to hang her young political
hero now. Just couldn’t hold your

“l swear
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temper, eh? And you evidently didn’t
give poor Gilroy much of a chance
either.”

Waring glared at him defiantly.

“Don’t count your chickens before
they're hatched, Catlett. You'll never
prove this killing on me!”

Graves Eason stroked his fat chin,
chuckled.

“Now, now, boy, you forget that we
heard. All we've got to do is to check
on what this little gentleman here has
just said. He’s Colonel Crum, I be-
lieve, one of the country’s most famous
detectives. And we've just heard him
prove with brilliant logic, and beyond
a doubt, that no one but you could
have done it.”

He turned to the third man in the
group, a slope-shouldered, bull-necked
fellow with the broken nose of an ex-
pugilist,

“All right, Nick,” he said, “you're
sheriff. Arrest young Mr. Waring
for this murder. And you, Colonel,”
—he bowed to Crum—*“we’re much ob-
liged to you, sir. The county is in your
debt. But of course”—his eyes gleamed
cold and dangerous—'"‘you realize the
case is closed. You won’t be needed
further.”

CHAPTER 1II
The Burned Painting

HIEF OF POLICE JIM MO-

BERLY of Midvale was a short,
stocky man with a clipped military
mustache and an air of nervous effi-
ciency. He cultivated it painfully to
hide his sense of failure and defeat.
But this morning, seated in Crum'’s
cottage at the Midvale Motor Courts,
the honest if ineffectual man dropped
his mask and spoke frankly.

“It’s a terrible blow to all of us,” he
said. “But what can I do? I've got no
jurisdiction out there, and I have a
hard enough time trying to see a meas-
ure of justice done where I do have.
When the local voters elected me in
spite of Eason, I promised to clean up
the town. I haven’t done it. I can’t
—alone, What good is an arrest if you
can't get convictions? All the court

machinery is in Eason’s hands. I was
banking on Len Waring to pull enough
votes this time to throw that rotten
crew out. And now Len has to go and
lose his head and—"

Leila Pentland whirled on him.
Seated dejectedly by the window she
had been staring out toward Crum'’s
trailer, inside of which Aga Aslan was
working to develop the photographs
taken in the murder room. Now she
glared at the Chief.

“Are you too going to say that Len
Waring killed Jock Gilroy?” she de-
manded.

“Say it?” Moberly flushed. “I
wouldn’t say it if I knew it. If Len
did, he probably had a justifiable mo-
tive—maybe self-defense. But by his
own testimony, who else could have
killed Gilroy? You think Len’s shield-
ing the Ivandi girl. But could that
slight girl have overpowered a big man
like Gilroy and cut his throat?” He
shook his head sadly, stood up. *“If
there’s anything I can do,” he said, “let
me know."”

After he had bowed himself out,
Leila turned her narrowed defiant eyes
on Colonel Crum. The little scientist-
sleuth sat silent as a Buddha, smoking
while he toyed with the tiny pistol on
his watch chain.

“Well,” Leila challenged him, *“do
you agree with that?”

“Common sense advises me to,”
Crum answered frankly. “But there
are a couple of things that have stuck
like burrs in my mind. One is that
burned painting I mentioned finding
on the floor of the room upstairs. I
keep asking myself why it was there,
why so recently burned? And the sec-
ond thing is that suspected kidnaping
of your sister fifteen years ago.

“I can't escape certain curious paral-
lels. That kidnaping let Eason get
into power. This crime is liable to
keep him there. And there’s the odd
fact that in both cases the killer never
showed his hand at all—assuming that
Waring’s innocent, of course. In both
crimes this cunning killer is a mere
hypothetical shadow. Tell me some
more about that kidnaping.”

Leila mused a moment in silence,

“But there's so little to tell,” she said
then. “Rosemary was playing in our
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yard on the edge of town late one
afternoon. Then suddenly it was no-
ticed that she was gone. There was a
carnival in town and we thought she
had strayed away, attracted by the mu-
sic. But no one had seen her there.

“The town, the surrounding country
was searched. No trace of her was ever
found. Had she strayed into the quick-
sand in the creek bed? Had wolves
carried her off? There were some about
then. It was the awful horror and un-
certainty that broke Father’s spirit,
killed his interest in the political fight.
Only much later, when Eason was al-
ready in, did we begin to suspect foul
play, suspected he had engineered it.”

“And if we assume he did,” Crum
said, “and then jump to the present
crime, we might suppose he chose Gil-
roy for a victim because he feared Gil-
roy would squeal about the mural con-
tract. So by murdering him and fram-
ing Waring he could kill two birds
with one stone. But how does that
recently burned painting up there fit
into that?”

E PAUSED as the door opened

and the massive figure of Aga
Aslan loomed in the doorway, holding
a couple of developed photographs in
his hand.

“They came out fine and clear,
Effendi,” he said, and laid on the bed
the developed photographs which
Crum had made of the corpse of Gil-
roy.

Crum and Leila bent over them, star-
ing. “Funny,” the girl remarked pres-
ently, “but one of them seems to show
more blood than the other.”

Crum nodded. It did look a little
that way. The head of the corpse had
lain near the edge of the bright square
of sunlight from the skylight and blood
had run out in a dark stain on the floor,
spreading mushroomlike as it ap-
proached the bordering shadow of the
balcony rail.

But in one of the prints the blood
seemed to have spread farther—until
it blended with the shadow of the bal-
cony rail itself. Leila shook her head
puzzledly.

“Had the blood spread more by the
time you took the second shot?” she
asked,

“No,” Crum replied, “and this isn’t
the second shot anyhow. It’s the first
one. Rather queer, but maybe it’s a
defect in the film.”

He turned away and began to pace
the floor again.

“To get back to that burned paint-
ing,” he said, “who burned it? Gilroy?
I don’t think he’d have burned it there
on the floor. And if the killer did,
why? It suggests some motive dis-
tinct from that business about the
mural contract. Tell me all you know
about Jock Gilroy.”

“Well, I've known him all my life,”
Leila said. “As I told you when he was
young Father helped him financially
with his art education. In return Gil-
roy painted horrible portraits of all
the family. But his technique is stiff
and most of the portraits went to the
attic long ago. All except the one of
Rosemary, the little sister who was
kidnaped. We didn’t have a good pho-
tograph of her, so Father insisted on
keeping her portrait hanging at the
foot of his bed.”

Crum stopped his pacing, frowned.

“I should like to see that painting,”
he said, “and talk to your father. Could
we go to your house now?”

The girl looked at her wrist-watch.

“Yes,” she said. “He usually sleeps
late but it's after eleven now. He
should be up. Only I hate to disturb
him, stir up those old and awful mem-
ories of the shadowy past.”

“The shadowy past may hold a clue
to the shadowy assassin who killed
Jock Gilroy,” Crum said. “Let's go.”

They drove away, this time in Leila's
car, and were soon approaching the big
Colonial house of Judge Pentland,
standing white and lonely on the out-
skirts of town.

They drew up in a tree-shaded drive,
and Leila led the way into the cool,
high-ceilinged hall.

Here they were met by Mrs. Bron-
son, the bustling little housekeeper
who had looked after the judge since
the death of Leila's mother. Leila in-
troduced Colonel Crum.

“Is Father up yet?” she asked then.

“Why, no,” Mrs. Bronson said. “You
know he always likes his morning sleep
and I never disturb him until he calls
for his breakfast.”



SHADOW OF THE KILLER 65

“But it's after eleven,” Leila said.
“Come up with me, Colonel Crum.”

Crum followed her up the wide stairs
and down the hall to a room near its
end. Leila knocked on the door.

“Father—Father!” she called.

There was no answer. Nervously
she pushed the door open. Then she
staggered in with a choked cry. Crum
followed, gripped her arm as she
stopped, tottering above the gaunt
shape of an old man in a nightgown
who lay on the floor beside the big
four-poster bed.

“Father—Father!” she shrilled dis-
tractedly. “Oh God, have they killed
him, too?”

“Steady, girl,” Crum grated.

DROPPED to his knees, laid
a hand on the thin old body,
moved it a little. A shock traveled
through his nerves. The body was
cold and stiff. The aged head was
flung back, the wrinkled skin had a
bluish pallor. The eyes bugged, the
tongue protruded between the teeth,
the gaunt throat showed purple dis-
colorations.

“But why did they kill him?” Leila
sobbed. “And how could they have
got in here this morning?”

“They didn't,” Crum replied. “He's
been dead for hours. It happened dur-
ing the night, long before Gilroy was
killed.”

“But why?” Leila cried. “Why?”

Crum turned and stared at the wall
facing the foot of the bed.

“Where was the Portrait of your kid-
naped sister hung?” the little detective
asked.

“Why, why, right there—" The girl
had whirled, but her words broke off
as she stared at the wall.

Distinct on the figured paper was
the less-faded square where a picture
had hung. But the portrait of Rose-
mary Pentland was gone!

With the help of the housekeeper,
Colonel Crum got the distracted girl
downstairs, where she was laid on a
divan. The housekeeper pressed a
glass of brandy to her lips while Crum
went to the telephone. He called Chief
Moberly, told him the news, but asked
him to keep it quiet as long as possible.
Then he returned to Leila.

A little color had come back into her
face and she lay there sobbing brok-
enly. Crum laid a hand gently but
firmly on her shoulder.

“Brace up, Leila,” he said. “We
can't help him now. But we may
avenge him—and that little girl he
grieved over. I think we can assume
that the stolen portrait is the one I
found burned in Gilroy’s studio. The
killer evidently murdered your father
while stealing it, then went to Gilroy’s
studio and killed him. The question is
—why should this portrait of a three-
year-old girl, kidnaped fifteen years
ago, be involved in two murders now?”

“But I—I can't imagine!” Leila an-
swered helplessly.

Crum paced the floor.

“Obviously the painting was stolen
8o that it could be destroyed,” he said.
“Did your sister have any deformi-
ties?”

Lella shook her head. “You mean
something which the portrait would
have showed, which might be used to
identify her if she were alive today?
No, she didn't. No birthmarks, noth-
ing of that sort.”

“Was it a full-face view or a profile?”
Crum asked.

“Profile,” the girl said.

Crum lighted a cigarette and his sar-
donic face with its domed forehead and
piercing eyes loomed through the
smoke like some idol rapt in contem-
plation. Presently he said:

“You mentioned this morning that
when your sister vanished there was a
carnival in town. Did it occur to you
that some of the people with that car-
nival might have kidnaped her?”

“It did,” she said. “But there was no
evidence against them. There were no
ransom demands. Anyhow, it wouldn't
be possible to trace them now.”

“I wonder,” Crum said thoughtfully.
“Something has just occurred to me.
A carnival nearly always has its sooth-
sayers and mediums—"

Leila sat up with a gasp.

“An”® Swami Ivandi is a medium!
And that sirenish daughter of his was
out there this morning. If Len’s shield-
ing her he may be shielding Father’s
murderer, too!”

“We mustn’t go too far with guesses
until we can back them up,” Crum cau-
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tioned. He took a deep draw on his
cigarette and nudged it out. “I think
the person I want to see now is Len
Waring. Suppose you wait here for
Chief Moberly to come, Miss Pentland,
while I borrow your car and drive
down to the jail.”

RUM did not like driving, but he

could manage it well enough when
he had to. Shortly after leaving the
Pentland house in Leila’s gray coupé,
he drew up before the brownstone
county jail, got out and hurried in.

The jaller's office was the first door
to the right. It was open, and loung-
ing behind the jailer's desk with an air
of being proprietor of the establish-
ment, sat Graves Eason.

“Jailer in?” Crum asked.
to speak to Len Waring.”

The swivel chair squealed as Eason
leaned back and spat comfortably in a
bronze cuspidor.

“I told you your business with this
case was finished, little man,” he said.
“I ain’t an officer, of course. I'm just
a building contractor, trying to do my
bit for the town when I can. But my
advice is considered good around here.
And my advice to you is to get out of
town.”

“An open threat is better than a
veiled one,” Crum said blandly.
“You're threatening to kill me or have
me killed, are you?”

“I didn’t say that,” Eason answered
smoothly. “But it seems there's ele-
ments in Midvale that don’t like you.
The sheriff hinted to me that if you
stay overnight, he may not be able to
control these—er—elements.”

“In that case,” Crum said suavely, “'1
might be able to help him. The last
time I passed through your state cap-
ital, I visited with your governor. He
wanted to appoint me as a special in-
vestigator to look into the handling of
state funds and general lawlessness in
certain counties. I told him it wasn't
quite in my line. But, of course, if
things are really out of control here, I
might get in touch with him.”

“I'd like

ason’s eyes narrowed. “The gov-
ernor’s a friend of yours?”
“Call him long-distance. If he de-

nies it I'll pay the charges.”
Eason took a deep bite on his cud of

tobacco.

“Well,” he said, after a moment,
“don’t think you're running any bluff
on me, Colonel. But just to accommo-
date a friend of the governor’s, I'll let
you see Waring for a few minutes.
However the advice about leaving town
before night still goes.” He called
through the door: “Burnsides! Show
this man to Len Waring’s cell.”

The turnkey appeared, a shuffling,
obsequious figure, and led Crum to
Waring’s cell. He locked him in and
went off. Len Waring, in his shirt
sleeves, sat on the iron cot smoking.
He looked pale and haggard.

“No more grilling, please,” he said.

“Judge Pentland was murdered last
night,” Crum announced.

“What!” Waring sprang up.
why—how—""

“He was strangled,” Crum said, “by
a thief who was after the painting of
his vanished daughter, Rosemary. The
same painting, I'm sure, was burned
in Gilroy's studio this morning. Does
that mean anything to you?”

“Why,” Waring faltered, “it doesn't
make sense to me.”

“I suspect it does,” Crum cut him

“But

short. “The time for lying is over,
Waring.” He stepped nearer, spoke
lower. *“Tell me,” he said, “just how

you came to suspect that Swami Ivandi
was here with that carnival fifteen
years ago, that he was the kidnaper of
Rosemary Pentland?”

ARING eyed him, pale and
hesitant. Finally he slumped
down with a shrug.

“All right, you've guessed it. Yes,
I suspect it, and Verda Ivandi herself
put the suspicion in my mind. Then I
verified the fact that a Swami Ivandi
was with that carnival by hunting up
:itls advertisement in the old newspaper

es.”

“And,” Crum put in, “the reason you
shielded Verda Ivandi this morning is
because you suspect that she herself is
Rosemary Pentland?”

“Shhh!” Waring whispered sharply.
“If they knew I suspected that they'd
kill her. But it's true. Only Verda
doesn't know herself for certain
whether she’'s Rosemary Pentland or
not. Ivandi has claimed her as his
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daughter as long as she can remember.
But once she overheard Gilroy make a
hint to Ivandi which implied that she
was the kidnaped girl, so—"

“Gilroy hinted it?” Crum said
thoughtfully. “And maybe Verda
was out there this morning to ask Gil-
roy what he knew?”

“That’'s it exactly,” Waring said.
“And so was L1.”

“And the girl quarreled with Gilroy
and killed him?”

“She did not!” Len Waring said
flatly. “She never was in the room.
I found her hammering on Gilroy’s
door when I got there. That was
when I looked in and saw him—dead.
The girl got hysterical, cried that she’d
never be able to learn the truth from
him now. I got her quieted, made her
leave. Then I broke the door in.”

“You'll stick to that story if it hangs
you?”

“I've got to. It's the rock bottom
truth I've reached now.”

Crum turned away, shaking his head.
Waring got up, came over and clutched
his arm.

“My God, Colonel!” he said. “Look
after those girls. Don’t worry about
me, but protect them. The reason I
lied to shield Verda was, of course, be-
cause I believe she’s Leila’s sister,
But I couldn’t tell Leila that. Leila's
a wonderful girl, and I—I love her.”

“Tell her so next time you see her,”
Crum said.

“What are you going to do now?”
Waring gulped.

“I'm going to get that burned paint-
ing from Gilroy's studio, for one thing,”
the little scientist said. “I'll have to
wait for night and steal it, but I'll get
it.”

He rattled the door for the turnkey.

CHAPTER 1V

Snami Ivandis

P

HERE was a moon in a cloud-
dappled sky, frosting the cedars,
gilvering the ridges of the hills. The
studio of the dead painter stood silent,
lighted only at the front, as two dark
shapes, one midgetlike, one bulking

like a monstrous shadow behind it,
stole up as noiselessly as Indians and
paused under an angle of the roof.

“All right,” Crum whispered. “When
I get in, I'll draw the stuff up after me.
Wait here until I let it down. Then
head straight for the laboratory and
get to work on it. Miss Pentland will
take me in later.”

The giant nodded silently and
stooped. His huge hands gripped the
little detective’s ankles, lifted him as
lightly as a doll, until Crum’s feet were
far above the giant’s head. Then Crum
clutched the window’s deep sill, flipped
the screen hook loose with a wire,
opened it outward, drew himself up
with the agility of a human fly.

A thin blade of steel, inserted at the
juncture of the window’s segments,
worked the catch around. Presently
Crum was inside the dark upper room,
drawing up after him the two large
squares of glass bound with a rope.

This done, he tiptoed silently to the
door and listened. The studio below
the balcony was dark, but through the
hall came voices from the front room
where the sheriff’s deputy was sta-
tioned. A girl was sobbing brokenly.

“Aw, don’t bawl now, kid,” a man’s
voice was saying. “I can't let you mess
around in there, but they ain’t gonna
do nothin’ to you. They got the goods
on Waring.”

Crum nodded to himself with satis-
faction. Verda Ivandi was doing her
part. After his talk with Len Waring
he had contacted Leila. Leila had
contacted the Ivandi girl and brought
her to him. Dark and pretty, the girl
had been genuinely concerned about
Waring, grateful to him for shielding
her.

Also, she had been concerned about
her own identity, tormented by the

uestion as to whether or not she was
(t]he kidnaped Pentland girl. Though
fearful of Ivandi, whom she had always
regarded with awe rather than affec-
tion, she had nevertheless offered to do
anything to help them answer that
question for her.

When Crum had suggested that she
go out and throw a scene to divert the
deputy on guard while he and Aga
burglarized the studio, she had agreed.
Now she was proving a good actresas.
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Softly Crum tiptoed back to the cor-
ner where the burned painting lay. He
snapped on a small flash, laid it on the
floor and set to work. First he sprayed
the thick painted-canvas ash with a
shellac and alcohol mixture. When
the sticky solution had softened the
ash, he took one of the large panes of
glass and delicately slid it beneath the
burned painting. Then he pressed the
second pane carefully down on top un-
til the softened ash was flat between
them, and bound them together with
the rope. Carefully he carried them to
the window and let them down to Aga
below.

“Photograph it on an orthochromatic
plate and print it on compression
i)aper," he whispered. “I'll be in later.

want another look at that bolted door
downstairs if possible.”

FTER Aga had started silently

down the slope toward the lane
where the big car was waiting, Crum
tiptoed back to the door, opened it
quietly and stepped out on the balcony.
The deserted studio, with moonshine
seeping through the skylight and a
faint glare from the hall, was a ghostly
place.

The two costumed mannikins still
stood like a weird guard over the spot
where their master had fallen. Silently
Crum stole down the stairs.

Reaching the studio door, which was
hanging half-open, he explored the bolt
lock with his fingers. Here was the
mystery that baffled him. Despite his
progress with the mystery of Rosemary
Pentland, the obstacle of the locked
studio remained unshaken.

Waring seemed to be telling the
truth now. But he still swore that the
studio had been empty, the door bolted
inside.

From the lighted room at the front
of the hall, the voices of Verda Ivandi
and the deputy drifted, still arguing.
Crum cupped his hands to shield his
flash and snapped it on. He knew all
the ruses by which inside locks can be
manipulated from the outside. But in
this case it simply couldn’t have been
done. When he snapped his flash off
he was ready to stake his reputation on
that fact. The killer could not have
escaped through this door and then re-

bolted it. And he had already con-
vinced himself that the windows had
not been tampered with.

He straightened, stood listening to
the sounds from the front room.

“But you see,” Verda Ivandi was
saying, “Jock Gilroy and I went to-
gether and I've been out here lots, and
I may have left something—"

“Nuts, girlie,” the deputy said. “They
got this pinned on Waring and he ain’t
going to get out of it.”

The girl was doing her job to per-
fection. Crum had started to turn
back and go out as he had come in
when abruptly the deputy lowered his
voice.

“Say, kid,” he said, “your old man,
the Swami, is makin’ good dough. they
say, and they say he's got the axe on
Eason himself.”

Then the words faded so low that
Crum could not hear them.

Softly he stepped into the hall,
spotted the door of a closet under the
stairs and made for it. He opened it,
slid in, and closed it to a crack. He
was nearer, but still not near enough
to hear what the deputy was saying.
If he could crawl up under the stairs,
nearer to the door—

He snapped on his flash. But as he
did, somtehing near the door caught
his eye. It was a wadded rag and a
small flat jar, shoved in between an up-
right and the doorsill. But what in-
terested Crum was the fact that a deep
film of dust had been disturbed, prov-
ing it had been done recently.

He stooped, pulled the rag out. It
was a handkerchief, stained with
brown grease paint, evidently from
the jar. Carefully he moved the jar
out, not touching it with his fingers,
sprayed it obliquely with light. A
close inspection of its smooth surface
showed not a fingerprint anywhere.

That was strange. Whoever had
put the jar there had carefully wiped
his fingerprints from it! Why?

Crum opened the jar, sprayed his
light inside. Most of the brown grease
paint was gone, but there were the
marks of fingers on the residue and on
the inside surfaces of the jar. Who-
ever had wiped it had forgotten that.
Puzzling over the significance of his
find, Crum wrapped both jar and hand-
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‘kerchief in a handkerchief of his own

and thrust them into his pocket. Then

lsim'lllderﬂy he stiffened, snapping off his
ght.

