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kind of machine; MAKE MORE
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ing Tool Making, Pattern . Foundry Work, Mechanical
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- Up-to- P
8 Big Books ( dite Edition) Sent FREE
to you for examination, With them weo send & Big Binder of
pearly 800 pages with 267 original shop tickets with 1200 illus-
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kind of job and.are In addition to the 8 books. Decide in your
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MAKING valuo, then, if you want them, pay on the easiest kind
of payments. Send NOW and wo will include & ycar’s consulting
service without extra charge.
American Technioal Soclety, P 3 — Home Study Courses.
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THE PHANTOM SPEAKS
(Concluded from page 10)

to national or local law-enforcement agen-
cles.

~ Members and readers are urged to keep
in constant touch with the headquarters of
this magazine. Your.letters and postcards
are invaluable to us in planning future
issues. Please address your comments, sug-
gestions and criticisms to The Editor, THE
PHANTOM DETECTIVE, 10 East 40th
Street, New York. Here are some typical
excerpts from communications recently
received in our mailbag:

MURDER CALLS THE PHANTOM is the most
exciting mystery I have ever read.—James Daly,
Chicago. '

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE is my favorite of
all magazines. The featured novel is always most
thrilling and the short stories are uniformly excel-
lent.—William Warner Greenly, Boston, Mass.

I have met many fellow members of FRIENDS
OF THE PHANTOM and bave made some good
friends in this way.—Jcan Crory, Los Angeles, Cal.

Since you have started running the longer novels,
your magazine is better in every way. Keep up the
good work. 'Those extra two or three chapters,
added to the length of your novel, mean a lot be-
cause they give readers a fuller, better rounded-out
story, until I can truthfully say that every I’IJAN-
TOM novel is as good as a 2 hook. And a mighty
good hook at that.—Harold Claridan, New York.

It's great relaxation to sit down of an evenin
with THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE or your swoﬁ
companion magazine, THRILLING DETECTIVE.
—John Curtisman, Miami, I'la.

Thanks to everybody! Please continue
writing me. See you next month!

—THE PHANTOM.

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

10 East 40th Street
New York City

I wish to join the FRIENDS
OF THE PHANTOM. 1

promise to uphold the laws
of the nation and do all in

my power to aid in their enforcement.
Name ........ Cresiieetaebieneenas everienns

Address .....
CItY ciieecnonrocsnarananannans eeveevsrosanaseans
State.......... [EERT TP o Age...... Sex......

Enclose a self-addressed stamped envelope it
a membership card is desired.

TO ‘),}Tl.\lN' THE PIHHANTOM EMBLEM, our
official insignia, enclose the name-strip T
PHANTOM DETECTIVE from the cover of thig
nmiagazine plus ten cents in stamps or coin,

Note: If you do not enclose the nume-gtrip,
send 15e in stamps or coin. This nominal charge
is made merely to cover our expense in mailing
this valuable bronze badge.

{J It already a member, check here,
Foreign readers arc requested to send Inter-

0 national Reply Coupon or Amwmcrican Stawmps.
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60 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

slowly toward the sound of the Phan-
tom’s voice off to one side.

“Fritz!” he replied hoarsely. “That
you, Fritz? Rudolph!”

Van’s quick surmise had been cor-
rect. This was the missing Heinrich
for whom others had been searching.
Again Van sent his voice off to one
side, keeping the Bundsman turned
in that direction and covering his
own swift attack.

CHAPTER X
SCREAMING TORTURE

F EINRICH heard him
b just before Van
sprang upon him.
Perhaps because he
had heard that this
Heinrich was
wounded, Van may
have lessened the
drive of his fists. It
was as if he had
suddenly thrown
himself into a fight barehanded
against a powerful, raging beast.

Heinrich had all of Van’s weight.
His hard jaw seemed to break Van’s
knuckles and the man scarcely stag-
gered. Instead, he gave evidence of
having had plenty of training in
rough-and-tumble battle. One of his
driving knees sank into Van’s stom-
ach.