HE front door had slammed.

Verda, he guessed, had gone. He
had given her a specified time to stay,
had not realized the time was up. And
the deputy who had closed the door
did not seem to be going back into the
room. Instead he was coming slowly
down the hall. And Crum had not
completely closed the closet door. If
the man should notice—

He did! There was a muttered oath.

“Who's in there?”

Crum flung himself flat against the
closet wall. He clutched his gun in
his left hand, groped with his right
among brooms and mops for some less
lethal weapon. He got hold of a bottle
of furniture oil, raised it.

The door came open, light blazed in.
The ugly face of the deputy cracked
open with an oath and he swung his
gun about. Crum hurled the bottle at
his forehead. It didn’t break, but the
cork came out and as the man stag-
gered back, his gun blasting, the oil
ran down into his eyes, blinding him
for an instant.

Crum sprang out like a cat. The
barrel of his gun slammed against the
tottering man’s jaw and he fell side-
ward to the floor.

He was out. Swiftly the little de-
tective bent over the deputy, whipped
the handcuffs from the man’s pocket,
shackled his wrists behind him and
dragged him into the closet. Then
with a skeleton key from his own kit,
he locked the closet door and hurried
out the front.

Verda Ivandi’s car was already gone.
Without wasting an instant, Crum
headed back through the woods toward
the lane where his car had been parked.
Leila Pentland Lad been instructed to
wait there for him.

He found her at the appointed spot,
and as they headed for town Crum
told her what had happened. Leila
was on the point of tears.

“What can we do now?” she sobbed.
“That deputy saw you. They’ll have a
legitimate charge against you for bur-
glarizing that place and assaulting an

officer. You’'ll either have to escape
or be jailed. In either case, you can’t
help Len, and without you he’s lost!”

“True,”-Crum admitted. “The situa-
tion’s grave. But it may be a iew hours
before that deputy’s discovered. I
have until then.”

“And what can you do in a few
hours?”

“When one no longer has any de-
fenses,” Crum replied, “one must either
attack or surrender. We'll rule sur-
render out, so I'll have to attack. I'm

oing to try to run a bluff on Swami
vandi, force him or trick him into
talking or into a break with Eason—
play one against the other. Mean-
while you will take this.”

He gave her the jar of grease paint
and the stained handkerchief. “Turn
it over to Aga,” he instructed. “Tell

him to get the fingerprints from the
inside of the jar. Then I suggest that
you find Verda and keep her with you
at my cottage at the Motor Courts
where Aga will be near to protect you.
And right now, you can drive me to

Swami Ivandi’s hangout.”
CHAPTER V

Gamble with Disaster

WAMI IVANDI'S suite was on

the third floor of the Grand Cen-
tral Hotel. Crum knocked on the door
marked, “Consulting Room.” The swa-
mi himself answered.

He was a tall dark man, apparently
of Balkan blood. He had about him
the lean muscular look of a wolf-hound.
He wore no robes now and was dressed
in a smart gray business suit. At sight
of Crum the black agate eyes in his
pottery-colored face widened for an in-
stant. Then he was all suavity.

“Ah, Colonel Crum! I had heard
you were in town. But I had scarcely
dared hope for a visit from such a
celebrity. Please come in.”

Crum thanked him and stepped into
a waiting room sumptuously furnished
in Oriental style and reeking with stale
incense. From there through parted
magenta drapes, he was led into the
office. Here the Swami secated himself
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at. a glass-topped desk after offering
his visitor a chair.

“And now, what can I do for you,
Colonel?”

Crum casually recached under his
coat as a man might for a cigarette
case, but instead brought out his com-
pact and powerful revolver.

The swami started, but he seemed
more surprised than alarmed.

“My dear Colonel!” he laughed
nervously. “I hardly expected any-
thing as crude as this from you!”

“l didn’t think you would,” Crum
said. “Which of course made it simple.
Yes, I'm usually more subtle, perhaps.
But it's good to change one’s technique
occasionally, don't you think? Or do
you? At any rate, I shall continue to
be blunt.”

He paused, holding his gun negli-
gently level, weighing his man.

“Fifteen years ago, Swami,” he said,
“you were hired to kidnap the daughter
of Judge Martin Pentland. Graves
Eason hired you to do it. Since com-
ing back here you have been able to
get what you wanted from Eason.”

“Really, this is absurd,” the swami
interrupted. “What proof—"

“My proof,” Crum said, “will keep.
The point is that I am convinced of it,
and I would not hesitate to kill a snake
of your caliber.” He smiled. “It
rmgzt be an opportunity to test an
egotistical feeling I sometimes have
that I could get by with murder if I
cared to. As you may know, I have
considerable resources and a certain
amount of experience, so—"

The swami had gone a trifle shy.

“You expect to make me talk by—"

“No, no,” Crum said. ‘“Not unless
you want to. If you prefer, you will
simply talk as I tell you to. You will
take the telephone there and call
Graves Eason. When he answers you
will say: ‘This is Ivandi. Come to
my suite at once. The lid is about to
blow off about Verda.’ Then you will
hang up instantly.”

The swami gulped. “But it’s foolish.
He will refuse to come.”

“I think not,” Crum replied. “And,
Swami”’—he reached down with his
left hand, took hold of his little watch
charm pistol and leveled it playfully—
“I wonder if you've ever heard of this

little bauble of mine? It shoots a tiny
bullet loaded with the jungle arrow-
poison curare. It isn’t as useful as it
once was, since it’s been rather widely

ublicized. However, its effect is so

instant, so silent—" He waggled it.
“Stop!” Ivandi gulped. “I've heard
of it!”
Crum chuckled deprecatingly.

“There are,” he said, “some miscon-
ceptions about curare. It is, of course,
painless in the usual sense. One be-
comes instantly not paralyzed but
flaccid, unable to move a muscle, yet
not immediately dead. The brain still
lives, somewhat, I should say, as a
head which falls from the guillotine is
said to be momentarily alive.”

“Stop it!” Ivandi was sweating now.
“I’ll do what you say, though it will do
you no good at all.”

E SNATCHED up the phone,

still eyeing the little gun fear-
fully, and called a number. When
Eason’s drawling voice answered, he
repeated the message Crum had given
him and racked the phone.

“Well, what now?” he gasped.

“March into the front room,” Crum
directed, ‘“and sit facing the door.
When Eason knocks, ask him to come
in. When he does, say, ‘The lid has
blown off and they know about Verda.’
I will take over from there. But re-
member, no false moves. The curare-
gun will be trained on you, my re-
volver on Eason, and I will not hesi-
tate to shoot either of them.”

Ivandi, thoroughly frightened now,
went in and took his seat stifly while
Crum stationed himself behind the
curtains. The minutes wore away.
Sweat dripped from the fake medium’s
face. Then a knock came at the door.

“Eason?” Ivandi called. “Come in.”

The door opened and the bulky form
of Eason slid in. But the action which
followed came more swiftly than Crum
had anticipated. For while the political
boss’ left hand closed and latched the
door, his right snaked under his coat
and came out with a snub-nosed auto-
matic,

“Now,” he snarled at Ivandi, “you
blasted blackmailer, you've shaken me
down for the last time. Now I'm go-
ing to get you out of the way, and I'll
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take my chances with the girl.”

He came toward the swami menac-
ingly. Ivandi’s face twitched, he made
a reaching motion toward the hand-
kerchief flaring from his vest pocket,
but desisted at a jab from the gun.

“You can’t kill me!” he choked.
“The shot will be heard—"

Graves Eason grinned.
stopped by a radio cabinet.
hand twitched the dial.

“With a good loud orchestra blar-
ing—" he began, but that was as far
as he got.

Ivandi’s reflexes, whetted sharp by
a lifetime of foxy maneuvering, reacted
with an animal’s quick instinct for the
only hole. Even as faint sounds started
from the radio, his lean body doubled
and shot forward. Eason’s gun went
off but the shot was over Ivandi's
charging head. The next instant
Ivandi struck him, his head slamming
like a battering ram into the politician’s
paunch, his long arms entangling
Eason’s.

They fell in a windmilling mass and

He had
His left

as Crum sprang toward them a muffled -

report sounded. The moving mass
froze, separated. It was Ivandi who
rose and whirled, Eason’s gun in his
hand.

But Crum had him covered.
it!” he snapped.

Ivandi did. “It was self-defense,” he
whined. “You saw—"

“Correct,” Crum said. “And a favor
to the community. But you've got
other things to answer for, Ivandi.”

He stooped, holding the gun on the
swami while he assured himself that
Eason was dead.

“Now,” he said as he rose, “you are
coming with me. Neither of the shots
seems to have been heard above the
radio, but we'll take the stairs down
anyhow. Then we will go to my
laboratory where I will prove that you
are a kidnaper.”

Some thirty minutes later a tense
and nervous group sat in Crum’s cot-
tage at the Midvale Motor Courts. On
the bed, her head bowed and her dark
pretty face streaked with her tears,
Verda Ivandi sat with Leila Pentland’s
arm protectively around her.

At the back of the room, his chair
propped against the wall, Swami

“Drop

Ivandi sat calmly smoking. He had
recovered from his fright and now
seemed the coolest member of the
group. Colonel Crum was standing
with his arms folded and his back to the
door while Chief of Police Moberly
nervously paced the floor.

UT I tell you, Colonel,” the

chief said, “I can’t permit it.
The attack on Nichols’ deputy was
bad enough. But now you've called
me here, told me that Graves Eason is
lying dead in a hotel room, and are in-
sisting that I keep it quiet until you
finish some experiment or other.
You're already in trouble up to the
neck as you'll discover when that
deputy is found. But where will I be
when it's found that I concealed the
fact of Eason’s death and connived
with you to keep his killer hidden?”

“You'll be on top of the world,”
Crum said, “If I succeed in proving the
swami here a kidnaper, and also get
the murderer of Judge Pentland and
Jock Gilroy by the ears.”

A snort from the swami interrupted
him,

“And you expect to prove me the
kidnaper by proving that Verda is
Rosemary Pentland? Well, you'll
never do it. And as for killing Eason,
you admitted I did that in self-defense.
But you forced me to it, and you’ll be
held responsible. There’s no crime
with which you can charge me at alll”

“He's right!” Moberly snapped,
stopping belligerently before the little
detective. “And now you ask me to
wait until your assistant has finished
developing the photograph of that
burned painting. What if it can be
brought out? Do you imagine that you
can prove the identity of a grown
woman by a fifteen-year-old painting
of a three-year-old child?”

“The killer who murdered Judge
Pentland to get that painting and de-
stroy it evidently thought so,” Crum
replied.

“But how would it be possible?” Mo-
berly persisted. “The girl didn’t have
any scars or deformities on her face,
did she?”

“Evidently not,” Crum said.
she had an ear.”

“An ear!”

“But



72 THRILLING MYSTERY

“Exactly,” Crum said. “The human
ear is the one feature which never
changes with age. And ears are al-
most as individual as fingerprints. And
the fact that Gilroy’s technique was
crude and photographic—"

A knock at the door interrupted him.

“The photograph of the painting is
ready, Effendi,” said the voice of Aga
Aslan.

Excitement and relief came into
Chief Moberly’s eyes. He quickly
snatched up a profile photograph of
Verda Ivandi which had been brought
for purposes of comparison and started
for the door. Crum, however, stopped
long enough to place a revolver in
Leila’s hand.

“Keep Ivandi covered every minute,’
he said, “‘and if he makes a break, don’t
hesitate to shoot.”

“You need not worry,” Ivandi said.
“What you learn will clear me.”

Crum didn’t answer him. He fol-
lowed Chief Moberly out and the two
of them went into his trailer-labora-
tory. Here in the white tiled space
where gleamed all the curious instru-
ments of modern crime detection, Aga
had spread out the large photograph
under a clear bright light.

The giant’s skill and the orthochro-
matic plates had done a miraculous
job. Dark and blurred and criss-
crossed with the scores of cracks, the
photo of the blurred painting had,
nevertheless, brought out the least-
burned center part fairly clearly. It
was the head, in profile, of a little girl
in pigtails. The small dainty ear was
fairly clear in its general design.

“Of course,” Crum explained as he
bent over it, “we may have to make all
sorts of enlargements of the details.
But this will prove things with a fair
certainty.  You’'ll notice that the ear
in the painting has a lobule definitely
separated from the cheek. The slant
of the antitargus is plainly horizontal.
The upper helix angles toward the
rear, the concha is rather small. Now

E TOOK the profile photo of

Verda Ivandi and laid it beside
the other. Both he and the chief
squinted excitedly. It was Crum who
straightened first.

“Good Lord!” was all the little de-
tective said.

Moberly's eyes jerked toward him.
“Well, what—"

“But can’t you see?” Crum asked in
a tone of tense despair. “The concha
of the Ivandi girl's ear has an entirely
different shape. The antitargus angles
obliquely. The upper helix is almost
fused with the lower helix, and—But
why go on? Verda Ivandi is no more
]ucrgc Pentland’s daughter than I am!”

The silence that followed his words
had the cold and clammy quality of a
tomb's interior. Moberly’s face, at
first a sickly gray, grew mottled with
a hectic flush as he rasped between set
teeth.

“Now you have played hob! You've
played hob with me for gambling on
your hunches. You've left Len War-
ing in worse shape that he was at the
start. Now I'll have to arrest you and
hold you in connection with Graves
Eason’s death. And I hate to think
what Catlett will make of that!”

Crum turned away. It was all true.
Never in his career had he faced such
an impasse. Never had he seen his
whole case crumble so completely in
disaster. The accusing voice of Mo-
berly droned on:

“I was a fool to think you could ever
clear Len Waring anyhow. Even if
Ivandi were proved the kidnaper of
Rosemary Pentland, that doesn’t clear
Len. You still haven’t explained how
anybody but Len could have killed Gil-
roy and escaped, leaving that door
bolted on the inside.”

Crum shut his ears to it. He was
trying to think, trying desperately to
arouse the stunned processes of that
keen brain which had never failed him.
In half a daze he drifted to the end of
the laboratory table and stood staring
at the two photographs of Gilroy’s
body taken in the murder room that
morning.

He scanned them idly at first. Then
his eyes fastened speculatively on the
one which showed the larger blot of
blood near the corpse’'s head. It was
the first shot he had taken. There
couldn’t have been more blood then
than later. Yet the shadowy blot was
there, extending much farther than in
the other, extending clear to the shad-
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ow of the balcony rail.

Suddenly Crum straightened, a queer
look in his eyes.

“What a fool I've been!” He laughed
aloud. “Of course the studio was
locked and no one had come out. Of
course he left the greasy rag and the
jar of grease paint in the closet. Of
courge Verda Ivandi isn’t Judge Pent-
land’s daughter!”

Moberly stared at him as if certain
now that the little detective was crazy.
But Crum, ignoring him, turned to
Aga.

“Did you get the plastic fingerprints
out of that grease paint jar?”

“I did, Effendi,” Aga said. “I used
the old Stokis method, bromide of
silver paper, and got several good
ones.”

“Hey!” Moberly cut in.
the new angle?”

“You go back in there and see that
Ivandi’s safe,” Crum told him. “I'll be
in there in a few minutes to hang him.”

“What'’s

CHAPTER VI
Tell-Tale Shadow

———

OBERLY, shaking his head,

went out. Crum took the fin-
gerprints which Aga handed him and
thrust them into his pocket. He re-
moved the curare-pistol from his
watch-chain and palmed it in his left
hand. He thrust a blackjack up his
right sleeve. He had not forgotten
Ivandi's swift and wolflike attack on
Eason. Then he opened the door and
started out.

But on the doorsill he stopped, star-
ing across the dimly lighted court.
Two men were coming straight to-
ward his trailer with a purposeful
stride. One of them he recognized by
his apelike carriage and bullet-head as
the sheriff.

Crum thrust a hand behind him and
snapped his fingers. Aga was instantly
beside him.

“Sheriff and a deputy,” Crum whis-
pered. “We're already in it up to our
necks, so we won't stop now. You
take the big one when I signal.”

“Ah, there he is!” the apish sheriff

owled, as he and his stooge moved
into the light, hands on their guns.
“Colonel Crum, I arrest you for bur-
glary and murderous assault on an offi-
cer of the law.”

“Very well,” Crum shrugged re-
signedly. “I expected it. I gambled
on a long chance and lost, gentlemen.
I'm ready to answer to the court.” He
hmade a half turn. “Aga, hand me my

at.”

Aga stepped back out of sight.

“Hey, don’t let that big bully get to
a gun!” the sheriff snarled.

He dived past Crum and through the
door, clawing his own revolver out. '

The second man was close at his
heels. As he started to step up into
the door, Crum whipped out the black-
jack and slugged him expertly. At the
same instant Aga’s giant body closed
with the sheriff. The gun was twisted
from the ex-pug’s hand as from a child,
and huge fingers closing on his throat
choked off his scream.

In a matter of minutes both men lay
on the trailer floor, gagged and bound
with Aga standing guard over them.
Crum, smiling grimly, stepped jauntily
out and walked toward the cottage.

The windows had been closed and
the blinds drawn when Crum brought
Ivandi in. Now as he entered he saw
at a glance that nothing from the out-
side had been heard. Both girls sat
wide-eyed with suspense. oberly
was scowling as he chewed his mus-
tache. Only Swami Ivandi sat per-
fectly at ease, a challenging smile on
his lips.

“Well,” he asked, “were the ears
identical ?”

“No,” Crum said, “they weren't.
But you see, I've been approaching
this thing from the wrong angle. I
just realized that the painting was
stolen, and two men murdered, pre-
cisely because the ears were not iden-
tical.

“But,” Moberly cut in, “since that
proves that Verda Ivandi is not Rose-
mary Pentland—"

“Since it proves that,” Crum said, “it
explains why Swami Ivandi committed
two murders in order to destroy the
painting and hide the fact.”

“Ivandi killed them!” Moberly
gasped.
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“Of course.” Crum smiled. “For it
was Ivandi's claim that Verda was
Rosemary Pentland which gave him
the axe to hold over Eason's head.
Gilroy probably knew or suspected
that it was a false claim. If he had
told Eason that and produced the pic-
ture to prove it, Ivandi would no longer
have been able to blackmail Eason.”

“He was blackmailing Eason?”

“Undoubtedly. That's how he got
protection for his fake medium racket,
and money too probably. You see, it's
like this: Fifteen years ago, Eason
hired Ivandi to kidnap Rosemary Pent-
land. Ivandi does, and for years
Eason hears no more about him. Then
Ivandi appears in Midvale with a girl
whom he claims is Pentland’s kidnaped
daughter. By holding the threat of
exposure over Eason he gets what he
wants from him.

“But the hitch comes when Gilroy
gets wise to it. Gilroy evidently
thought of making the ear comparison
with that old portrait, too—knew it
would upset Ivandi's game. So Gil-
roy in turn blackmails Ivandi. He
probably got the Auditorium mural
contracts by forcing Ivandi to use his
influence with Eason.”

E PAUSED and coolly lighted a
cigarette before resuming.

“But the real danger to Ivandi came
when Verda herself overhead some re-
mark of Gilroy's about her being or not
being Judge Pentland’s daughter.
Ivandi had to act then. For if Eason
discovered he had been tricked, Ivandi
would lose his lucrative graft and prob-
ably his life as well.

“So Ivandi first goes to steal the
painting. Judge Pentland must have
surprised him, so Ivandi killed the old
man. And now he would have to kill
Gilroy too, for Gilroy wouid know who
had stolen the painting to destroy it.
So he must have gone straight to Gil-
roy’s studio, and waited for the artist
to come in, probably burning the paint-
ing in the upper back room while he
waited in ambush.”

Ivandi had by now lost his smile.
But he still blustered.

“You have no evidence at all that I
killed Pentland,” he said. ‘““As for Gil-
roy, your own deductions have proved

that I couldn’t have killed him. With
the windows and door locked and
bolted on the inside, how cculd I have
escaped?”

“You didn't,” Crum said, “until Len
Waring broke the door open. In fact
you were still in there when we came
n."”

Ivandi forced a laugh.
visible?”

“In a manner,” Crum replied. “Your
face was smeared with brown grease
paint to make it look artificial and was
also practically covered by the hood
of the burnoose which completely
swathed your body. The long sleeves
concealed your hands, and you had
thrown some rubbish over your feet.
You were lying on the balcony up
there, sprawled against the rail, and
you looked just like another of the
costumed lay figures.”

Ivandi paled. “And how did I get
out?”

“By quick thinking, quick footwork,
and a well laid plan,” Crum said.
“Probably at first your plan was to
make it look like suicide. The fact
that Len Waring came along and broke
in made it even better, because then
he would be accused. But at any rate
you had planted yourself up there when
he broke in. So you lay there mo-
tionless, saw us come in, heard all that
was said.

“Then when we were all in the front
yard you got your chance to escape.
You quickly shed your burnoose, put
it on the unclothed dummy which was
in the closet upstairs and left it where
you had lain. Then you sneaked
quickly down and hid in the closet
under the stairs. There you cleaned
your face of the grease paint and
waited. Later—probably when War-
ing was being taken to jail—you got
out of the house and away from the
scene.”

Ivandi, whose beady eyes had been
focused on his accuser’s face now ral-
lied his faculties.

“A clever hypothesis,” he sneered,
“‘cooked up to save your face. But you
have no proof.”

“Oh, yes I have,” Crum answered.
“You were smart enough to wipe the
outside of that jar of grease paint, but
you overlooked the prints your fingers

“Was I in-
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had left on the inside.” He flipped
from his pocket the prints Aga had de-
veloped and thrust them forward.
“Would you like to give us your prints
for comparison at once?”

Ivandi paled under his swart skin,
stared speechlessly at the prints while
Crum went on:

“But that of course doesn’t exhaust
it. With a little time we shall be able
to find the prints you must have left
on the balcony rail, on certain parts of
the dummy, in the closet and other
places we didn’t think of examining be-
fore. We may find some of your hairs
in the burnoose, We may find micro-
scopic particles of the grease paint
about your hair roots, under your nails,
on your clothing. And each detail,
proving a part of my story, will nail
you in your coffin, Ivandi!”

HE silence was electric for a mo-

ment. As the fortune teller stared
back at Crum the harsh lines of fear
and hate seemed to soften slowly to a
curious cynical resignation. He
shrugged.

“Well,” he said slowly, “one thing
you must believe. I did not murder
that child I kidnaped. She sickened
and died a natural death some months
afterward. Later I adopted an or-
phaned niece, Verda, and always told
her she was my daughter. Later still
it occurred to me to represent her to
Eason as the kidnaped girl and put the
pressure on,him.”

He paused, staring at Verda. His
eyes grew slightly misted. He reached
a shaking hand to the breast pocket of
his coat and clutched the handkerchief
which protruded. He brought it out
with a sharp jerk and with it came a
small and deadly derringer attached
by a string. Quick as a conjurer he
caught it in his -ight hand, and his
teeth bared in a wolfish grin as he
leveled it at Crum.

“I've got a few tricks in my bag too,
you see,” he snarled. “Get this whole
bunch flat on the floor now or I'll blow
a hole in you. And don’t reach under
your coat for that curare-pistol either!”

Crum didn’t. The little gun was al-
ready palmed in his left hand.

“Get down as he says,” Crum told
the others. “Even if he escapes we'll

get him later.”

The girls obeyed at once. Moberly
hesitated. But since it was Crum at
whom the derringer was pointed he de-
cided to comply.

Instantly then Ivandi started back-
ing toward the door, keeping Crum
covered. Crum watched, not the feral
face of the killer, but the knuckles of
his gun hand.

When Ivandi reached the door, what
Crum was expecting happened. The
knuckles whitened, the trigger finger
tensed. But Crum had already brought
his hidden curare-gun in line, still con-
cealed by his fingers. Now he pulled
the trigger and ducked.

The little gun made only a faint
pfftt! like a small firecracker which
was drowned in the derringer’s blast.
But once its minute, curare-impreg-
nated bullet struck Ivandi’s flesh, he
dropped even as a jaguar drops when
a poisoned blow-dart strikes him.

Crum straightened, the shot having
gone over his head. But the killer lay
dead across the doorsill. . . .

It was not until much later, after the
news had been broadcast to a startled
town, after an aroused populace had
turned out to carry Len Waring from
the jail in a torchlight procession, that
Moberly and Leila Pentland found
Colonel Crum at his Motor Court cot-
tage and cross-examined him about
that sudden turning point from defeat
to victory.

“One minute,” the stocky police chief
said, “the case was lost and all was
disaster. Then the next minute every-
thing seemed to clear up for you and
you were ready to march right in and
tell Ivandi exactly how he had killed
Gilroy and made his escape. It sounds
uncanny.”

Crum smiled. “The uncanny part,”
he said, “is that the explanation had
been in plain sight ever since I first
looked at those pictures of the corpse I
made this morning. Only I didn't get
it.” He turned to Leila. “Remem-
ber how we wondered why the blood
blot in the first shot was larger?”

“I do,” she replied, “but I still don’t
know why it was.”

“It was larger,” Crum said “because
it wasn'’t all blood. It was part shadow.,
The square of light in which Gilroy lay
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was shining past the balcony rail, you
know. And it was up there that
Ivandi, swathed in his Arab burnoose
was lying. But evidently he had to see
what was going on below. . So he
poked his head out to look down. He
jerked it back before any of us noticed.
But evidently I snapped the camera
bulb just at that moment—and the
shadow stayed, blended in the picture
with his victim’s blood. Sort of iron-
ical, isn’t it, that curiosity killed him?”

EILA said that it was. She also

said a lot about how grateful she
and Waring and the whole town felt
for what Crum had done.

“But I do feel sorry for Verda Ivan-
di,” she finished. “She’s had a tough
break, but she’s a good kid and I’'m sold
on her. Even though she isn’t my sis-
ter, I'm going to adopt her anyhow.

She’'ll help brighten up the old place
out there, now that Father is gone.
And Len approves too. He says she'll
be a lot of company to me when he has
to be away.”

“Oh,” grum said, “so Len’s in on
the new arrangement too?”

“I wish I could blush like I should,”
Leila said wistfully. “But everybody
knows I've just been dying for him to
ask me.”

“And where is the lucky devil now,
by the way?” Crum asked.

“Oh, he’s still wallowing around in
the landslide,” Leila replied, “the be-
ginning of the landslide that’s going to
carry him into the district-attorney’s
office at election day after tomorrow.
Gosh, but it was a close call though,
wasn'’t it? Believe me, his wife is go-
ing to keep him at home around elec-
tion time after this!”
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HIS GRAVE WAS DEEP

By C. G. TAHNEY

Lambert’s Perfect Crime Would Baffle the Police
—but He Hadn't Counted on the Laws of Nature!

EORGE LAMBERT reached
G for the phone as if he were
striking at it.

“Send Rallston in here, Miss Emery.”

His lips tightened as he replaced the
receiver. He stood up, walked around
the desk and began pacing the ofhce.
A big, raw-boned man, he had the
craggy face of a New England farmer
and the cold eyes of a card sharp.

A man entered hesitantly.

“Sit down,” said Lambert.

Edward Rallston, paymaster of the
Acme Textile Company, looked like a
mouse on stilts. With his peaked, gray-
ish face, his sparse hair, his habit of
nervous blinking, he should have been
a little man. But some macabre whim
of Nature placed his thin little torso
upon grotesque, spiderish legs. He
sidled like a crab to a chair near the
desk.

“Two weeks ago,” Lambert said, “I
discovered that you were padding the
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payroll. I gave you a break. You're
not in prison—where you should be.
And where I can still send you. What’s
the payroll this week?”

Rallston twisted his fingers.

“A little over forty-two thousand
dollars.”

Lambert walked toward him.

“You,” he said quietly, “are going to
fake a holdup.”

Rallston stared at him, and his
peaked face slowly became the color of
cold ashes. He tried to get up, but
Lambert’s hand pinned him down.

“No!” he whispered. “I can't do it.
I—I won’t be able to bluff it through.
When the police start questioning me”
—his voice rose shrilly—*"I'll be caught.
I know it!”

“] know that, too,” said Lambert.
“But what if I’m your alibi. If I did
all the talking?”

There was a pause.

“I doh’t understand, Mr. Lambert.”

“I'll say I was in the car with you
when the supposed holdup took place.
All you know is that someone jumped
on the running board and slugged you
through the open window. Knocked

you out. You didn’t see the man who
hit you. You don’t know what hap-
pened. I give all details, answer all

questions.”

Rallston watched the big, cold-eyed
man crouching over him.

“But why,” he asked helplessly,
“should you do that? You're general
manager of this plant. You earn ten
thousand a year. Why should you risk
disgrace and prison?”

“That’s my business,” Lambert
snapped. “Will youdoit? Will you?”

He clamped his hands on the pay-
master’s shoulders, and the latter pant-
ed, his popping eyes now bright and
shiny:

“Okay. Okay. How do we work it?”

Lambert released him. He said
tersely:

“I won’t go into the details now.
Don’t want to keep you here too long.
Just get this! When you pick up the
money tomorrow morning, drive to my
home. You know where it is. The
garage doors will be open. Drive right
in. T'll be waiting for you, apd we'll
hide the money there. Then I'll ex-

plain to you just how we'll go about it.”

“You—you’ll do all the talking, Mr.
Lambert?”

“Yes. Now beatit!”

The paymaster shambled out. Lam-
bert waited a few minutes before he
followed him. He told his secretary
that he'd be gone for the day, went
downstairs and slid behind the wheel
of his big green sedan. It was then
that he noticed how sweaty his palms
were.

“I've got to do it,” he said through
his teeth.

HARLIE HOWELL'S hole-in-

the-wall office, where Lambert
spent the next three hours, was blue
and strong with cigar smoke.

“It must work,” the pink-cheeked,
smiling man told him. “Because I'm a
smarter crook than that Mexican poli-
ticlan. Fifty grand—and we get title
to the Moreno mines. And that British
syndicate must have those mines.
George, we’ll clear a quarter of a mil-
lion apiece.

Lambert nodded.

“We will. I've been doing some pri-
vate checking, too. I'll have the money
for you Monday.”

“George,” Howell said, smiling, “is
it a secret where you're getting all that
dough?”

Lambert’s eyes held the other’s.

“A secret—yes,” he said. “I think
you'll have no trouble guessing soon,
Charlie. But you won't ask questions.”

“I won't. A quarter of a million is
worth taking a chance for,” the pink-
cheeked man said, still smiling.

“That,” said Lambert, getting up, “is
what I thought.”

Lambert now drove to a garage near
his office which did his repair work.
He told the night man, who knew him,
that his spare tire was flat and he
wanted a short checked in his tail light.
He said he'd call for the car in the
morning. Then he took a taxi home.

He lived in a rambling suburban
house. Entering, he sensed the strange
loneliness of a home without its mis-
tress. [Edith, his wife, had been gone
several days now, visiting her mother
in Atlantic City, and the house some-
how sullenly resented her absence.
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He walked right on through to the
cellar steps off the dining room, turned
on the lights and ran down the steps.
The elongated basement was immacu-
late. Glancing right, he saw the com-
municating door leading into the ga-
rage. It was through this door that
Edward Rallston would pass tomorrow
morning.

He walked to the door, twisted the
Yale lock and passed into the garage.
The big doors here were open, as he'd
left them. He strode out into the drive-
way. It was quiet, dark, very lonely.

Facing him was a huge vacant lot
that embraced at least three normal
blocks. It was a messy jungle, but a
footpath bisected it. Ashley Drive, on
which his house faced, curved and
dipped along the right edge of the lot.
No private dwelling there at all, and
very little traffic passed here. On the
left was a walled private estate, un-
tenanted now.

“You couldn’t,” he whispered, *“ask
for more privacy. I1¢'1l work. O, it'll
work, all right.”

He retraced his steps back into the
living room, removed his hat and coat
and made himself comfortable in his
favorite chair. He sat there, smoking,
thinking, getting up occasionally only
to fetch another can of beer from the
refrigerator in the kitchen. He was
astonished when he suddenly noticed
that it was two o’clock in the morning.

“I'd better get some sleep,” he told
himself.

He made another trip to the refrig-
erator, but now he spiked his beer with
a generous slug of gin. He detested
the combination, a slight nausea revolt-
ing him as he raised his glass, but he
knew it was a swell sedative.

His legs already were heavy and his
head sluggish when he climbed the
stairs to his belroom. He set the alarm
for nine, wound the clock, and then
seated himself on the edge of the bed.
As he took off his shoes, he remem-
bered that he’d left the lights burning
downstairs and in the basement. Well,
nuts to them! And nuts with getting
undressed, too!

He yawned and slumped over on the
bed. He was asleep almost immedi-
ately.

E alarm awakened Lambert. He
lay still, shrinking from the sound,
waiting for- Edith to silence it, as she
did every morning. But it kept on and
on, and then he remembered. He sat
up jerkily and stopped the alarm. His
mouth felt fuzzy, but his head was clear
enough.

Reaching for his shoes, he said aloud:

“A big day today, brother. Yes, sir!”

Suddenly he was somehow reluctant
to put on his shoes, unwilling to get off
the bed. He decided he’'d better have a
drink.

He put on his shoes and went down-
stairs and had a husky shot of Scotch.
It brushed away his uneasiness like a
mop sweeping cobwebs. He was now
eager to get busy.

He went upstairs again and washed
and shaved. Appraising himself in the
mirror, he thought he looked perfectly
normal. He changed his shirt and was
careful the way he made his tie, and he
put on another suit. Glancing at the
alarm clock, he saw that it was now
twenty-five minutes after nine.

He was glad it was so late. Rallston
would be at the bank promptly at nine.
He'd leave at nine-fifteen, at the latest,
and he should be here by nine-forty.
Fifteen minutes from now

Wearing his hat, coat and gloves, he
descended into the basement. He ap-
proached the black, squat furnace. It
was cold, since he hadn’t started heat-
ing the house yet. The various imple-
ments associated with the furnace hung
on nails behind it.

Last night he had decided on the
long-handled hatchet, but now he
looked at the poker. He knew how
heavy it was. He brought it down and
swung it several times as if it were a
baseball bat. He tried the hatchet next.
Then he was sure. He felt more con-
fident with the poker.

He carried the poker to the inner
garage door, ajar now, stepped to one
side and experimentally swung the
heavy end up over his head. And it
was then that he heard the car in the
driveway.

He thought, his heart pounding. “I
can still tell him it’s all off.”

The car swung into the garage. A
brief squeal of brakes. The slam of a
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door. Heels on cement. Rallston’s
voice:

“Mr. Lambert?”

His fingers tightened on the poker.

“I’'m in here, Rallston.”

He heard footsteps approaching.
Closer, closer. He squeezed the cold
roundness of the poker. And there was
Rallston with the black satchel, step-
ping through the door, and Lambert
felt something rising within his chest,
pressing outward, as if he’d just
dropped ten floors in an express eleva-
tor.

He smashed down with the poker.

There was a sound he would never
forget and could never describe. Rall-
ston sgpilled left on his long legs. He
was a limp thing, held up—and released
—and folding now. He fell on his face
and lay still. His gray felt hat, still on
his head, was now battered and shape-
less.

Lambert lowered the poker. He ap-
proached Rallston and rolled him over
on his back. The hat came off and the
paymaster’s head almost immediately
was pillowed on something wet and
widening. It was red, and there was
another color in it, too. His eyes were
open and his mouth sagged. He seemed
astonished by something he saw on the
ceiling beam above him.

Lambert glanced at the money
satchel, then his eyes shifted to the
corpse again. As he kept watching it,
something drained from him. It left
him cold and grim and very steady.
The thing was done!

UNNING up the cellar steps, he
reversed the key and locked that
door. He dropped the key into his
pocket, switched off the lights and de-
scended the steps. Skirting the body,
he walked through the inner garage
door. He slammed it shut behind him
and made sure that the lock had caught.
Rallston’s car was a black coupe, a
couple years old—a car similar to thou-
sands of others. Lambert backed it out
of the garage and the driveway.

Not a soul in sight. He turned into
Ashley Drive. Neither pedestrians nor
cars, as yet.

Wessley Street and railroad tracks
and the slum section beyond it. He

drove through it. No lights here, no
pauses, very little traffic. Passing an
abandoned ice plant, he swung left into
the alleylike Spruce Street. He parked
the coupe there, got out, walked lei-
surely toward the corner.

An old Negro woman shuffled past
him. That was all. And then he turned
the corner, now on Kendall Avenue,
and thought:

“From now on, it's not so bad. I'll
make it!”

A ten-minute walk to his garage, and
it was good to hear Joe Parrish's cheer-
ful voice.

“Good morning, Mr. Lambert. Your
car is ready for you. The short in the
tail-light was just some worn insula-
tion.”

“Thanks, Joe,” he said.

He got into his own car and it was
ten-thirty when he reached the plant.
This was not unusual.

“Good morning, Mr. Lambert,” said
his old maidish secretary.

Familiar greeting, familiar scene.
Just another morning. He went into
his private office, hung up his hat and
coat and sat down behind his desk.
He waited for the phone to ring—and
it did, a few minutes later. As he ex-
pected, it was O’Keefe, the assistant
paymaster.

“I'm a bit worried about Mr. Rall-
ston, sir. He hasn’t returned with the
payroll yet. I phoned the bank and
they said he left with the money at
nine-twenty. He should have been
back here by ten, at the latest. Now
it's—"

Well, the ball was rolling.

O’Keefe got off the wire and Lam-
bert called Arthur Wyatt, president of
the Acme Textile.

“That sounds ugly, George,” Wyatt
said. “Maybe you'd better call the po-
lice.”

So Lambert phoned the police—and
the ball was booted again and it rolled
faster and things began to hum.
O’Keefe knew the license number of
Rallston’s coupe. Within twenty min-
utes, a radio car found it on Spruce
Street.

Lieutenant Collins, from Headquar-

ters, theorized about it in Wyatt's of-
fice:
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“If he were held up, there’s no reason
why the bandits should take him with
’em, Easler just to bash him over the
head. No, he took it on the lam with
the money. Probably swapped to an-
other car he had ready. We'll get him.
Was the payroll insured?”

Wyatt, fat, thick-necked and pom-
pous, looked as if this question were a
personal insult.

“Of course it's insured. But Rall-
ston has been ten years with this com-
pany and never ”

“Every man is honest until he com-
mits a crime,” Collins declared philo-
sophically. *“And is caught at it!”

E hours marched on, and the ball

kept rolling—always in the right

direction. The cashier at the bank

stated that Rallston had seemed pretty

jittery when he departed with the
money.

The landlady at his boarding house
came through with the information that
she had heard him pace the floor in his
room until wee hours of the morning
and that he had refused his breakfast.

Two investigators from the insur-
ance company came to see Lambert.
He spoke to them and found himself
kidding with them, and they had a few
drinks from the supply he always kept
in the office. The investigators liked
his liquor and they lingered on. And
some reporters came over, and they
lingered on, too, until it became a kind
of party.

After all, there was nothing partic-
ularly dramatic or unusual about an
embezzling paymaster. The concensus
was that Rallston was a fool for trying
it and that it was only a matter of time
before the cops picked him up.

It was ten o'clock when Lambert
finally drove home. As he ran up the
steps and fumbled for the key to the
front door, he half-expected a sharp
command and men with drawn guns.
And then he was in his living room,
turning on the lights. A silent house,
and he was both angry and grateful
for the relief he felt.

He squared his shoulders and his
mouth tightened and he went to the
cellar door. He could not see the
corpse until he walked halfway down
the steps. Then—there it was! Rall-

ston was still staring, astonished, at
the ceiling beam. And there was the
black money satchel.

He had feared meeting horror here;
he found that there was none. There
was just a man, dead. And there was
a problem that he must—and would—
solve within the next thirty minutes.
Then it really would be all over.

He strode to the furnace and brought
down the shovel. In a hamper where
Edith kept her dirty linen, he found a
large pillow-case. He stuffed into it
a length of clothes line. Then he
picked up a flashlight and walked
through the communicating door into
the garage and the driveway.

A black night, silent and lonely. He
crossed to the vacant lot in the rear of
the house, found the footpath and fol-
lowed it straight on through, alert and
wary like some night animal. He
came out onto a gravel road under con-
struction. Beyond it was an iron fence
enclosing a cemetery.

He crossed the road and walked left
along the fence, his feet rustling the
dry, dead grass. The little rear gate
should be just about here—and he saw
it a moment later. He tried the handle.
The gate swung inward, and he un-
consciously pursed his lips at the pro-
test of rusty hinges.

Slipping through, he looked for the
grave. As he remembered, it was a
bit to the left of the gate and some
thirty feet in. The pale blurs of the
tombstones made him think of the
anti-tank defenses he had seen in a
newsreel. He sidled past one uneven
row of them. And there it was—the
hole in the ground, the great mound of
earth to the left of it.

An open grave—waiting!

He stood there a little while, brood-
ing about the crazy whims of chance
and destiny. By sheer accident, he
had caught Rallston padding the pay-
roll. He had given the guy a break—
because he felt sorry for him.

Then Charlie Howell came along
with his ingenious and crooked scheme.
They could clean up a fortune—if they
could raise fifty grand. And it seemed
that they couldn’t possibly lay their
hands on that much money. The
chance of a lifetime and—no go!

And then Edith telephoned that she
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would return Sunday morning for Mrs.
Albright’s funeral. She had mentioned
casually that the funeral, scheduled
for Friday, had been postponed to Sun-
day morning. And the cemetery hap-
pened to be a two-minute walk across
the lot from the back of his home.

O HE'D strolled across and he saw

the open grave. And he thought
of Rallston, who would pick up a forty-
two-thousand-dollar payroll Saturday
morning. Saturday night—an open
grave, unguarded. And Sunday morn-
ing a cofin would be lowered into it,
making sacred that bit of ground to the
last remains and memory of some
worman.

But what if another body secretly
shared that grave? A body buried
below the coffin?

“Edward Rallston, the paymaster
who took it on the lam with forty-two
grand, will never be found,” he said
softly. “Never!”

On the right side of the pit was the
granite block and headstone of another
grave. He looped one end of the
clothes line about the stone, securing
it there. Then he slid down to the bot-
tom of the black hole. Placing the
flashlight on the ground, he got down
to work.

The earth was soft, and it was easy
enough to bite out big chunks with the
coal shovel. Starting from one end
of the pit, he dug a two-foot-wide
trough, retreating from it as it length-
ened. Minutes dragged and there was
only the sound of his breathing and the
soft sigh of earth spilling off the shovel.

It was finished finally, the trough
running the full length of the grave.
Panting, he picked up the flashlight,
stuck it in his pocket. Then he
grabbed the clothes line and pulled
himself out. And two minutes later,
he was back in the basement.

The paymaster’'s body was stiff,
rigor mortis already having set in.
Startlingly light, it came up like a
board as he lifted it off the floor. He
balanced it edgewise on his shoulder,
as if it were a six-foot plank.

The grim trek began. Across the
driveway. Along the path in the lot.
His ears were always wary -for the
sound of a car on the Drive, for a foot-

step, a voice. And he lived a long time
before he finally stood at the edge of
the grave.

He bared his teeth as he tossed the
body into the pit. And his skin
crawled as if he'd just shaken off some
hideous parasite.

“All right,” he panted, “let’s get it
over with.”

Down in the pit again, he yanked at
the legs so that the corpse slid into the
cradle of the trough. He grabbed the
shovel. With swift, sweeping strokes,
he began blotting out the body, piling
evenly the loose earth.

The trough soon became a low
mound. He tamped it down with the
back of the shovel. There was still
some surplus earth, which he gathered
into the pillowcase. He knotted the
mouth of the bag and lifted it out of
the pit.

Once again he went to work with
the edge and back of the shovel. He
smoothed and scraped the bottom of
the grave until there was absolutely no
suggestion of the elongated ditch that
had been dug there before.

He climbed out and now he got rid
of the surplus earth by sprinkling it
over the mound the gravediggers had
left. The last move was to detach the
clothes line from the tombstone.

“Well,” he whispered, “that’s that!”

E WAS free now—free to flee

from here. And yet he some-
how dreaded leaving. Was he sure
that he’d forgotten nothing? Little
things were always supposed to trap
murderers.

He began poking about with the
searchlight. Then he thought—this
wouldn’t be a scene of crime, with de-
tectives snooping about. .The hol-
low tragedy of a funeral would focus
attention here tomorrow morning.
People suffering genuine grief, people
faking sympathy, yet all absorbed by
the coffin, by the ceremony. Sure!

He edged away from there. For the
last time, he heard rusty hinges speak
as he closed the little gate behind him.
And he was walking across the lot, and
his confidence returned with a kind of
gush, fierce and strong.

He’d made it. Nothing could go
wrong now. Not now. Not any more.
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iH!e’cl run the gauntlet—and he made
t

He would never wear this suit again,
however. For, always, regardless how
many times it was cleaned, he would
sniff suspiciously at the right shoulder
of the jacket. And he would never
again attend a funeral.

He entered the basement. There
was Raliston's bloody hat. The
hideous stains on the cement floor. The
money satchel. Details that still had
to be taken care of.

Under the cellar steps, hung a dusty
straw basket he used on his fishing
trips. He brought it to the satchel,
opened the latter and transferred to
the basket the banded thousand-dollar
packets of tens and twenties. The look
of the money, the feel of it, did not ex-
cite him.

He could just about squeeze all the
money into the basket, which he now
hung back on its nail beneath the steps.
Like all his fishing equipment, it was
sacred in this house ; neither Edith nor
the maid would dare to touch it.

He returned to the satchel with an
old magazine he'd also found beneath
the stairs. Gingerly, he picked up the
stiff, crimson-black thing that was the
paymaster’'s hat and deposited it in the
fabricoid satchel. Then he tore pages
from the old magazine. He wadded
them as he threw them in after the hat.

Now he carried the satchel to the
cold furnace, thrust it through the fire
door. Behind the furnace was a
sprouted, two-gallon jug of kerosene.
He could tell when he lifted it that it
was half-full. He spilled quite a bit of
it into the satchel, soaking the wads
of paper there. Then he threw in the
lighted match.

He watched the flames shoot up,
hesitant, then swiftly joyous and hun-
gry, consuming the bag and its con-
tents. It was the final funeral pyre, he
thought, of the deadly enemy he’d en-
gaged.

No, there was still something else.
He carried the kerosene container to
the dark stains on the floor. Pouring
a small pool there, he ignited it, and
here too a dancing, gay little pyramid
of flames marked another funeral pyre.

He lingered in the basement until
those flames died out, leaving a black-

ish patch that now only a laboratory
could identify, Through the open
damper of the fire door, he saw that the
fire had spent itself there too. Noth-
ing left now of the bloody hat. And
only a few bits of metal, fallen through
the grates, remained of Rallston’s
money satchel.

“Yes, I made it,” he told himself.
“Yes!”

E WAS suddenly swept by a

tremendous feeling of emancipa-
tion. It felt glorious to regain the ex-
clusive claim on his life and freedom.
Almost, it was like being reborn.

He went upstairs, had a drink and
carried the squat bottle of Scotch into
the living room. He turned on the
radio. Spanish music, of which he was
very fond. He relaxed in his chair.
With imperceptible transition, his feel-
ing of elation faded before the reaction
of deadly fatigue.

He sat with the Scotch, listening to
the music but not really hearing it,
drinking automatically. The music
ended, and there was a news broadcast,
and that went off, too. He did not
remember just when he had drifted
into sleep—nor why he now suddenly
awakened, tense and suspicious.

Glancing at his watch, he eaw that it
was only one o’clock. He’d slept an
hour or so. He caught himself listen-
ing to something. And then he real-
ized what it was. Rain. A slashing
rain drumming the porch windows.
That was what had awakened him.

He stared at the rain-blurred win-
dows, grimly aware that something
was wrong, trying to put his finger on
itt. Then he got it—and the hot,
scratchy little things he thought he’'d
purged from his system again began
crawling in the pit of his stomach.

Only a thin layer of earth concealed
the thing buried in the bottom of the
grave. And the slashing rain, churning
the earth, washing it away in muddy
rivulets—it was only too probable that
it would expose the corpse!

He lurched out of the chair. He felt
the savage resentment of a weary sol-
dier who is once again booted out of
the dug-out to face the horror and
chaos of no-man’s land.

This was a summer rain, not the kind
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one could expect in October. And why
did it have to rain tonight? A dry
spell for weeks

He went to the porch window. He
could hear and see the rain slowing up
now, its fury spent. In a few minutes,
it stopped altogether. But had it al-
ready done its harm?

He clenched his fists, then he opened
them and slapped his thighs. It had to
be done! So he walked down to the
basement, picked up the flashlight,
once again got the clothes line and the
coal shovel. His resentment as he
walked out was a sick and poisonous
thing. Oh, how he hated that rain!

It was a wild, black night. A wind
had come up, damp and cold. There
was a threat of more rain in the air.
He followed the path across the lot.
The ground was spongy, but not too
muddy. There were shallow puddles
here and there, reflecting like polished
stone the white finger of the flashlight.
Apparently it hadn’t rained long.

The little gate had a new sound now
in its wet hinges. The bad teeth of the
first row of tombstones. And then he
stood at the open grave, lancing down-
ward a beam from the flashlight.

He saw what he had feared. The
earth had seeped and washed—and
there, clearly visible, were two muddy
shoe tips. And another muddy lump
that was the head. He could even
make out the plastic mass suggesting
the outlines of the body.

OMEHOW the sight dissipated his
vicious resentment. For, in a
way, luck still was with him. How
easily he might have slept another hour
—and not have discovered that it had
rained. Now it was just a task of un-
pleasant brute labor—to bury the
corpse deeper. He had many hours
et before daylight. Yes, it might have
een much worse.

As he did before, he secured one end
of the clothes line to the tombstone and
used the rest of it to help lower himself
into the pit. He found the bottom of
it now to be sticky, clayish mud. Well,
it could be shovelled anyway, and it
would probably be firmer a bit lower.

He forced the base of the flashlight
into the earth wall and foeused the
light so that it spread and shone down-

ward. Then he stooped and yanked
at the yellow shoes. The board-stiff
corpse came heaving up from beneath
its muddy cover—a kind of nightmar-
ish resurrection. He rolled it to one
side of the trough now once again ex-
posed.

Reaching for the shovel, he thrust it
into the ground. It struck something
solid. His frayed nerves made him
curse what must be a stone there. He
jabbed the shovel at another point.
Rock again. A large stone, apparently.
For the third time, he sank the shovel,
now at a point a foot away. And again
it struck a hard surface.

His eyes narrowed, and he suddenly
became thoughtful rather than impa-
tient. He took a step forward and
tried the other end of the trough. The
same result—rock! A few minutes
later, the ugly truth had him by the
throat.

He could not bury the body any
deeper. Because a rocky ledge passed
there. Rock! A pneumatic drill might
break it—pickaxes. But not a shovel.
He could not bury the body any
deeper!

He dropped the shovel and stood
there numb with shock, desperate be-
yond mere terror. It was like diving
off the high board and suddenly find-
ing that the water had disappeared and
jagged rocks were below.

There was not enough earth above
the rocky ledge in which to bury Rall-
ston’s body. And so he was stuck with
the corpse of the man he had mur-
dered.

He lighted a cigarette, dragged the
smoke deep into his Ilungs. His
thoughts were jammed like an ice floe,
piled up and frozen and meaningless.
He was stuck with that corpse!

Slowly, the shocked numbness began
to leave him. Something had to be
done. Fortunately he still had a half
dozen hours until daylight. As the
very last alternative, he could drag the
corpse back to his car and drive it out
somewhere. But this would make what
he had considered a flawless crime just
another murder, clumsy and dangerous.

Could he find some solution right
here in the grave? He thought of the
mound of earth above. He could shovel
some of it down, use it to make the
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extra layer he so very desperately
needed. But there was an ugly risk at-
tached to this.

The gravediggers would return, of
course, to complete the job here. Surely
their experienced eyes would notice the
shrinking of the mound and the fact
that the grave was not so deep as it had
been. They would know that someone
had tampered with the grave.

And from their surprise and suspi-
cion, it would be only a short step to
police investigation, to the discovery of
the body, to the linking of the fact that
he, Lambert, lived just across the lot.
The police wouldn’t need much more

the solution. Why not bury the corpse
in the side of the grave?

Sure, why not? There were earthen
walls on either side. All he had to do
was to carve out a niche, like those in
Roman catacombs, place the corpse
there, plaster the earth back, tamp it
down, smooth and solid again. The
earth that the paymaster’s body would
displace could be used to refill the
trough at the bottom of the pit. Per-
fect!

He passed his hand over his eyes,
weak and shaken for a moment by the
relief he felt. Then he tilted the flagh-
light upward, directing the beam on the
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of a lead. Then he'd be walking on
horribly treacherous thin ice.

“I must think of something else,” he
whispered. “I must!”

OR minutes after this, his thoughts

raced like @ caged squirrel in a
tread mill. Round and round—and get-
ting nowhere. And time slipped ever
on. And there was the corpse.

He considered burying the corpse out
on the vacant lot somewhere. But chil-
dren often played there. And there
were dogs. If one of them should be-
gin digging, barking

He had it! It flashed and flared like
gunpowder touched off, and he was
again stunned by the very simplicity of

opposite wall, and grabbed the shovel.

The earth seemed driest along the
center. He sank the shovel there and
tore out the first chunk. And then an-
other and another and still another.

He controlled himself when he real-
ized that there was no necessity for
being so frantic. He had plenty of time
—and he had a way out. Such a simple
way out—but what if he hadn’t though
of it!

The scar deepened in the side of the
pit. Now he began lengthening it. He
felt a drop of rain. He’d better have
the thing dug before he wallowed knee
deep in the muck. He worked faster, a
burying animal, panting, plastered from
head to foot with earth and mud.
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Suddenly he realized that he was
burying the corpse with the earth he
took out of the side of the pit. He
turned and stooped to shovel some of
that earth away from the body. And
it was then that the thing happened!

He sensed rather than actually saw
the motion behind him—earth toppling
downward like an oily wave breaking.
It struck his back, a yielding mass with
terrific weight behind it. He was
thrown to the other side of the pit, and
the earth piled on his legs, his thighs,
his back. A mass beneath which he
frantically tried to claw out.

And then something else—something
solid and brutal—struck with crushing
force the small of his back. It pinned
him down, a tremendous heel grinding
there, and he gave a cry that was like
the thin wail of a child.

E lay still, instinctively realizing

that the numb feeling beneath the
grinding thing on his back would be-
come a horror of agony if he disturbed
it. His left arm was pinned under him.
He could move his right arm. He could
turn his head slightly. That was all.

The flashlight still remained stuck in
the opposite wall. It bathed imperson-
ally, meaninglessly, the clayish earth
all around him.

“Two walls to choose from—and 1
pick the one that would undermine the
adjoining grave. A huge block of gran-
ite there and the tombstone and the
ground already softened by the rain—
oh, why didn’t I think!”

Lambert began to cry, but stopped it
when he realized that he was bawlmg
And he thought—this is the end, isn’t
it? No bright ideas could springboard
from here, could they?

The drops of rain intensified. Heavier
and more frequent, and now he could
hear the song of the rain. Without pre-
meditation, he suddenly tried to strug-
gle forward, writhing his shoulders and
hips.

He screamed, for he had never known
such pain, brutal and hideous and white
hot. Smashed bones where the corner
of the huge granite slab had struck him.
It did not merely pin him helpless. It
was boring, boring, a merciless thing of
vengeance.

Now he found that his cheek lay in
two inches of mud. He had to twist
his head so that his mouth and nose
might be out of it. The rocky ledge
held the rain. The huge, muddy pud-
dle at the bottom of the grave was
slowly rising. And he could not move!

The savage, bitter irony of it made
him forget the pain for a few moments.
It wasn't the police who would destroy
him. Nor the landslide. No, it was
the rain. The rain had upset his plans.
And the rain would soon kill him.

Already he could suck air only
through the corner of his mouth. And
then some muddy water came in with
it. He coughed, and this started the
frightful pain in his back again. And
with the cruel thing grinding there, he
stopped hating the rain. It would have
been so long until morning.
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Grim Disaster Comes to
Those Who Would Arouse
the Vengeful Wrath of
the Mighty Yakamfwa!

HERE were four men who es-
I caped from the African penal
colony, and it happened that
each was born on a successive day of
the week.
Monday’s child is fair of face . . . .
Little Juan Pico deftly steered the
longboat north and remembered, with
some pleasure, how neatly his knife
had slipped into the guard’s back. The
blade, which he had named death, was
at his side, as always. Pico’s brown,
innocent-looking face wore a happy
smile.
The escape had been well planned,
and no doubt the guards were even now
cursing and crashing through the

jun“glle.
ell, let them. The Spaniard’s gen-
tle voice cursed them obscenely, but
without malice.

Tuesday’s child 1s full of grace . . . .

God had been very gcod, Pierre
Bonheur thought, idly spinning the
chamber of his stolen revolver. But
the Lord always watched over Pierre.
How else explain the fact that he had
been sent to Africa, rather than the
guillotine? That old widow in Paris
—she had screamed much too loudly
when Pierre, masquerading in his fa-
vorite disguise as a priest, had stran-
gled her,

Who would have expected the old
woman to be so lively? Well, it did

87
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not matter now. The longboat’s make-
shift sail swelled in the wind, and
within a few days they would be safe.
There was sufficient food and a cask of
good, sweet water. The Frenchman's
white, fleshy face shone with benevo-
lence.

Wednesday’s child is full of woe

Tom Mahon was a New Englander
—a huge, red-haired giant, with the
dour, harsh face of a Puritan. His
mouth was perpetually drawn down at
the corners. He had an unfortunate
habit of using his gnarled fists for
Eurposes upon which the law frowned.

is crime? He had, as third mate of
the Pacific Queen, killed his skipper
by breaking his neck with an unlucky
punch. But he had been drunk at the
time.

His piggish little eyes gleamed as he
glanced around the boat, and, weather-
wise, read the signs in the cloudy sky.
There wouldn’t be a storm, but there
would be a hatful of wind. Just what
they needed. If necessary, there were
the oars. But he was the only man in
the crew with strength enough to pull
them!

Thursday’s child has fartogo . . .

Rupert Leeuw felt saddened at
being in the company of men who were
stupid as well as criminals. The not-
quite-middle-aged Dutchman sat mo-
tionless, his gray hair flying in the
wind, and remembered Amsterdam,
the vanes of the windmills turning
slowly and sunset on the Zuyder Zee.
Being a philosopher, he bore no malice
to the police who had arrested him for
various murders, and, being a little in-
sane, he did not quite know why he
had killed.

CIENTIFIC research, he thought.

But not since the child-murderer
of Dusseldorf had such horror been
roused in the newspapers. Still, proof
had been lacking, and so Leeuw es-
caped the penalty he deserved. He
sighed, turned his heavy head, and
stared at Salimu.

Nobody knew what day Salimu had
been born because he was a native
African, with ebony skin where it
showed around the stained scarlet
cloth that draped him from chest to

loins. He carried a vicious knife with
a curved blade, and was a young witch-
doctor.

It was through Salimu that the four
had contrived their escape. Not until
the last moment had he announced his
intention of joining them on their
perilous voyage. He squatted on his

haunches, dark face immobile, and
stared at the sun.
“My mouth is burning up,” Juan

Pico said. ‘‘Pass me some water.”
Leeuw, sitting near the cask, said,
“Ja,” and ladled out a dipperful, pass-
ing it to Mahon. The New Englander
lifted the wooden lid and peered in,
nodding with satisfaction.
“There is plenty,” Leeuw said.
“That don’t mean we can drink it up
today,” Mahon added grimly. “If a
storm comes along—" He didn’t fin-
ish, but gave the dipper to Bonheur.
The Frenchman swished the water

about and sipped a little. His white
face gleamed with sweat.
“Heaven will guide us,” he said

unctuously. “But it is very hot.”

“Let's have it.” Pico stretched out
a lean brown hand.

“Here, my son,”
said.

The Spaniard grinned mockingly
and gulped water.

“Bueno! Very good!" he exclaimed.
“I’ll be glad to get north, where the
sun isn’t an oven. Even in Madrid we
have some wind, but this is a breath
out of hell.”

“It fills the sails,” Leeuw told him,
and kept his gaze steadily on the mo-
tionless Salimu.

“Why do you keep looking at that
native?” Mahon said roughly.

Leeuw shrugged. *I am curious to
know why he accompanied us. A ris-
ing young medicine-man—he can com-
mand many head of cattle from his
tribe. Why should he go forth into
unknown lands?”

“You have the silver tongue,” Pico
murmured. “But I, too, have won-
dered. [Especially since our friend
carries something hidden under that
red cloth of his. His hand strays to it
sometimes. It must be valuable to
him.”

They were speaking English, which
Salimu did not understand. But he

the Frenchman
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must have caught a few words, for he
stirred uncomfortably and touched his
knife-hilt.

The sun beat down remorselessly,
but it was long past noon. Presently
the swift tropic night would fall. That
did not matter, however, for there was
a compass.

“He speaks French,” the white-faced
Bonheur said. “Let me—" He turned
to Salimu. “We are curious, ami. We
have been wondering why you took
the risk of joining us, men with prices
on our heads.”

EEUW and Pico knew French,
and waited tensely for the an-
swer. Mahon understood a little—all
sailormen understand lingua Franca,
the composite dialect of many tongues.
Salimu’s face, bearing the scars that
told of his initiation into the priest-
hood, twisted into a scowl.

“That is no hard question, B'wana,”
he replied. “There was a very old
priest who hated me. He saw me as a
rival, and wanted me dead. So I was
afraid.”

“You are young and strong,” Bon-
heur suggested. “Why did you not—"

“He would have poisoned me,” Sali-
mu said. “Or cursed me. The curse
of Yakamfwa, the water-cobra. That
is our tribal totem.” His hand moved
in a meaningful gesture.

“He’s got something valuable,” Bon-
heur said in English. *“Something he
stole. That was why he didn’t want to
stay with his people.”

Mahon’s tiny eyes gleamed greedily.

“Yeah? It's probably some sacred
medicine.”

“I do not think so.” Bonheur fin-
gered his revolver. *“Mahon, can you
get his knife?”

“You mean—" Mahon begun.

“Be quiet,” the Dutchman, Leeuw,
interrupted. "'He's getting suspicious.
Wait a bit.”

There was silence. The broiling
sun beat down heavily. There was no
protection against it, save when the
sail sometimes threw a shadow. Wave-
lets splashed softly against the long-
boat’s sides.

“We do not need him any more,”
Pico said at last. “Shall I throw my
knife?”

“No,” Lesuw said. “We might want
to find out a few things from him.
I've an idea.” He dipped into the cask
of water. “Everyone drink. When
Salimu does, Mahon, grab him. I'll
have my gun ready.”

“Okay.” The red-haired giant
gulped water, and passed the dipper
bacE. Finally, after all the others
were satisfied, the container went to
Salimu. He hesitated, but finally
lifted it to his lips. Still, his hand lay
lightly on his knife-hilt.

For an instant his attention was dis-
tracted, and Mahon’s huge body
lunged forward. The gorilla-like arms
swept around the native. Mahon’s
gnarled hand closed over Salimu’s,
crushing it against the knife-hilt.

“B’'wana!” Salimu shrieked. Ya—"

None of the others moved, though
Salimu’s eyes went appealingly to
them as he was held motionless in the
Yankee’s powerful grip. Only Leeuw
shifted the revolver a little.

The knife clattered on the boat’s
bottom, and Bonheur reached out a
foot and drew it toward him.

“Steady on!” Pico called sharply.
“We'll turn over!”

But there was no danger. Salimu
struggled like a wildcat, and at last
Leeuw leaned forward and smashed
the revolver against the kinky black
head. The native went limp and mo-
tionless.

Every eye was on Mahon as he
stripped the red cotton cloth from
Salimu’s body and tossed it aside.
Bound about the native's thigh was a
small package, wrapped in wool.
Mahon opened it.

“Dios!”

That was Pico, leaning forward
tensely, forgetting the tiller as his
gaze was held to the immense, glowing
diamond in Mahon's big hand. The
gem was uncut, but these men knew
jewels thoroughly. And they realized
that this stone represented an immense
fortune.

Salimu woke up then, screamed,
and grabbed at the gem. Mahon deftly
gave it to Leeuw and pinioned the na-
tive’s arm behind his back, twisting it

viciously.
“B’wanal/” Salimu yelped. “Adie—"
“You talk his lingo, Leeuw,”
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grunted Mahon. “Get him to spill the
dope.”

“Ja.” Leeuw stared keenly at the
native. “We palaver, Salimu. True
palaver. Where did you steal this
diamond?” )

But the other was almost incoherent
with hysterical fear. Not the fear of
death. It was something more. . . .

“Yakamfwa!"” Salimu screeched. “I
have broken the mugilo!”

“He means taboo,” Leeuw said to
the others, and turned back to Salimu.
“What is this about Yakamfwa, the
water-cobra? Whom did you kill to
get this jewel?” He leaned forward
and brutally slapped the native’s face.

“The curse of Yakamfwa—1I did not
believe in it!” Salimu said. “I thought
I could steal the diamond from the
temple hut and sell it. I thought I
would be safe if—" Salimu screamed
again as Mahon bent his arm back.

“Talk,” Leeuw said grimly. The
pistol’s muzzle jutted forward.

“It—it was the sacred jewel of our
tribe. It was kept under water, al-
ways, in a pot before the shrine of
Yakamfwa, the sea-cobra. The old
priest—I killed him and took the dia-
mond. I did not believe in the curse,
B’wana.”

“What curse?” Leeuw demanded.

“Only holy hands may touch the
diamond. If a man has sinned—mur-
dered—the curse of Yakamfwa will
strike him. And—arie!/—it is true! It
is true!”

Suddenly, with a quick writhe, Sa-
limu slipped out of Mahon's grip. His
naked body arched toward Leeuw,
struck the Dutchman, and bore him
back. The bcdt swayed and rocked
perilously.

“Steady!” Mahon roared, gripping
the thwarts. “Bonheur! Use that
knife!”

The Frenchman, holding the na-
tive's blade, abruptly dropped it and
lunged for the diamond as it rolled
toward him. At the tiller, Juan Pico
hissed between his teeth and let his
little knife fly. The weapon sang
through the air and dug deep into
Salimu’s back.

Simultaneously Leeuw's gun ex-
ploded. The African gave a queer,
coughing grunt, and his body arched

back. Then he dropped backward,
and the Dutchman pushed him aside
as he carefully rose, rubbing his
throat.

“Tried to strangle me,” he growled.
“Ach! . .. Well, he is dead. Good!”

There was a gaping hole in Salimu’s
ebony chest, from which red liquid
welled.

“Throw him overboard,” Mahon

commanded. “He’s making a mess
here. Got the diamond all right,
Bonheur?”

“Qui. I have it.”

“My knife!” Pico shouted. “Pull it
out of Salimu before you get rid of
him!”

Mahon obeyed, tossing the weapon
to the youngster. Then he slid Salimu
overboard with a powerful heave. The
body sank slowly through the blue,
translucent water.

“Keep an eye on that stone,” the
New Englander grunted. “If it goes
overboard—"

“I swim very well,” Pico said, grin-
ning.

For answer, Mahon silently pointed.
A lean, torpedo-like shadow was slid-
ing through the depths. Further
away, a triangular fin broke the sur-
face.

“Not in these waters you don't,”
Mahon said, with grim humor. Pico
shrugged.

ONHEUR’S white face was dank
with sweat as he stared at the
jewel he held.

“How much do you
warth?” he asked.

“Let’s see it.”” Leeuw took it from
him. “Thousands, at least. Even
when it's cut.”

“Dollars?” Mahon asked.

“Pounds. It's big. Another Kohi-
noor.”

“Good!” Pico said cheerfully. “We
will be rich, all of us! But who will
keep the stone?”

“We’ll figure that out later,” Mahon
told him. “First of all, we've got to
make port. There may be boats put-
ting out after us.”

“We follow the original plan?”
Bonheur asked.

“Might as well. The Araka Penin-
sula’s safe enough. From there we

think it’s
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can cut inland. Once we reach the
Araka, we can stop worrying.”

“The diamond?” Pico said quietly.

Mahon challenged him with his
eyes.

“I'll keep it,”” he snapped.

“No, Senor Mahon,” Pico disagreed.

“Honor among thieves,” Leeuw
said, with wry sarcasm. “Drop it in
the water-cask. That way, we’'ll be
safe till we hit Araka.”

Bonheur passed him the jewel.

“Oui, that is wise,” he assented.
“Did not our poor dead friend say it
was kept in a pot of water in his
jungle temple?”

The stone fell, with a tiny splash,
and Leeuw put back the wooden cover.

“Now we can rest, for a while,” he
said with satisfaction. “Wait, Mahon!
Don’t throw that cloth overboard. It
will make a little shade, at least.”

The New Englander, holding the
red cotton cloth Salimu had worn
wrapped around his body, grimaced
with distaste.

“Not for me,”” he growled, and
tossed the garment to Leeuw, who

calmly lay down and spread the
folded cloth over his face.
“I sleep,” Leeuw said. “If you are

wise, you will do so also.”
Mahon made his way to the tiller.
“T'll take over, Pico.”
The Spaniard nodded. *“Gracias.”
Then there was silence, as the hot
African wind pushed at the sails and
sent the longboat speeding north, with
four men and a fortune aboard. . . .

HAT night Pierre Bonheur died.
In his suffering befere he passed
on, Pico tended him with gentle,
feminine kindness; lL.eeuw held the
dipper to his lips; Mahon held him
motionless when, in his frenzy, he
surely would have torn his face to
ribbons with his nails. Each one of
the three hoped Bonheur would die
quickly, but, for certain unvoiced rea-
sons, each one kept the thought well
hidden.

The affair was not at all pleasant,
because Bonheur grew delirious and
his obscene blasphemies made Pico, at
least, feel uncomfortable. The young
Spaniard always made it a point to do
penance for his misdeeds, and he felt

sure that Bonheur was doing himself
no good in Heaven.

It was a bad business. The French-
man got abnormally thirsty, and at
last it was necessary to refuse him
water. He screamed that fire was
seeping through his veins and that
Yakamfwa, the water-cobra, had bitten
him. Well, there were sea-snakes in
these waters, and Mahon stripped
Bonheur and examined him as thor-
oughly as possible by the faint moon-
light.

The Frenchman's body was white
and soft, with a curious pulpy rot-
tenness, as though his muscles had
long ago turned to some horrible half-
solid stuff. There were a few old
duelling scars here and there, but no
sign of a snake’s fangs.

Yet Bonheur insisted that Ya-
kamfwa had bitten him. He showed
symptoms similar to those of snake-
bite. His eyes bulged glassily and his
face was congested with blood. Veins
stood out on his forehead. Toward the
end he cursed everything on earth and
died with shocking slowness.

So they threw him overboard, first
making sure that the diamond was still
in the water-cask.

“It is all quite impossible, of
course,” Leeuw said. "Yet I have
studied anthropology, and the African
witch-doctors know quite a bit. Do
you suppose Salimu managed to poi-
son the food or the water?”

Mahon growled dissent.

“I 4eel okay,” he grumbled.
you?”

“I feel good, but I am afraid.” Pico
looked very unhappy. “Perhaps I am
too superstitious.”

By this time it was dawn. They
had kept on their course, despite the
horror of the night. and the longboat
had made excellent progress. Two
more nights and they would be safe
on the Araka Peninsula, ready to
plunge through the jungle to a settle-
ment where few questions would be
asked.

“Anyway,” Mahon said, “the dia-
mond will be split only three ways,
now.” He examined the food. There
wasn't much of it, but it seemed clean
and good. The water was sweet, with
no trace of poison. At the bottom of

“Don’t
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the cask the diamond lay like a huge
dim eye.

Yet each man in the boat suspected
that one of the other two had killed
Bonheur.

Finally, by common consent, they
made certain. They stripped, one by
one, while the other two searched for
any concealed poison. And these men
were well versed in the tricks by
which objects may be hidden, even
by a naked man. When they had fin-
ished, they were quite certain that
there was no poison to be found in
the boat.

ULLING his singlet over blis-
tered shoulders, Mahon grunted:
“I guess maybe a cobra did get Bon-
heur, after all. I must have missed
the marks in the dark.”
“I have seen no sea-snakes.” Leeuw
shrugged. “Only the sharks.”
Pico, staring at the triangular fins
that followed the longboat, shud-

did.”

“Si,"” Pico broke in eagerly, leaning
on the tiller. "I have seen something
like that in my own country. A gypsy
woman I knew put a curse on my
brother. She made a small mud image
of him and did things to it. Unpleas-
ant things. When my brother found .
out he fell sick and died. and I was
his heir. But he did not have as much
as I thought.”

“Sure you didn’t pay the gypsy to
do it?” Mahon asked sardonically.

Pico only smiled.

“Quien sabe?” He shrugged. Cer-
tainly I paid no gypsy to kill poor
Bonheur.”

There was silence again. Under a
hot, cloudless sky the boat sped north.
There was no sign of pursuit. But
a tension grew and throbbed in the
heavy, stagnant air, almost palpable,
almost tangible. Each man dreaded
the coming of night, when a sea-cobra
might writhe over the side of the boat

Next Issue-’s‘Gr‘een Ghost Novel: fHE

dered and crossed himself. He kept his
knife ready for any flat, venomous
head that might lance suddenly over
the side and strike at him.

“Dios,” he whispered, sweat on his
handsome face. “There may be some-
thing in this Yakamfwa curse, after
all.” .

But nothing happened that day.
Except that the sun grew hotter and
the breeze failed a little. Not enough
to matter, however, though they used
the oars for an hour or so.

Soon after midday, Leeuw broke a
long silence.

“About Bonheur," he began, "I have
an idea that auto-suggestion killed
him. He was a most superstitious man,
and that was fatal.”

“How do you mean?" Mahon stared
at him, his red hair plastered dankly
on the sunburned forehead.

“Well, subconsciously he was wor-
rying about the curse. Maybe he got
a touch of sunstroke, or fever. Auto-
suggestion did the rest. He believed
he was dying of the curse—and so he

as it rode low in the water, and search
out a victim. . . .

But it was cold steel that killed that
night.

In the silvery dimness of the moon-
light Pico began sobbing and gasping,
and presently said that his head was
ready to burst.

“It is like Bonheur,” he panted. “I
am thirsty, and there is fire running
through my veins. It is the Yakamfwa
curse!”

Mahon and Leeuw sat motionless,
eying the dark figure at the tiller.
Pico went on:

“But there was no snake, no sea-
cobra. Nothing struck me with its
fangs. I am sure of that. Dios! My
belly is afire! And—and—"

Soon he began to scream about
Yakamfwa. When the other two tried
to get near him, Pico menaced them
with his knife.

“Do not touch me!” he screamed.
“Let me be, curse you! Let me be!”

“"We've got to get at the tiller,”
Mahon said to Leeuw in a low, tense
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undertone., ‘““He'’s
course.”

“Ja. I have the gun.”

They had spoken too loudly, and
Pico heard.

“The gun!” he raged. *“Shoot me,
Leeuw! I do not want to die as Bon-
heur died. I can feel the tortures of
Purgatory already.”

But they did not shoot Pico. It was
difficult to aim in the gloom, and they
did not wish the Spaniard, wounded,
to come leaping at them with his

steering off

knife. Leeuw had the long blade
taken from the witch-doctor, and
Mahon gripped the gun. Both men

were waiting tensely, wincing at the
sounds that came out of the darkness
shrouding Pico.

He did not die easily. Like Bon-
heur, he cursed for a little time, but
then changed to low, sobbing moans
that quavered out on the still air like
the cries of a tortured beast in agony.
Over and over he whispered:

they expected to strike the Araka
Peninsula.

Mahon’s dour face was ‘black with
sunburn. His red hair flamed like a
banner. He seemed to ignore the blaz-
ing heat, however, and sat like a statue
at the tiller.

Leeuw had made a folded pad for
his head out of Salimu's red cotton
garment, now faded and discolored.
The Dutchman’s skin was peeling,
and angry scarlet wherever it showed.

They ate and drank, and sailed on.
Neither one mentioned that the dia-
mond’s value would be split only in
two shares now. But the thought lay,
like a crawling maggot of evil, in two
brains. Neither man trusted the other.
Both Leeuw and Mahon would have
preferred to be the sole owner of the
priceless jewel.

And the stone lay in the water-cask,
gray and rough, looking not at all
valuable. It might have been a chip of
soapstone, rather than the jewel of

CASE OF THE ASTRAL ASSASSIN

“Yakamfwa . . . Yakamfwa . . .

Then he prayed to the water-cobra
and pleaded for mercy. He would
serve Yakamfwa faithfully, he said, if
only the snake god would save him
from such a horrible death. His voice
rose and fell as the tides of agony
waxed and waned through Pico's
veins.

At last he killed himself with his
little knife.

They kept the body aboard till
morning, intending to search it for
fang-marks, but at the first light they
changed their minds. All of Pico's
handsomeness had gone and his face
was that of an imbecile gargoyle.
Mahon let go the tiller and silently
heaved the corpse overside. There
was a swirl of foam almost at the
boat's hull. The sharks were getting
to expect their grim food.

All that day they sailed north,
under a good wind, two men who
watched each other in silence. They
ate and drank little. The provisions
would last till the next evening, when

Yakamfwa, which no bloodstained
hands might safely touch.

AHON kept the revolver and

Leeuw fingered Salimu’s long
blade. They sat in opposite ends of
the boat, while the silence between
them grew into a deadly, ominous wall.
They did not look at the sun as it
slipped down slowly toward the west,
and dipped beneath the horizon. Only
twenty-four hours to go. At sundown
the next evening they would be in
Araka.

“Want to steer?’” Mahon called at
last. He gave Leeuw the course, and
the Dutchman squatted silently at the
tiller. Mahon went forward to the
bow and lay down full length, but he
did not sleep. The whisper of the
waves was too much like a serpent’s
hiss. He kept thinking of curses, and
the way Bonbeur and Pico had died.

At midnight Leeuw relinquished the
tiller to Mahon. The Dutchman went
forward to the water-cask, drew a dip-
perful, and gulped it down. Then he
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looked very carefully at Mahon, who
was a vague shadow ldoming against
the rocking horizon of the sea.

He filled the dipper again, and put
it down carefully under one of the
seats. Then he took the folded red
cotton cloth from his head and thrust
its corner into the water. He waited.

Mahon could not see what he was
doing, Leeuw thought. Ja’ And he
would never know. Not till he died
in agony, as Bonheur and Pico had
died, with the ordeal poison of Africa
flaming through his veins. There was
no expression at all on Leeuw’s heavy
face. But he was feeling exultant,
more so, even, than he had in Amster-
dam, when the police were searching
vainly for a mad killer.

Mad? They had been fools. For
Rupert Leeuw was a philosopher and
a scientist. Why, if he had not studied
anthropology he would never have in-
sisted on keeping Salimu’s garment,
when Mahon wanted to throw it over-
board after the native's butchered
corpse.

Yds, Leeuw had read a great deal.
He knew how African witch-doctors
sometimes carry their medicines, when
burdens must be light and gourds
would be too heavy. They soaked
their garments in the medicine they
needed most. And Leeuw had thought
it logical that Salimu would provide
-himself with a strong poison, in case
he met enemies.

The Dutchman even thought he
knew the nature of the venom. It was
the “black medicine” of the ordeal,
made from crocodile glands. The red
cloth had been steeped in the deadly
stuff, and Leeuw had found it fairly
easy, under cover of darkness, to poi-
son a dipperful of water before hand-
ing it to Bonheur. That was when he
realized his guess had been correct.
So young Pico had died next, and now
it was Mahon's turn.

What was the fool doing? Steering.
No, he was advancing slowly through
the dark. Why. . . .

Hastily Leeuw drew the red cloth
from the dipper and laid it aside. Its
work was done. There was enough
poison in that water to kill several
men.

“What's wrong, Mahon?” he called.
“Want me to take the tiller?”

HERE was no answer. The big

figure seemed to draw together
and hesitate. Then, out of the dark-
ness, came a spurt of red fire and a
sharp report. Leeuw screamed, clutch-
ing at his stomach, and collapsed in a
writhing heap.

Mahon waited, his gun ready. But
Leeuw’s struggles did not last long.
Presently the Dutchman lay quiet.
The giant’s piggish, tiny eyes glinted
with satisfaction. Good! That was
done, and now the diamond belonged
to one man only.

Mahon shrugged. Leeuw had prob-
ably intended to kill him, he thought,
once they were in the jungle at Araka.
Two men and a diamond worth a for-
tune—it was inevitable that one of
them must die. Only Mahon had
struck first.

The boat lurched as a gust filled the
sail, heeling the craft over. With a
muffled curse Mahon whirled and
sprang to the tiller. There was a pre-
carious moment while he wrestled
with it, but soon the danger was past.
Yet it had given Mahon a bad moment.
If -the boat had capsized in these
shark-infested waters, not to mention
the sea-cobras that had killed Bonheur
and Pico, he would be finished in-
stantly.

A sound came out of the darkness
then. The moon came for an instant
from behind a cloud, and Mahon saw
that Leeuw was moving. The Dutch-
man’s bulky body lurched forward,
smashed against the cask and sent it
toppling overside.

Laughter bubbled up from Leeuw’s
throat. Laughter that was cut off ab-
ruptly as his jaw dropped and his eyes
glazed in death. . . .

Mahon was leaning far out, cursing
viciously and trying to recapture the
cask, which was filling and sinking
fast. The diamond would be lost for-
ever if he didn’t—

His fingers touched the wood and
tightened. Something cut through
the water, and Mahon snatched back
his hand just in'time. A white belly
gleamed for an instant in the moon-
light as the boat shuddered under the
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impact of the shark’s rush.
Then it was too late. The cask was

gone, bearing with it the fabulous di- |

amond of Yakamfwa. The diamond
that no blood-stained hand could
safely touch, gone forever into the si-
lent ocean abysses.

Mahon remained for a long moment
staring at the place where the cask
had vanished. His dour face was hag-
gard. At last he drew back and
crouched motionless, trying to fight
down the mad impulse to dive after
the jewel. Well, it was gone. Leeuw
had taken care of that. And the Dutch-
man lay silent, his dead face pale in
the moonlight.

And now—what? Araka, Mahon
supposed. Freedom was a treasure to
be gained, and one of which Leeuw
could not rob him. Even though the
diamond was lost, that was no reason
for forgetting the prison cell that
waited, back along the jungle coast.

Maybe there was something in the
curse, after all, he reasoned. But it
was ended now. Four men had died
—five, including the priest Salimu
himself had killed—and Yakamfwa
should be well satisfied, Mahon
thought with grim humor. He stared
down at Leeuw.

“Did you think I'd dive in after it?”
he questioned the blank, blind face.
“Like blazes! I'll be safe in Araka
when the sharks are feeding off your
rotten carcass! Yeah!”

As for the water, that didn’t much
matter. It would be hot after dawn
broke, but Mahon could stand thirst
for fifteen hours or so. Nevertheless,
at the thought, his throat suddenly
went dry and his tongue was hot and
parched.

The devil with it!
been thirsty before.

He bent to lift Leeuw’s body, ready
to cast it overside, and saw the dipper
under a seat. It had jammed into a
corner there, so tightly that it had not
overturned. Mahon saw the water.

Carefully he worked the tin cup
loose.
two, but it would help. Mahon lifted
the dipper to his lips. He glanced at
the silent figure at his feet.

“Here's to you, Leeuw!” he said—
and drank.

Tom Mahon had

Just enough for a swallow or |
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Bannon flung himself on
top of the man, strug-

gling for possession of the
automatic

By C. S. MONTANYE

Detective Bannon Likes to Take It Easy—but There’s No
Chance of That When a Desperate Killer Plays Possum!

CCORDING to the astrology

A book Dave Bannon religiously

bought every month, Wednes-

day was his unlucky day. Wednesday

was this sunny, warm day and so far,

horoscopes to the contrary, Bannon's
luck had been pretty good.

He hadn’t had any difficulty picking
up the taffy-haired, violet-eyed Bon-
nie Cole. All he'd had to d& was wait
around the lobby of the Burnham until
the inspector was through questioning
her, upstairs in the murder suite. He
watched her now as Bonnie, attracted
by a jewelry store window, stopped to
look over the glittering display.

Bannon slid up beside her. He

N

glanced from a tray of diamond brace-
lets to eyes that were no less bright.
“If you see anything you like,” he
said, "pick it out and we'll go in and
buy it.”
“You've been following me!” she
accused, and her voice shook.

Bannon saw she was nervous and up-
set. Still, under the circumstances,
that was only natural. That morn-
ing, Vesta, her sister, had been found
dead in her bedroom at the Burnham,
with a bullet in her heart and an enig-
matic, funny smile frozen on her lip-
sticked mouth.

“I'm not the only one following
you,” Bannon said quietly.
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“What do you mean?” -

“Take a look in the plate glass.
Across the street—lighting a cigarette
at the curb.”

He saw the sudden start she gave,
heard the gasping breath she expelled.
Opposite, Jack Curtz buttoned his
form-fitting jacket, and watched.

Bannon smothered a smile. She
hadn’t known Curtz was tailing her,
too. He palmed his badge and let her
have a glance at it.

“Taxi sound good?” he asked. “I’ll
run you home.”

“Would you?” Her voice
choked. ‘“That would be swell!”

He handed her into the first cab that
came along, giving the hackie her ad-
dress. Bannon looked through the
cab’s rear window. Jack Curtz was
moving quickly through the crowd on
the sidewalk, looking up and down for
another cab.

“He know your address?”

“I—I don’t know,’” Bonnie Cole
said.

“What does he want? Or don’t you
know that elther?”

was

ANNON relaxed comfortably on
the leather upholstery. He knew
quite a little about Jack Curtz, about
the girl beside him, and about
“Sonny’” Wallace and Martin King.
“He’s been bothering me for a long
time,” Bonnie said.
“In love with you?”

She made no effort to disguise a
shudder.

“You might call it that. I hate
him! I'm afraid of him.”
“I don't blame you.” Bannon

smiled sleepily. *“Jack Curtz isn’t
exactly the kind any nice girl would
like to have cluttering up her living
room. As a matter of fact,” he added
idly, “I wouldn’t be surprised if
Jackie's number has gone up. I don't
think he'll be around much longer.”

The cab went north for a mile or
more, then east, into a neighborhood
of cheap apartment houses. Bannon
saw they were almost to her place.
He wished the ride could continue.
He was, comfortable, completely at
ease, the way he liked to be.

He pulled himself together when
the taxi stopped, got out and offered

Bonnie his hand.

They were in front of a narrow,
brick apartment house. Bannon knew
the type. Rooms ten dollars apiece by
the month, on lease. He paid the cab
driver, looked at the corner they had
rounded for a sign of Curtz, saw noth-
ing, and followed Bonnie Cole to the
vestibule. ,

“I think I'll come up—for a drink,”
Bannon announced, when she opened
her bag and fumbled with unsteady

fingers for her keys. “Got any
liquor?”

“Only a bottle of Bourbon.”
“Swell. What are we waiting
for?”

In the girl’s apartment he dropped
down with a sigh on a three-cush-
ioned couch, listening to the click of
her heels on the wood borders of the
carpeted floor, as she hurried to the
kitchenette. Bannon loosened the last
two buttons on his vest.

He thought about Vesta Cole’s kill-
ing. Bonnie's sister, the ex-wife of
Martin King, who owned numerous
catch-penny shows along the main
stemn, had been murdered sometime
after midnight. Bannon reviewed the
details of the case. Almost the first
thing that had been turned up in
Vesta's apartment was a small, red
leather address book that belonged to
Sonny Wallace.

One of the elevator operators iden-
tified Sonny's photo as that of the pas-
senger he had taken to the seventh
floor at eleven o’clock the previous
night. And Sonny Wallace, out on
parole after a larceny rap, was Bon-
nie Cole’s boy friend.

Bonnie came back with a dose of
Bourbon, water and ice. Bannon
tried it and liked the taste. His gaze
wandered over her. She was certainly
an attractive dame. Lucky guy,
Sonny Wallace, keeping company
with a knockout like Bonnie.

“Where is he?” Bannon asked, out
of a silence broken by the tinkle of
the ice in his glass. “Sonny, I mean.”

“I don’t know.” The violet eyes
clouded. The hand that held her Pepsi-
cola trembled. “I—I haven't seen him
for a couple of days.”

“I've got a warrant for him,” Ban-
non went on quietly. *“The inspector
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would like to have a chat with him,
find out what he was doing in your
sister’s apartment around midnight.”

ONNIE COLE'’S red lips parted.
Her breath came fast.

“Why should they think Sonny
would want to kill Vesta? What rea-
son would he have?” Sudden tears
overflowed the violet eyes. “Why,
Vesta paid for Sonny’s lawyer! She
helped him get his parole! He’s the
last person in the world who would
have done it!”

Bannon pushed out his long legs.
He sampled the Bourbon again. Not
a bad drink, he decided.

“Any ideas?” His tone was sympa-
thetic, kindly.

Bonnie Cole raised her taffy-colored
head.

“Why don’t you check on Martin
King? He hated her! Ever since
the divorce he’s threatened her!
Why don’t you tail him and see what
happens?”

Bannon shook his head. “No good.
We questioned King early this
morning. He's out. Got an air-tight
alibi.”

“How air-tight? Marty's smart!”

“Not smart enough to get out of the
bed he's holding down at the General
Hospital, go up to the Burnham and
blast his ex with a thirty-eight.”

“Marty in the hospital!” Bonnie
Cole stared. ‘“What's wrong with
him?”

Bannon moved his shoulders. “Ap-
pendectomy, couple of weeks ago.
That means something you put in a
jar of alcohol and stand on the man-
telpiece. Forget King. Let's talk
about Sonny Wallace. If the guy's so
clean why doesn’t he come around and
see us? This hide-out stuff isn't help-
ing him any. And neither,” Bannon
added shrewdly, “are you.”

The telephone across the room rang
suddenly. Bonnie Cole straightened.
Some of the Pepsi-cola slopped over
the rim of her glass as she looked from
the instrument to Bannon's expression-
less, placid face.

“Go ahead,” he said. “Answer it.”

She still watched him when she
picked up the phone.

“Hello?”

“This is Sonny, Babe,” Bannon
heard the voice in the receiver say.
“Listen, I've got a sharp angle and—"

There's a detective here now!”
Bonnie interrupted quickly. “He can
hear everything you say!”

Bannon started to get up. “Tell
him to hang on a minute. I want to
talk to him.”

Bonnie put the telephone back on
its cradle. There was a defiant gleam
in the violet eyes she lifted to Ban-
non.

“No! Nobody talks to Sonny—
until the time comes!”

Again Bannon moved his shoulders.
He found himself wishing he had a
girl who would defend him the way
Bonnie Cole did Sonny. He turned
back to the couch with another shrug.
Then, as he sank down, there was a
sudden knock on the door. Bannon
pushed his hand in under his coat
and loosened the gun holstered there.

“Curtz!” the girl whispered sibi-
lantly.

“If it is, let him in and we’ll get
this over with. I don’t think he knows
me. Tell him I'm an old friend.”

Bonnie went slowly to the door.
She turned the knob and Jack Curtz
slouched in. The man’s dark, hooded
eyes flashed from her to Bannon on
the couch.

“Hello, kid,” Curtz said.
visitor?”

Bannon couldn’t help but admire
the girl's nerve. She kept her emo-
tions tightly in check, forcing a smile.

“An old friend of mine, Jack. Meet
Mr. Barnes. Ed. Barnes.”

“0ld friend—nuts! I saw you pick
this guy up on the avenue. What’s
the idea?”

“Got a

URTZ was small, thin and dapper.
In partnership with a Times
Square bookmaker, he always had
plenty of money. Twice in the past
six months Curtz had been hauled in
as a murder suspect, but each time
there had been the usual lack of evi-
dence and he had walked out free.
Bannon knew he even had a permit
to carry a gun. Cockeyed town,
where they licensed characters like
Jack Curtz to tote firearms.
Bonnie had met him at the magazine
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and cigar counter where she worked.
It was in the same building where
Curtz and his partner maintained an
office. From what Bannon knew about
him, Curtz never overlooked a pair of
shapely legs or a pretty face. As Bon-
nie possessed both, she was fair prey.

“What do you want?” she asked
Curtz tensely.

“Just a little information.” A
crooked sneer twisted his thin lips.
“I picked up a piece of news last night.
Maybe you can guess what it is. I
want to get in touch with Wallace.
Where is he?”

Bonnie’'s hand moved up to her
heart. There was a strained, terse
note in her brittle voice when she an-
swered.

“He’s out of town. Chicago. Didn’t
you know?”

Curtz laughed under his breath.
“Don’t hand me that stuff. I'm in a
hurry. Where’ll I find Sonny?”

Bonnie Cole shook her head and re-
treated a step or two. Curtz followed,
his thin face dark and threatening.
So far as Curtz was concerned Ban-
non didn’t feel he was in the room at
all. Curtz had probably figured him
as a masher who had made the pick-up
to while away the warm afternoon.
Bannon nodded to himself. Not a bad
notion. :

“I've told you!” Bonnie insisted.
“Sonny’s in Chicago!”

Curtz’'s clawlike hand darted out
and circled her softly rounded arm.

“Talk,” he said, “‘or I'll break it off
at the elbow!”

“I told you—"

“Talk!” Over his shoulder, Curtz
added to Bannon, “You'dbetter duck.
This is private business. Go on, get
out!”

Bannon finished the last of the
Bourbon and got up. He saw what
had to be done and sighed. Maybe the
astrology book was right after all.
Wednesday, unlucky. Anyway, his
peaceful relaxation was all over and
done with.

Curtz let Bonnie go and whirled
around. He ducked Bannon's smash-
ing right fist, reached for his gun and
whipped it out before he straightened.
Bannon saw it coming and lashed with
his foot. His heavy shoe caught Curtz

above the left knee-cap and bounced
him off the end of a radio cabinet.

Bannon nailed him with a straight
left hook before Curtz could get his
firing hand in position. His knuckles
cracked into the sharp cheek-bone of
the taut-skinned face.

Curtz hissed a curse and banged into
the wall. He swayed against it, flat-
tened, for a couple of seconds. Ban-
non used the time to almost fracture
Curtz’s wrist while he emptied the fel-
low’s fingers of the steel they con-
tained.

He kicked the gun aside, dragging
out his own department pistol. Curtz
doubled like a jack-knife, propelling
himself forward as if he had been
hurled from a sling-shot.

ANNON tried to sidestep and

take aim. He fired from a point
near his vest, throwing the lead at a
tangent and not knowing whether he
had missed. The next instant Curtz
butted him in the belly. Bannon’s
head ground the rug as his heels went
up. He heard Bonnie's stifled scream,
then his head whacked the wood bor-
der of the floor and somebody turned
off the sunshine that poured in
through the windows. . . .

After a time, Bannon snapped out
of it.

He opened his eyes, wincing sharply
at the pain when he moved his head.
Bannon was stretched on the floor,
and no hangover had ever given him
as bad a headache.

Stiffly he sat up, glad to be alive.
What was the matter with Jackie
Curtz, leaving him there without his
finishing, lead-engraved signature?

When Bannon’s gaze cleared he
found the answer.

Curtz lay sprawled across the sofa,
his face turned to the ceiling. Blood
dripped from a chest wound. Bannon
nodded. He hadn’t made such a bad
shot, considering the difficulties in-
volved.

Curtz’s heart still fluttered, though
his respiration was faint. Bannon
found the bathroom and let the cold
water run in the sink. He soaked a
towel in it, slopped it over his face.
That made him feel somewhat better.

Bannon slicked his hair back with
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one of Bonnie's combs and went in to
Curtz. He went through the pockets
of the man on the couch. A couple of
letters, a leather cigarette case, a
wafer-thin watch, a soiled handker-
chief and a wallet.

Bannon had finished reading the
second letter when Curtz opened his
eyes.

“I don’t know whether it's worth
phoning for an ambulance,” Bannon
said casually.

Curtz’s hooded eyes began to burn.
“What are you? A Jap—leaving me
here to bleed to death?”

Bannon smothered a yawn. “Maybe
if you'll talk a little you'll get some
service. Why were you so hot after
Sonny Wallace?”

Curtz's eyes retreated behind their
puffy lids.

“That’s easy. He cut in on me and
Bonnie. I warned him. I told him to
keep away or he'd get blown up. Yes-
terday—"

He coughed, choked and moved
his head weakly: Bannon frowned.
He saw he wasn’t going to hear as
much as he had hoped. He went over
to the telephone and called Headquar-
ters.

Back at the couch, he picked up his
gun, holstered it and shook Curtz's
shoulder.

“I'm on the way out, Jackie.
There’ll be an ambulance over here in
a few minutes.”

Curtz’s voice was low, each word
slow-paced.

“Thanks—copper.
again—to get you!”

In a corner drug-store Bannon took
a stool at the fountain.

“Bromo, strong,” he said to the soda-
jerker. “I've got a riveting machine
in the back of my head.”

While the foaming concoction di-
gested, Bannon read one of the letters
he had taken from Curtz. It had been
mailed in town, three days previously.
He shoved it in his pocket, listening
to the growing clang of the arriving
ambulance and the siren of a police
car.

I'll be around

O CHANCE for a_nap this
afternoon,” he thought re-
gretfully. “Guess I'd better hoof
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around and have a talk with Marty
King, to keep this straight.”

But at the General Hospital the
white-clad receptionist, consulting her
book, said:

“Mr. King was discharged an hour
ago.”

Bannon scratched his head. “All
cured, eh? That's fine. Where did he

o?”

“Home, I suppose.
do.”

“Thanks.”

The subway took Bannon down-
town. He hung around Headquarters
until dinner time. Nothing had been
turned up on Sonny Wallace. Inspec-
tor Dietz came in just before Bannon
went out.

“Curtz croaked.” The inspector, a
big, florid man, gave Bannon a sharp
look. “Where's Wallace? I thought
I told you to bring him in.”

“I'll break this case tonight,” Ban-
non promised, pulling his hat further
down over his still aching head. “So
Curtz curtained? That saves the D.A.
a lot of trouble.”

It was dark when he finished dinner
in the little place, near Prince Street,
where he usually ate.

Curtz out of the picture. Where
had Bonnie Cole lammed? Where was
Sonny Wallace? Who had murdered
the glamorous Vesta?

Wi ith these problems in mind, Ban-
non went uptown. He got out of the
subway at Forty-second Street, and
walked up Longacre. It was the hour
when the main stem turned on its
brightest lights and opened up for
business.

Bannon wandered into one of the
catch-penny attractions. It was called
“Wonderland.” A flea-circus, side
show freaks, a shooting gallery, pin-
ball games and rows of animated pic-
ture machines were some of the de-
vices for amusing the patrons.

Bannon made his way to the rear.
He skirted the shooting gallery,
opened a door set in a recess to the
left of it and stepped into a dimly
lighted hall. A flight of stairs took
him to the floor above. Three doors
faced him there. They were all shut.
Bannon dropped a hand to the knob
of the center one, turned it and walked

They usually
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into Martin King's office.

“Hello, Marty. Back at the grind
again,” -

A man in a pillow-swathed chair
raised his head quickly. King wore a
bathrobe over his pajamas. He looked
pale and gaunt. On the desk in front
of him was a heap of correspondence.
Mail and bills that had piled up dur-
ing his absence.

His gaze flickered over Bannon.

“Oh, it's you. Sit down. Smoke?”

Bannon lounged against a typewrit-
ing table.

“Thanks, no. I just dropped around
to bring you a little news. Your friend
Curtz got measured up for a harp late
this afternoon.”

King's gaze didn’t waver.
so? What happened?”

“I shot him, when he began to get
tough with your former sister-in-law.”

King frowned. “That's good. This
town will be better off without that
lug.”

“That's what I think.” Bannon
pushed his hat back. “I expect,” he
drawled, “‘to break the Burnham mur-
der case tonight.”

“Is that

King sat motionless. “Yeah? Got
an angle?”
“I know the man who did it.” Ban-

non spoke slowly, indifferently. “It's
a good thing you had that air-tight
alibi, Marty.”

uwhy?n

Bannon moved his shoulders. “Just
before Jackie Curtz checked out,” he
went on, ‘“he spilled—to me.”

ING arranged the pillows in his

chair. He moved it closer to the
desk and the heap of letters on it.
From below the noise of “Wonder-
land” filtered up: Sharp, continual
cracks from the shooting gallery, the
grumble of voices, faint and remote.

“Who did it?”

“Who do you think?” Bannon
hunted around in his pocket, found a
loose match, and put it in his mouth.
“Funny, if it weren’t for that alibi of
yours, you'd certainly look like the
logical killer, Marty. I mean, the way
you've been squawking about the ali-
mony you had to pay Vesta. The fact
is, I understand, that you've got a
little sweetie who craves matrimony
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with you. Kind of tough supporting
two dames, both with expensive
tastes.”

“Where’d you get all that stuff?”

Bannon shifted the match around in
his mouth.

“Put one and one together. That
makes two. I get ideas all of a sud-
den, out of nowhere. Then, of course,
what Curtz said,” he added smoothly,
“fit the whole thing together, neat as
can be.”

“Looks like I was lucky getting ap-
pendicitis when I did,” King laughed.

“Yeah, the way you hated Vesta and
the threats you've been making. Bon-
nie mentioned them. Tell me some-
thing. Where does Sonny Wallace
figure?”

King's hand went in under the litter
of correspondence. Life a flash of
lightning it came out, holding a snub-
nosed automatic. He drew a bead on
the lounging Bannon.

“So Curtz talked!”

Bannon shook his head, grinning.

“That was one of my ideas. He
didn’t mention your name. He was
too far gone to do any singing. But—"
Bannon expelled the match with a
move of his lips—'‘there were a couple
of letters in his pocket. One was from
you to him, mailed three days ago.
There’s just enough information in it
to tie you nicely up with Curtz. Sure,
you were on the flat of your back on a
hospital cot, but Curtz, your hired
trigger-man, was up at the Burnham
filling his contract and—"

Something in King's gaunt face
checked what Bannon said. The man
in the chair laughed quietly.

“Smart copper. Do you know what'’s
going to happen to you? I'm going
to ventilate you, give the fresh air a
chance to circulate through the holes
I make. Then, a little later, you'll be
taken downstairs to the cellar. We'll

. dig a nice space, fill it with cement and

put you in it for keeps!”

“The old mob stuff.” Bannon's eyes
went around the office. “Bonnie Cole
thinks you're a smart guy, Marty.
That's a mistake. You’re not smart—
enough. You're crazy if you think I
came up here alone.”

He nodded toward the door.

King
(Continued on page 110)
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The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment.

It presents

true stories of strange happenings gathered from all corners of the earth and authen-

ticated by reliable persons.

Your CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading Free!

Send in Coupon on Page 108

London Retribution

S THERE a law of vengeance which
l gradually weaves a web around a

killer, bringing him to retribution as
fearful as the horror of his own deed?

Timothy Wiggin was a hunchback. All
his life he had been mistreated by bullies
who belittled him in his neighborhood in
the slums of London.

His one love was his beautiful sister
who was a bar-maid, and who made it
possible for Timothy to have a home, such
as it was. Tim begged enough pennies
each day on the streets of London to pay
his share of the rent and food.

Then tragedy struck! Tim came home
one evening to find a human fiend attack-
ing his sister. The brute had stuffed a rag
into her mouth to prevent her screaming.
Tim rushed the fiend, but was too puny to
be of any use, for the drunken giant
knocked Tim unconscious.

When the hunchback came to, he found
his sister dead. She had suffocated from
the gag which had been pushed back too
far in her throat. The police could not
find the killer. The matter was just one
more of those unsolved crimes of the

slums which interested few people.

But Tim swore revenge. He erected a
little shrine to the God of Vengeance—
and each night prayed that his sister’s
death would be avenged.

Then one evening on the banks of the
Thames River, Tim saw the killer. In his
excitement, Tim screamed at him, then
realized his foolishness, for he should
have followed the man and reported him
to the police.

The killer turned — recognized the
hunchback and instantly started after the
little fellow. There was murder in his eyes
—Tim knew it.

Panic-stricken, the hunchback didn't
know what to do. If he ran toward the
river, the killer could catch him and throw
him in. If he ran across the open field,
he could never reach the street before the
giant would get him.

Like a trapped mouse, he was paralyzed
with fear. And just as he was about to
collapse, he thought he saw his dead sister
beckoning him across a narrow shallow
stream. Instinctively he jumped in and
started to wade to the opposite side. The
mud was thick but he kept going.

The killer darted after him, jumping in




the stream a few feet to the left. Tim
reached the grassy bogs beyond, then
turned in panic to see if the killer were
near. '

But Fate willed otherwise. The killer
was sinking—he had jumped in the one
spot of quicksand along the entire river,
a section only a few feet in diameter.

Panting and terrified, Tim watched the
murderer gradually sink to his doom—his
screams stifled as his head disappeared be-
neath the slime—a fitting end for a fiend
who had suffocated an innocent girl.

The police later found the body and be-
lieved Tim’s story—all but the part about
the vision of the dead sister, which was
attributed to terror. But—was it due to
terror? Who knows?

The Vision of Gas

MUSTARD GAS is a horrible weapon.
It burns one from inside out, for its
chemical formula is Di-Chlor-Ethyl-Sul-
phide which releases sulphuric acid when
the vapor enters the pores of the body
and mixes with the moisture therein.

Joseph Fenner of Plainfield, N. J., a sol-
dier of the First World War, would never
forget Mustard Gas. He had inhaled
some of it in the trenches of France—and
it had burned his throat and lungs. For
many years he suffered, before excellent
care prevented the ravages of disease
from adding his name to the roster of the
dead.

Shortly after the war, Fenner was in

Tucson, Arizona, an inmate of a sanitq:_

rium, trying to regain his health. One
morning betore sunrise he woke up very
thirsty. He asked one of his room-mates to
get him a drink of water from the hall
table where the nurse kept it.

The room-mate was new at the sani-
tarium, not as ill as Fenner, so he went
out in the hall where he saw the bottle
of water on the nurse’s table. Half-asleep,
the room-mate carried the bottle to Fen-
ner.

Although the room was not very light,
Fenner saw something that made him sit
up in bed terrified. He was back in the
trenches in France. The man approach-
ing him was a German soldier wearing a
gas-mask, and around him was a cloud of
poison gas.

But the vision lasted only a moment,
and by that time the room-mate had
reached Fenner's bed and handed him the
bottle of water.

But Fenner didn't drink it. He just
stared at the bottle and tried to collect his
wits. As he did so, the nurse rushed in.

“Who took that bottle from my table?”
she shouted. :

Then, seeing it in Fenner’s hand, she
gasped: “My God—don't drink that—it’s
sulphuric acid!”

Later, doctors in the sanitarium took
down Fenner’s testimony, his strange ac-
tions being verified by the room-mate and
the hurse who had been severely repri-
manded for her carelessness. But no ex-
planation could be given.

The case was referred to psychiatrists

o [Turn page]

"PROVES MAN 1S GOD

A strange method of mind and body control, that leads to immense powers
never before experienced, i1s announced by Edwin J. Dingle, FR.G.S,,
well-known explorer and geographer. It is said to bring about almost un-
believable improvement in power of mind. Many report improvement in
health. Others acquire superb bodily strength, secure better positions, turn
failure into success. Often, with surprising speed, talents, ability and a

more magnetic personality are developed.

This startling method was found in remote and mysterious Tibet,
formerly a forbidden country, rarely visited by outsiders, and often called
the land of miraclés in the astounding books written about it. Herce, be-
hind the highest mountains in the world, Mr. Dingle learned the extraord-
inary system he is now disclosing to the Western world.

He maintains that all of us are giants in strength and mind-power,
capable of surprising feats, from the delay of old age to the prolonging

of youth, and the achievement of dazzling business and professional success. From childhood, how-
ever, we are hypnotized by a false idea of what we really are.

Most of us know that God is everywhere, but never realize that God cannot be everywhere with-
out being also in us. And if He is in us, then all His wisdom, all His power — unlimited knowledge
and infinite power — is likewise in us. If God is everywhere, then there is nothing but God, and
we also are that —a completely successful human life being the expression of God in man. The
Holy Spirit of the Bible is an actual living force
in man, and through it we too can do “greater
things than these.” The method found by Mr.
Dingle in Tibet is said to be remarkably instrumental
in freeing our minds of the hypnotizing ideas which
blind us to the vast power of this living force
within us.

A nine-thousand word treatise, revealing
the startling results of this system, is now
being offered free to anyone who quickly
sends his name and address. Write promptly
to the address below, as only a limited num-
ber of the free treatises have been printed.

The Institute of Mentalphysics, Dept. A-70, 213 So. Hobart Bivd., Los Angeles, Calif.
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as another phenomenon of psychic in-
stance in the records of mystery.

Tiger Justice
CLARK MARKBERG, a former tiger
trainer, told this story to friends while
attending the opening of Ringling Broth-
ers, Barnum and Bailey Circus at Madi-
son Square Garden, New York City, on
April 9th, 1942,

Some years ago when Markberg was
with a small circus touring the southern
states, a young lady, one of the trapeze
artists, was found dead in bed. Her death
was attributed to a fall she had suffered
some weeks previously which had affected
her heart. The doctor had told her she
should rest for the remainder of the sum-
mer—but she had continued to perform.

But there were several troupers who be-
lieved the girl had been poisoned. How-
ever, they didn’t want to get into any legal
entanglements which might hold them in
town. When the doctor pronounced the
cause of death, without holding an au-
topsy, they kept their mouths shut.

Still, they suspected the assistant tiger
trainer, Joe Lopez, who took charge of the
“cats” two afternoons a week, when the
head trainer rested.

They knew he had been in love with the
trapeze girl, Florrie Hoffman, and had
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threatened her if she refused to marry him.
Before he had joined the circus he had
been a pharmacist and he once boasted
that he knew a poison which could not be
detected.

Time passed. The circus went on. Then
came the fatal afternoon in Oklahoma
when Lopez was scheduled to take charge
of the “cats.” :

The drums rumbled. Lopez entered the
cage of the tigers in all his finery. The
atmosphere was tense. Spectators held
their breath.

Then, before the guards could prevent
the tragedy, the tigers suddenly went wild.
As though animated by a sudden lust to
kill—they pounced upon Lopez, clawing
him to death.

Two tigers were shot before the guards
could get to the mangled body. His
jacket had been torn from his back, for it
seemed that the jacket rather than the
man had angered the ‘cats.”

An investigation brought forth the reve-
lation that the fatal jacket had monkey
hair on it—and the smell of a monkey will
drive any tiger wild.

Suspecting a plot, the circus owner in-
terrogated everyone, even the absent-
minded watchman who had been with the
circus many years and who was known to
be touched.

When asked if he had seen anyone near
Lopez's dressing room that day, he an-
swered:

“Only Florrie Hoffman. She was carry-
ing a monkey when she came out.”

The owner quickly snapped back:

“But Florrie Hoffman is dead—don’t you
remember—she died back in North Caro-
lina.”

“Oh, yes,” said the watchman shaking
his head, “I remember. I forgot she was
dead. I guess I must have been dream-
ing, for it couldn’t have been her—could
it? I thought it was funny when she took
that monkey back to his cage—and then
disappeared. That proves it was just a
dream—doesn’t it?”

No one accused the queer old man of
having anything to do with the plot, so
his testimony was discredited by the po-
lice—but not by the troupers who wanted
to believe that the ghost of Florrie Hoff-
man had found revenge.

Gun-Hand Justice

BACK in the eighties in Arizona, one
of the fastest men on the draw was
Ted Shawney who bragged he could draw
and fire before his opponent’s gun left the
holster.

Shawney was hated by his associates for
his brutality, but they respected his quick
draw. Aware of his ability, he seldom shot
to kill, but rejoiced in wounding an an-
tagonist. His pet trick was to shoot the
other fellow’s gun hand and cripple it for
life. Many a man who had faced Shawney
in a brawl had never used his right hand
again.

One of these men was Will Hasting,

[Turn page]

105

May Be
Inside
These
Pages!

One has only
tostudy the
news about
business expansions, war production, new tazea
and regulations to see that wherever businessis
busy accountants are busy. For remember: this
is the profession back of the financialsuccess and
progress of all other enterprises. And account-
ancy incomes of $2,000 to $5,000, or more,
yearly, certainly aren’t earnings to be dis-
missed lightly|

WHAT ARE MY OPPORTUNITIES?

Frankly, they areimportant ones—and numer-
cus. Beginning opportunities as bookkeeper,
cost clerk, billing clerk, time clerk. Advanced
opportunities to serve in big and small business
firms; advising on finance, analyzing costs,
helping to shape policies. Opportunities to
ualify in the Governmental accounting jobs
t are opening up more and more. Oppor-
tunities in private practice, as a cost consultant
or CPA.

THE BEST ANSWER OF ALL
These ure facts that invite your thorough investiga-
tion as to what LaSalle Training for this profession of
many opportunities has in store for you.

Complete information—a survey covering this sub-
ject from different angles—is what you should have
Dow, before making any final decision. You'll find it
in this 48-page book. And it is aptly titled ‘““The Pro-
fession That Pays” . .. for, as the official Journal of
Accountancy has pointed out: “If there be a pro-
fession in which the average compensation is higher.
it is not known to us.” So, if you really are in earnest
—and willing to study seriously—fill in and mail the
coupon for your copy today, Your future may lie
inside its pages!

LASALLE extension uNwersiTy

A Correspondence Institution
Dept. 9329-HR Chicago, III.
1 want to see what Accountancy offers for my future.
Please send me your FREE 48-page booklet, *‘Account-
ancy, the Profession That Pays,” and full information

about yous economical, spare time training.
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who had questioned Shawney’s honesty in
a poker game—and before Hasting could
draw, he had had the bones of his right
hand shattered by Shawney’'s bullet.

Hasting had cursed Shawney. He
shouted at the laughing gun-man:

“Someday I'll ruin that gun-hand of
yours, Shawney—and you'll laugh on the
other side of your rotten face.”

Shawney sneered:

“You'll never do it facing me, you crip-
ple.”

Hasting never did live to fulfill his ven-
geance, for one evening while Shawney
and others were in a saloon, a rancher
rushed in and reported that Hasting had
been killed in a cave-in at the mine. The
rancher asked for help to dig out Hast-
ing's body.

Shawney volunteered along with several
others. After digging for sometime, the
lifeless right arm of the dead man was
seen sticking out of the dirt. Shawney
recognized it by the scar which his own
gun had made.

“Here he is!” shouted Shawney. And
then he reached down and grabbed the
crippled hand and started to pull the body
out of the loose dirt.

Suddenly Shawney screamed:

“My God—my hand!”

And before others could unloosen the
grip of death, the bones in Shawney’s gun-
hand had been so crushed, that from that
day on, Shawney had to shoot from his
left hand. No one ever feared him again
for his quick draw.

Although the accident was laid to rigor
mortis, there were those who thought oth-
erwise, for no doctor had ever reported
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rigor mortis strdng enough to crush a
man’s hand!

Wild Indian

UTHORITIES in the study of hered-

ity state that every person's brain
carries the genes of forty eight ancestors,
and these are buried in the sub-conscious
mind.

Should, however, extreme emotion
weaken the conscious control of an indi-
vidual, any of these genes might break
through and take control for a spell, caus-
mg the individual to take on the manner-
isms and characteristicsa of that ancestor.
This often happens when a person goes
insane and loses conscious control.

A case has been reported from Lan-
caster, Pennsylvania, where a young lady
attended a spiritual seance. The doctor
reporting this case asks that the young
lady’s name be withheld.

She had been warned by her stepmother
to keep away from spiritualism, but be-
cause her friends had been finding enter-
tainment at a certain medium’s house the
girl couldn’t resist the temptation.

The room was dark except for a tiny
red light. The medium, sitting in the cen-
ter of a circle of spectators, went into a
trance. S@ddenly, beside the medium, ap-
peared the form of an American Indian,
followed by a war-cry that startled every
spectator.

The young girl became more excited
than the others—and then as though she
were animated by another entity, she
rushed at the Indian’s image which seemed
to disappear into the body of the medium.
But this didn’t stop the girl.
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Using her long handba§ as a tomahawk,
she struck at the medium’s head, grabbing
the medium’s hair in the other hand as
though trying to scalp the woman.

Someone turned on the lights, and soon
the young girl was quieted. In a dead
faint, she was placed on a sofa.

Soon she came to, but she had no recol-
lection of what she had done. The others
told her she had acted like a wild Indian,
herself.

Still upset when she got home, she con-
fessed to her stepmother, promising never
to attend another seance.

After forgiving the repentant girl, the
stepmother decided to reveal a secret she
had kept from the girl for a long time.
Assuring the stepdaughter that there was
nothing for her to be ashamed of, the step-
mother said:

“You see, my darling—your great-
grandfather was a full-blooded Sioux In-
dian—the greatest warrior of his tribel”

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Chakra:
name ‘‘Jones”
boat,

I have been told that the
should never be given a
because it makes Davy Jones mad
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and the boat will sink. Is this just a joke
or is founded on fact?

William Dooler.

Dear Mr. Dooler: Statistics seems to show
that there may be some basis to this bellef.
For instance the American destroyer Jacob
Jones was sunk in the first World ar. More
than 60 sallors lost their lives. Then a new
destroyer In the Second World War was
christened Jacob Jones. This was sunk early
this year.

Dear Chakra: Is it true that insanity
can be transferred from an insane man,
to one frequently around him?

Alice Mall

Dear Mise Mall: There are some cases of
this. One outstanding case is that of Count
Szechenyi, & famous Hungarian acientlst who
went insane. A young student was assigned
to play chess regularly with the Count. In
six years, the Count was sane and the student
was Insane.

Dear Chakra: When a child is afraid
of something, does it show that such a
thing is destined to do damage to the
child? Wilma Johnson.

Dear Miss Johnson: There are many doc-
tors who will say yes. There are many cases
to substantiate it. One recently got into the
headiines. A Mrs M of New York
City had been afraid of mirrors all her life.
AB a chlld she would scream when she looked
into one. This item appeared in a New York
newsapaper this Spring: ‘‘Mrs.
suffered a dizzy spell last night and while
clutching violently at the dreasser for sup-
Eort, yanked It from Its place as she fell with

er back against the mirror. A splinter of
glass entered her back and when she stag-
gered to her bed, the glass splinter Kkilled

her.”
Dear Chakra: Who discovered spiri-
tualism? Mary Bailer.

Dear Miss Bailer: Katle Fox |s considered
the mother of spiritualism, begun at Hydes-
ville, New York in 1848. —CHAKRA.

FQRYVICTORY
BUY
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. Cut Down or Quit

SMOKING

Follow These Quick Simple Methods

mmm%wnunmnm?llrlﬂ;u"mc:?m
cough, stamsch ., 0r jumpy nerves down
onrwrlmoll.u?gr:mu thousands of others in Amerioa have dane.
Follow these lalest mothods of famous smokers and Don-smakers.
They are BIMPLE and QUICK. And you'll fesl like & Dew person —
mare pep, more work, and more sest In e ing.

Nothing Llke This Anywhere
These amasing methods are given in the sensational book, ““Bo
You're Going to Stop Smoking.”” by J. C. Furnes, whose articles
sppear In Reader's Digest. Bali Evening Post, etc. (The author
himself, sn extremo tobecco o, suocesstully quit smoking.)
All you do is follow 13:-‘ n‘lmplohgl;:ulmLEI b;: to cut down

t ey cover ciga-
rettes, cigars and pipe-smoking. They

show you eally and
easily how to save money, save your health, breath, nerves, etc.

SPECIMEN CONTENTS
Bmoking Befors Breakfast, After Meals, Denicotinised
& Mentholized Cigarettes, Tobacco Hunger., Nicotine Addiction,
Clgarotte Filters & Holders., Plpe & C Bmoking. Tricks,
Inhaling, Drugs & Pills, Treatments & ue, otc., eto.

SEND NO MONEY

BUT ACT QUICKLY — QUANTITY IS LIMITED
GEy kD GEh G GRS D GNP D GNP SESD ANED. GED G =
HARVEST HOUSE, 70 FIfth Ave., Dept. K-9(I, N.
Bend ‘8o You're Going to Btop Bmoking'’ In fllln peckage.
I On delivery I wlll pay postman 98 cents plus fow cents
postage. If not satisfied I may returp it within ten days ]
and my 98 ocents will be refunded.

1
I Address
CHBECK HERE It wam to save postage.
L Enclose $1.00 with coupon and we ship prepaid.
ay SED GED G S D D Shr UED GNP SN EED SEND-E—

SALES and PROFITS

Sensational, soft as glove leather Milltary
8tyle Oxford sell 1ike wildfire, Making tro-
mendous profits for Victor salesmeéa. This is
one f over 250 specialty shoe styles for
dress, sport, work including new Zip-

per and Alr Cushion Insole Shoes
for men and women. Prices low as
$2.98. Blggest cornmlssians. Write
today for FREE Outfit of Actual
Sample Shoes. Reserve your ter-
ritary. ACT NOW.

VICTOR THOMAS SHOE CO.

FREE
SALES K1Y

610 W. VAN BUREN 8T, DEPT, V-21, ‘CHICAGO, ILL.
MUSIC x"Fomms

Send poem for conslderation. Rhyming pamphlet free.
Phonograph electrical transcriptions made, $7.00 from
your word and music manuscript. Any subject con-
sidered, Patriotlc, Love, Home, Sacred, Swing.

KEENAN’S MUSIC SERVICE
Box 2140 (Dept. TF) Bridgeport, Conn.

Entertainment on Every Page of

CARTOON HUMOR

Twenty-five Cents At All Stands
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FALSE TEETH
S

Save money by or- AS LOW AS
dering beautiful
life-lke MARVEL $7l95
plates, by mall.
8end for lllustrated PER PLATE

folder shawing many
styles, including popu-
lar transparent. FREB n
impression material sent
with instructions on taking sour own mouth
impresaion. Write Today.
MARVEL DENTAL COMPANY
Dest. 58-S, 343 8. Dearborn St, Chicage



EYE GLASSES BY MAIL
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: n i
16 DAYS TRIAL
Cholce of the LATEST STYLES—remarkably LOW PRICES.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED or your money back. If you are
oot satisfied—they will not cost you a cenl.

PREMIUM FOR MURDER

(Continued from page 101)

was only human and, for a fraction of
a split second, his gaze followed Ban-
non’s. Bannon lunged in that fleeting
space of time. Theautomaticexploded.

Hot lead whizzed by Bannon's right
ear, but he gained his objective in the’
next breath,

The chair with the cushions went
over. He flung himself on top of
King, struggling for possession of the
automnatic. King clung to the weapon,
trying desperately to squeeze the trig-
ger. Bannon felt the steel digging
into his stomach.

Write for PREE catalog today

SEND NO MONEY 1.0 = i

our many styles and LOW PRICES|

KEN G‘»‘B
pnmm
AT LOW COSY

Chicago, HII.

ADVANCE SPECTACLE CO.

537 5. Dearhorn St. TR

Complete home-sto
»nd educational books, sl ‘hu

Sold, Tented, exchanged. A lub
Jects. Money-back guarantee. Cash
pald for used courses.
talls snd {llustrated 76-page bar-
gain uuo& FREE. Write todayl

ELSON CO.

500 8herman, Dept. J-227, Chicago

GOHH.I

E WRIGGLED to one side, us-

ing his fist as hammers. King
was big, hard. The hospital stay had
softened him, but he still had plenty
of fight left in him. His teeth ripped
at Bannon’s face, his hot breath sick-
ened the detective. Still Marty King
clung to the automatic.

King’s arm wound up around Ban-
non’s neck. It tightened. Thumbs
dug into the vulnerable spot on his
neck. Bannon used all his strength to
pry King’s weaponed hand out from
under him.

Inch by inch, while his breath
burned in his lungs and black spots
danced before his eyes, Bannon con-
tinued to wedge the gun away. He
pinned King's wrist to the dirty
wooden floor, trying with superhuman
effort to get his neck out of the vise
that held it.

Seconds were ticking away. Ban-
non knew he couldn’t last much
longer. His head was spinning around
like a top. It was a question of
whether he could get the gun before
he went out—of strength against
strength.

Bannon put everything he had into
a final attempt. He heard the office

All Things Are Pousiblel’” Are

“W|TH GOD you facing difcult problems?
Poor Health? Money Troubles?

Worry Absut the War? Unhlpnlnnl of any kind? If you are, and If
ou belleve In the POWER OF PRAYER, we Invite you to clip this
otsage and mall with 3¢ stamp for full information about our win-
derful NEW WAY of Mesting Life's Problems Through Prayer!
LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP Box 3508 Noroton, Conn.

(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents)

Bell our Illustrated Comlc Booklet, and other noveitien Each booklet
slze 4% by 2% . Ten different sample booklets sent for 50¢ or 25 as-
sorted for §1.00. thpp-d gepnld Wholesale novelty price 1fst sent
with order only \o orders. 8end Cash or Btamps Print
name and addr

REPSAC SALES €O.. | West 13th St., Dept 4409, New York City

CASH FOR UNUSED STAMPS

U. 8. Unwsed pocla,To wl.m.ed at 80% face value for denominations %¢
t0 10¢, 85% face value for nunlununm 20¢ to 504. Bmall lots 85%
RED. Money stent by returna mall.
GARBER SERVICE 72 Flfth Avomu. Dept. 4409, Noew York City

SONG & POEM WRITERS

NEW BONQWRITERS in great demand. Bend us your Poema. We
set them to music F Hear your song on 8 recard. Bend for
FREE Folder today.

CINEMA 8ONG CO., P.O. Box 2828, Dept. B-9. Hellywood, Callf.

An enchanting perfume of irre-
[ sistible allure, clinging for hours
Nl with Ineffable, fascinsting fra-
granos. Just a tiny drop s
% enough. Full size bottle 98¢ pre-
aid, ar $1.32 C.0.D. Directions
res. One bottle FREE If two
are aderod.

Box 1 Dop' 205
Hun'lnqhn Station, N.

é&\\\\“m""'

2 HOLLYWOOD
= ENLARGEMENT

- j \\\
ik of any pHOYO

. o el make a FREE PROFES. :
ﬂhﬁﬁwwﬂ mm‘“'ﬂ? suapsl md door opening. Bannon's heart sank.
...n&gﬁm&""’éi“ mm.!,;’ He was cooked if it were one of King's
HOLLYWOOD FiLM nl l henchmen. The sound of the rusty

7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Dept 418, Hollywood, Callf. P . 2 :
hinges squeaking seemed to give him

fresh, desperate power. Martin King’s
fingers opened and Bannon had the
automatic in the next heartbeat.

The paralyzing arm about his neck
dropped oftf when Bannon rammed the
gun against King's head. The man
twitched and lay still. Bannon got to

BEST CRIME MYSTERIES IN

THRILLING DETECTIVE

ONLY 10c AT ALL STANDS
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his knees, shaking his head to clear it
—and peering up into Bonnie Cole's

anxious face,

“You—you've got him!” the girl

cried thinly.
Bannon saw

non shove King back into the chair.

“What are you doing here?” Ban-
“I've got a warrant for

non wheezed.
you in my pocket.”

“I tried to get here to beat the

pinch!” Wallace explained quickly.

“I've kept under cover, working my
I figured this thing per-
fectly because, before I left Vesta last
night, she said she had a late date with
She said he was coming there
to talk about a full alimony settlement,
that King was sending him to see her.”

Bannon snapped the cuffs on King
and jerked a thumb at the telephone

own angles.

Curtz.

on the end of the desk.

“Call Headquarters,”
Bonnie.

receiver,

at Wallace.

“One thing more, Sonny. For my
I know
you're on parole and that you've been
But what were you:
doing at the Burnham last night, in;

own private information,

going straight.

Vesta's apartment?”
“I went there,’

tell her something.”
“What?”

Sonny Wallace looked across at the
girl telephoning. He began to smile:

as he said:

“I wanted to tell Vesta that Bonnie
and I got married yesterday after-
noon!”

the man with her.
Sonny Wallace, red-headed, freckled,
pushed Bonnie aside. He helped Ban-

he said to
“Tell them I want a wagon
around here, that I've got the party
who murdered Vesta Cole last night!”

Then, while Bonnie unhooked the
Bannon mopped his face
with his handkerchief and scowled

* Wallace replied, “to

America’s Favorite
Comics Magazine
THRILLING COMICS
EXCITING COMICS

STARTLING COMICS
AMERICA'S BEST COMICS

Each 10c At All Stands

DRA!‘TSMEN
NEEDED

taman Yes, more
sre needed NOW. 'nlowh.wdnndthooppormnnh.
for adyancement great.

Learn at Home in Spare Time

Begin now to turn spare hours Into money. Be a draftgman,
the connecting link between a mechanlo and an engineer.
Bnjoy the wonderful opportunities for otion that

now. No experience or artistic talent {s needed. You an 't
bave to leave your present job whilele Use

Blo ent Service Included

our hame study drafting course lw entitied
lo m crnpluy-mtnt service without charge. e are in

bnch wn.h many great firms needing mln. and h&m
lllo l.hnn from

advanced studen tl and
'nu %'pul tuition co:

fes.
is 1 q thi ents
e fuitlon cos s low and the mon! lywm ) gre

or free
u mo detalls of our pelective ;mplqymnt service,
yo 0 of any kind. Write todxy.

AMERICAN SCHOOL

Drexel Avenue at 58th St. Dept. @0-80 Chlcago
WANTED

SONG POEMS ... < s

Publishers need new songs! Submit ane or mare of your best

for immediate conslderstion. Any mba.ct. Bend posm. RECORD-
INGB MADE OF CONPLETED SONGS,

FIVE S8TAR MUSIC MA 611 Besocon Bldg., Boston, Mass.

FALSE FRALY

AR
No

Buy where thousands have
been satistied. We make
FALSE TEETH for you from
your own Impressions.

Ltow

y AL

TEETH

90 DAY TRIAL
GIONEY. BACK GUARANTEE of
SATISPACTION protects you,

SEND NO MONEY Bookletand Material

.I. B. CLEVELAND DENTAL PLATE CO.
EAST ST. LOUIS, ILLINOIS

Write Today for Free

iWORK FOR THE

\
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POSTAL *“
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3
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GOVERNMENT

$1240 to $2100
Year

—_

o Frankiin Imititute, Dept, M238, Rochestor, N.Y.
O Sirs: Rush without charge (1) 32-page book

Hundreds war & with 1st of U, 8. Government Jobs. (2) Toll

positions. Mail §'m how to qualify for one.
Coupan ?rs .......................................
Today! Addnu .....................................
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£ASY WAY ...

FT BLACK

This remarkable CAKE diseovary,
TINTZ Jet Black Shampoo, washes out
grease, grime and
safely gives hairs rul moo(hlﬂ BLACK
VINT that (airly glows with life and hustre.
Don’t put up with fadéd dull. burnt, off color hair
a minute Jonger. TINTZ Jet Black Cake works
aradual . . . esch shampoo leaves your hair blacker, lovelier, softer,
.llﬂ‘ manage. No dyed look. Won't hurt permanents. Full aake
(8 lor $1). TINTZ comes in Jet Black, light, medium and dark
Titian, and Blonde. Order today| State shade wanted.
SEND NOMONEY 55 oeiee v
age on our positive assur-
ance of satisfaction in 7 days or your money back. (We Pay Postage
Ilru'nlmnamelmlhmd- V Don’t wait — Write today o
NTZ COMPANY, Dept. 701, 207 N. MICNIGAN, CHICAGQ
anadlan Office, Dept. 701, 22 College St., Toronto

ROLLS DEVELOPED

Two 5x7 Douhls Weight Professions! Enlargements,
8 Gloss Deckle Edge Prinus.

CLUB PHOTO BERVICE, Dept.

GOIN
15, LaCross, Wis.

?'v ‘f

; 2‘

‘ IF you tuﬂerpa.ln and misery of Varicose Ulcers
or L%So send away at once for FREE‘

Booklet * ‘PflEL PE METHODS FOR HOME USE.”

Iells all about this 40-year-old method, prajeed and en-

orced by thousands. Lilepe Molhodl Dop'. 32-)
284 N. Green Bay Ave., Milwaukes, Wisconsl

Sy’f@f Vdrico;e

oo m

G POEM WRITER

Write today for fres Booklet out-
Ihlno profit sharing olan
ALLIED MUSIC
Dept. 32, 204 E.4thSt..Cincinnat!, 0.

Calling all
Puz3le Fans!

ENTERTAINMENT ON EVERY
PAGE OF

PUPULAR
CROSSWORI
PUZZLES

THE BIG DIME'S WORTH
ON SALE EVERYWHERE
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Headliners. in Our
Neoxt Jssue

HERE’S another

Green Ghost mys-

tery thriller in
store for you next is-
sue—THE CASE OF
THE ASTRAL AS-
SASSIN. Author G.T.
Fleming-Roberts opens
t he magician-sleuth’s
bag of tricks once
more—and comes
through with one of
the most thrilling full-
length novels he has
ever written.

In THE CASE OF THE ASTRAL AS-
SASSIN, George Chance takes the trail of
a diabolical criminal versed in the black
arts. When an invisible man stalks, and a
mysterious ray gun strikes death, Chance
must use every ounce of his resourceful-
ness to solve the baffling problems created.
The startling developments in this novel
and its gripping solution will amaze you!
It's a humdinger of a detective yarn.

Another headliner next issue is BIG
GAME KILL, a novelet by Dale Clark. A
brutal murder is committed on a football
field in full view of the huge crowd of
sports fans! BIG GAME KILL packs a
punch—it's a knockout yarn! *

In addition, THE TAPPA TREE, by
John H. Knox—one of the most unusual
stories we've ever given you. If you like
stories that are different, THE TAPPA
TREE is your dish! Also, several excit-
ing shorter stories of crime by your fa-
vorite authors. A gala issue from cover to
cover!

Happy reading!

—THE EDITOR.
P.S. Please write and tell me what you
think of the atories In this issue Addresa all
letters and postenrds to The Kditor, THRILL.-
ING MYSTERY, 11 Iast 39th Street, New
York, N. Y.
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LET THE STARS
BE YOUR GUIDE!

¥

A Day-by-Day Horoscope for All Zodiacal
Signs Appears in Every Issue of

EUERYDAY ASTROLOGY

Now on Sale 1Qc At -All Stands
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Power Without

Horses

Uncle Sam Is Going All-Out
on Gliders—Men Needed!

HE United States Army is now going
all-out on gliders. The deadly tech-
nique of landing compames, regi-
ments and even full divisions of men
silently from the sky which the Germans
used so successfully in Crete last year is
to be turned against them when the great
invasion of Europe finally gets under way.

The advantagee of glider attack are ob-
vious—the ships are economical to build
and easy to replace—the element of sur-
prise is immenss, for no detector can pick
up the approach of a motorless plane and
gliders can be released from a towing ship
while miles away from their objective and
still hit it on the nose.

What is needed are men—for a man's
job.

As this force—exact numbers, naturally
cannot be given—is planned to number
about a hundred thousand men, the field is
wide open. Here are the qualifications for
membership:

The applicant must be a citizen of the
United States between the ages of 18 and

TIGHTENS

FALSE TEETH

or No Cost!
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hseting to bwtwn o et

.
plied for
you
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J. Clemnents of Algonac writes:

were s bed they rattied whe
‘Mow | nn oal mn; or oorn on
Line te wltl
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CROWN RELINER today .

MINITIYW 3(vad

CROWN PLASTICS CO., Dept. 8409 &
4338 W. Philadelphla Ave., Datmﬂ, Mleh,

35 years, inclusive. He must be able to
pass the physical and mental requirements.
Formerly, prior flight training was consid-
ered essential, but these restrictions have
been removed in order to give everyone a

M SICAL
FOR sETTING

Mother

PUEMS WANTED

o, Comt i Taove, gurﬂ -
l'rAn ln:aoamds:a{ﬁ n‘? F HYNIN

D_BROTHERS, 74 Wnodl ulld] W&L‘

chance to qualify as a glider-pilot, regard-
less of the extent of previous experience.

He must be in reasonably good condi-
tion—though the bars are a bit lower than
for the regular Air Forces—reasonably
well educated and intelligent and must be
up to general Army requirements. He will
be given training, first at a CAA school
on light planes with emphasis on dead
stick landings, then get down to intemsive
training with gliders themselves.

Those who graduate succesafully, be
they civilians or Army men, will be given
at least staff sergeant’s rating with full
flight pay. And, as it is a new service,
commissions are going to come more eas-
ily than in other services at least until
officer ranks are filled.

As we just said, it's a man’s job and a
Ereat pnvxlege—n chance to get in the
rst whacks at the Axis—and the rewards
are great. Let’s go, fellows. Keep 'em
gliding!

FOR VICTORY

Buy
UNITED STATES WAR

BONDS « STAMPS

120

730 SHAVES FROM 1 BLADE

AMAZING NEW
BLADE SHARPENER (;

blades,” vrmu Tf
‘“‘Heve luod 1 e nm 130 l.lnu-l
. reslly sharpens
] bhdas beeanu 1t strops on leather. Gives
keen, smooth shaving edgee. No guers-work.
Bhdo hald n cmoot mg‘l::_nlnd DTOPST pressurs
slly. crank to sharpen
5 bhdo o Ml ell made, Blndcomo—
nfldt-—ln attractive case. Welghs fow ounces.
WLl )ast years. Makes ldeal gl

SEND NO MONEY] Write "m{oop

post-
0. Use Razoroll for 8 l"l!' k;
delighted vnh umm:g velvet shaves you get, nm B 0!\.0
and we’ll return your dollsr, Hurry—ordsti
RAZOROLL C '3 620 N Wichigan, “ins Chleago, 1.
Qulit Using Tobaeco! 100,000

Write for Free Booklst and Learn Haw.

"NEW w'"i.f'?bmnuv
ll'lll

Satisfied
Louls, Mo J.EEJ

ANY PI'IOTO ENLARGED

Sixe B x 10 Inches or emaller If de-
sived. Same price for full length oy c
put
3 for $1.00

bust form, mup. land
o photo guaran!
Just mall photo or

SEND NO MONEY.,,.,,.M )

-.nd wlth{n aweek you wlll receive your auul'ul
posuman 4Te

m scapes
part of group plctm‘es:‘fe retum ;

r llu

Sona M 4.
:fANDAnD ART ETUDIOS. 113 S, Jufferson BL., Dept. 402L, Ohlsago



1 Ann doesn’t ery easily—but that night I
found her in tears! “I can’t help it,” she sobbed.
“All the things we were going to do—buy a
car, build a home—remember? And here we
are—married three years, and just barely mak-
ing ends meet! I thought our dreams might
come true—but it's no use.” I made up my
mind right then to “have it out” with the boss.

2 “Look here!” he said. “I 3 When I learned the boss 4 I'm happy, and Ann's

can’t pay you more unless
you're worth more! And
frankly, John, you lack the
training a bigger job needs.
Ever hear of the International
Correspondence Schools?”

was a former I.C.S. student,
I signed up quick! And what
a difference it made in my
work! I'd never realized until
then how little 1 knew about
the business.

happy, and I guess the boss
is happy. (At least I've had
two “‘raises” in the last yearl)
And here’s the very same
coupon that I mailed, staring
you in the face!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

HELPING TO TRAIN AMERICANS FOR VICTORY

BOX 3967-V, SCRANTON, PENNA.
‘Without cost or obligation, please send me 2 copy of your booklet, “Who Wins
and Why,” and full particulars about the course before which 1 hnve marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSE®
Alr Brake [a] Conmcﬁu snd Building Marine ,lndn-

] O San!
Air Condltioning Cd a Dnhlll O Bbeet Metal
Airplane Drafting llgl E banicsl Engi Ship Drafting
Archritectural Drefting (8] Eluznd rafting Mine Foreman hipfitting [0 Bhop Practios
Architeoture [a] D ignti E team Electrle (] Bteam Engines
D Auto En{nu ‘Tune-up ] El-u'.nu Ll;huu O Patternmaking [J Pluinbing team Fitting
O Auto Technician [s] [0 Heating D Practical Telephony ] uwetunl Drafting
O Avistion {J Avistion Mechanle O En-i Trntmnue of Metals E Public Works Engineering Q) Btrustural Engineering
Boilermaking Hgh Engineering Polp and Paper Making Surveying and Mepping
Bridge Engineering House ng [u] jo, General [elegraph Engineering
Chemistry dustrial O Radlo Operating [elephone Work
Civil Engineering Locomotive Enginese E Radio Bervicing Textile Desigming
Mining 8 Maohinist R. R. Section Foreman [colmaking 0O Welding
Conorete Enginearing Management of Inventions [J R. R. Sigmal 0O Bah Woolén Manufa
BUSINESS COURSES
Accounting [ Advertising g College Preparatory First Year Colloge E Raflway Pastal Clerk
Bookkeaping mmeraal l'oummhlp O French Salesmanship
d: C d O Becretarial 0 Spanish
Business Management Co-l Accounting m.l. Bchoal E Showoard snd Bign Lettering
Cartooning [ Clvil Barvice C. P. Accounting Managing Men at Wark Trafic Mensgamens

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES

Advanced Dreasmaking Eﬂone Dr—g-kiu ) Tes Room and cél:url-
Professional N tering

Foods and Cookery king and D
Nome. Apge. Addrees.
Oity. Biate. Present Positd

Canadion residentsa sond oewpon to Iniarnational Cor d Sohools Conadd Limited, Montrea, Canade
Britleh residonis send eoupon to I. O. ! 71 Eingswoy, London, W. C. 3, England
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Profession in 90 Days, at Home
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Hundreds of Men and Women have found Independence this way

If you are looking for a new and better way to make a living, take up Swedish Massage, a DIGNIFIED
FASCINATING, PROFITABLE PROFESSION, and one of the few still open to men and women without
college training. Hundreds of graduates of our home study course, either have fine positions or a private
practice of their own. Many report minimum earnings of $50.00 per week, while H. C. Crittendon, who
received his diploma January 1st, 1930, reports averaging $60.00 per day. Right now the Army and Navy
need hundreds of Men and Women trained in Physio-Therapy. (Massage)

Plenty of Opportunities Open

This interesting, big pay meeasion was for years
available only to a few. Its secrets were guarded
jealously and fabulous prices were paid for in-
struction. This same i1nstruction is now available
to you at a mere fraction of the former price, and
ﬁou need not leave your present work until you
ave qualified as an expert and can command an
expert’s pay. There is a big demand for trained
men and women from beauty shops, hospitals,
sanitariums, clubs, doctors and private patients.
Prepare for this profitable profession now.

] LT 4 L
A Dignified Profession

The expert in Swedish Massage is recognized as
a professional of the highest type, commanding
the respect of everyone in his community. Here
18 a profession, now open to you, which makes
you a public benefactor; for the skill we teach
you is of great aid in many human ailments as
well as in building beauty—it offers you posi-
T — tion, both professional
b g and social, it offers
vou independence,
freedom from worry

and the respect and
admiration of yvour

neighbors and friends.

'II-{':'.E

0II Can Learn at Home

Turn spare hours into money. Use spare time at
home to master a profession which has made
thousands of dollars yearly for ambitious men and
women. Many graduates have completed this
training in just a_few months, but you-+can take
your own time. It need not interfere with vour
other work or pleasure. All instruction has been
prepared. by the teachers in our well known resi-
dent school—the same material is used and a
diploma is awarded upon graduation,

Experts in Reducing

Many of our students become s
Thousands of men and women pay

our famous resident school

Gymnastics, in fact everything you n
for a Diploma.

ialists in reducing.

) uge sums to take off fat.
Enroll now—get the benefit of instruction by the teachers in

! ] This course includes lessons in
Dietetics, Reducing Diets, Hydro-Therapy, Anatomy, Medical

to know to qualify

ST
"

D. H. Beam, Calif.

Miss H. Swam Aréz.

These photographs are
representative of h u n-
dreds received with
letters of praise and rec-
ommendation. Send the
coupon and we will in-
clude a booklet of names
and photographs of grad-
Uates.

Large Incomes from Doctors,

hospitals, sanitariums, clubs and private patients
are bound to come to those of our graduates who
profit by the thousands of opportunities available
to make money. Mr. Charles Romer, Wisconsin,
writes, ““At times I have had to turn away pec-Ele;
I have been so busy the depression never touched
me.”” Miss Childs, Baltimore, Maryland, says,
“1 already have over 40 patients, I hope many
others take your course and profit financially and
socially as I have.” Hundreds and hundreds of
graduates have written similar letters. Get into
Swedish Massage through our ‘“‘Right in Your
Own Home” Plan,

Regular Diploma Awarded

When you have completed our home study course
(high school training not needed), you will be
awarded THE College of Swedish Massage Di-
ploma. This diploma is a badge of honor, a war-
ranty to the public that you have qualified as an
expert and should be accepted by them as proof
of your proficiency in your chosen profession.
Enroll now, before it becomes necessary to spend
years in intensive training to qualify for a permit

to practice.

Anatomy Charts and
Booklet of Photographs

Write now for our amazing offer
of Anatomy Charts and Booklet
of Photographs and letters from
graduates. Medical Dictionary,
Patented Reducing Roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies are all
included in our course without
one cent of extra cost. Send the
coupon now—there is no cost or
obligation.

THE College of Swedish Massage
Dept. 663, 30 East Adams St., Chicago

(Successor to-National College of Massage)

Use this Coupon for FREE information

THE College of Swedish Massage,
Dept. 663, 30 East Adams St., Chicago, lIl.

Name....

ou may send me FREE and Pﬂatpaid Anatomy Charts,
Illustrated Catalog, Booklet of Suoccess
plete details of your offer.

ul graduates and com-
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It’s really true! These TWOQO best-sellers FOR
ONLY $1.39. Not $1.39 for each, but for
BOTH! And you pay nothing in advance. And
nothing AT ALL if you decide not to KEEP the

books after examining them. No strings attached

to this offer.

COUPON below (without

>
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INGS ROW-—sensational best-seller which

strips the masks from an American town !
KINGS ROW-—the town they talk of in whis-
pers! KINGS ROW-—-now thrilling millions in
the exciting movie, as it thrilled thousands in
the original novel at $2.75! Reveals the secret
thouchts, suppressed passions, pent-up de-
sires of people in a small town—where every-

“body THINKS he knows everybody else.

A human face can become a ‘““mask”—hid-
ing love hate, ambition. But 14-year-old
PARRIS MITCHELL took people at face

o g 5 N | | value! Iie liked affectionate Renee ; loved
M L . girl-ecrazy Drake McHugh ; trusted Jamie
. Wakefield, who wrote poems and whom
S i .. Dpeoplesecretly called “tooprettyforaboy.”
el ¥  Cassie Tower, the town’s prettiest girl,
ARG BBV M. 2 he thought “strange.” She was always
wicoms. o SO &, - kept home by her father, a physician

living mysteriously well without pa-

tients. But PARRIS feared cold-faced

St
e

N ADDITION to KINGS ROW, you

ALSO get (for $1.39) this 502-page
volume—the greatest works of litera-
ture’s most daring story-teller! Here,
complete and unexpurgated, are th:
frankest stories of their kind! Tales
of love, hate, intrigue, p:ission, mad-
ness, jealousy, heroism-—plots that will
startle vou with horror and amazement !

Nearly 100 Stories !

Read of “BALL-OF-FAT.” demi-mon-
daine who alone could save a party of

evening as he would a mistress!

Would you like more bargcains like
this? You can—IF YOU WISH TO—
get a double-bargain every month!
105,000 people are doine so now : build-
ing two librarics (of modern best-sellers
and great classics) for only $1.39 a
month! DBut YOU ARE UNDER NO
OBLIGATION WHATEVER if you ac-
cept this offer! YOU MAY JOIN
US OR NOT, AS YOU
PLEASE. But, in any case,
Kings Row and de Mau-

Send FREE EXAMINATION
money) NOW!I

o w Coast-to-Coast Best-Seller
af $2.75!

Over 330,000 Sold—And Now It's America’s Smash-Hit Movie!

2% Short Stories of DE MAUPASS

ACTUAL VALUE $3.75
674 Thrilling Pages.

Dr. Gordon, whose patients’ hearts were sooften
found “too weak for chloroform.” Once Parris
heard- (and never forgot) frightful screams
from a farmhouse, when Dr. Gordon was there!

“A Powerful and Passionate Book”

Through his sensitive reactions, PARRIS developed
the intuition of a born doctor; discovered that each
person’s protective mask hid a gnawing fear, paralyzing
inferiority complex, or cherished vice. And later, as
DOCTOR Parris Mitchell (trained as a psychiatrist in
Vienna) he stripped oft their masks!

How their masks were removed, how tangled lives
met in thrilling conflict, is an extraordinary story—
gripping in intensity, exciting in action, fascinating
in suspense, A truly great novel—packed with
Kings Row’s passions, loves, hates, hypocrisies,
tragedies, comedies and, sometimes, name-
less herrors! The N. Y. Times called it
“a grand yarn, full of the sap of
life.”” N. Y. Heralid Tribune
sald, "“Emotional, powerful,
passionate.”’

L
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Rachel—who avenoed France because
of just one German kiss too many!

more respectable people in German-
occupied France—and what she did.
Read FORBIDDEN FRUIT—in which
Henrietta, tired of being married, begs
her husband to take her out for an

passant are YOURS, to
send back if you wish-—OR
to keep for ONLY $1.39.
if you're delighted with
them,

Examine BOTH BOOKS Free
Send No Money—No Obligation

You don’t have to send any money to BE UNDER NO OBLIGATION WHAT-
receive Kings Row an.i Short Stories of EVER. (And there’s no further obliga-

de Maupassant for FREE EXAMINA- tion even if you accept the books and
TION. The coupon will bring them at 109 ¢or" them ) We have only a limitel

= P ) i »
ﬁg&l ﬂal:g ggéﬂ;ngﬁetgdptﬁti??iﬁﬂnD}i?;ilsl- supply for this liberal offer. When these
g s are exhau:ted, offer will rot be repeated.

few cents postage and handling costs.
Send coupon today! BOOK LEAGUE

Remember, $1.3) for BOTH books! IF
NOT ABSOLUTELY PLEASED, RE- (C}F AME!‘I'}ICA. Dept. T.G. 9. Garden
ny. N. X.

TURN THE BOOKS;PAY NOTHING :

N S DA DA W G WA e ewin Y T RESR) S N e WA 5 o
BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA, Dept. T.G. 9, Garden City, N. Y. :

Without further obligation. send KINGS ROW and SHCRT l
QITOR[ES OF DE MAUPASSANT for FREE EXAMINATION. I
For this $3.75 double-value 1 will send only $1.39, plus few cents
postage and handling co:ts. But if I do NOT like the books I will I
return them after this 5-day free examination and pay nothing.

My acceptance of this offer does not obligate me in any way to l

join or to take any books. and no one is to call upon me about it!

You may, lhowever,

J ay, mail me literature so that T may, IF I
C"HOOSE. join the Book League and be entitled to similar bar-

|

i

!

;

| gains each month,
I MR

| MRS.

MISS

[

f

ADDRESS
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In Canada: 215 Victoria St., Toronto

I D SAVE Postage—Check here if you prefer to send your check or
money order for $1.39 WITH this coupon and we will prepay

Lall postage costs. Same 5-day return-for-refund privilege applieq.J
-—---—----- [ B T T e S T )
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