The impact was unexpected and
drove Van’s breath hissing from his
throat. Van ripped in an uppercut,
that was weakened because of his
own pain. A hairy hand, as clawed
and strong as that of a wild gorilla,
hooked behind Van’s neck.

The hold was ordinary enough, but
this Heinrich seemed possessed of the
strength of a madman. Teutonic
oaths frothed from his lips as Van
was sent to his hands and knees.
Heinrich apparently had some train-
ing in the deadly art of savate.

The hard toe of a boot drove to
Van’s ear. It felt as if his head had
been spun from his shoulders. The

ground heaved up into his face. Van,
forced to admit his mistake in mak-
ing his first attack in the belief that
Heinrich was wounded, was now
stunned.

But realizing the physical strength
of the Bundsman, Van had the quick
wit to change his tactics. As Hein-
rich’s toe snapped his head to one
side, Van flattened limply, his hands

~and legs outspread as if his senses

had been knocked out of him. It was
an even bet now whether the sur-
prising, maddened Heinrich would
send in another finishing kick or blow,
or make a mistake.

Heinrich made the mistake. He
grunted a satisfied oath in German,
bending over the Phantom. He put
one hand upon Van’s shoulder and
started to turn him over, and this
time it was the Phantom’s steel fin-
gers that hooked over the back of
Heinrich’s neck. Because of his own
dizziness, Van employed one of the
most foreceful of all Oriental holds.
The Bundsman’s heavy body jerked
into the air, driven by the reflex ac-
tion of his own legs.

He turned over once, but Van’s
fingers never loosened their hold.
The ganglia of nerve ends behind the
Bundsman’s jaw administered as ef-
fective an anaesthetic as if ether had
been applied.

The Phantom was still dizzy and
his stomach was aching as he got to
his feet. In the trees near him it was
silent. Farther up the shore, man-
hunters ranging through the woods
where the shooting had been heard,
were shouting to each other.

The Phantom propped Heinrich
against a tree. His make-up case
came from under his clothes. He
never had worked faster. A light
from his case outlined Heinrich’s
features, his short, blond hair, his
lips and broad cheekbones. Van
guessed that Heinrich’s ancestors
had been as much Slavic as German.

Within five minutes, Van was com-
paring his' own face with that of

















































































THE MURDER BUND 7

The Phantom smiled as he finished his
message.

THAT simple message from the
Phantom, with the voice and the
code of the murder Bund’s Little
Fuehrer, changed some of the plans
for the coming night. Van moved
out, after closing the liquor cabinet,
but not before he had removed some
of the small parts of the two-way
radio, the metal rod and block, and
a small book of German lore he dis-
covered beside the radio.

The little book was the same as
that he had taken from Fritz. Van
was moving out through the hallway,
alert, realizing that discovery now
would mean his own death and the
murder of many others. From over-
head came a weird, ghostly thump-
ing.

It was too persistent, too well
timed to be some chance workman
overhead. Van then recalled that this
apartment was on the top floor. He
saw a trap-door overhead, or rather
the outline of faint eracks around
it. Before investigating this, Van
made a phone call. He talked with
the local FBI chief, gave directions
for action, but withheld his own iden-
tity.

Although time was valuable, Van
hunted until he had found a long
stepladder in the storage room. Two
minutes later he pushed open the
trap-door. The thing that greeted
his eyes in the dim light was more
incredible than any other phase of
the activities of the Kuwlturkampf
Bund,

A figure that might once have been
that of a fat man, judging from his
flabby, sunken cheeks, was securely
chained to a beam. He was little
more than a skeleton. He had been
thumping on the floor with his heels.
His whispering voice hoarsely begged
for water.

Van brought water and some food.
Five minutes later he was listening
to the strangest story he had ever

heard. It recalled and connected up
directly with what Van had read
upon the thick lips of Herman
Slater in the bomb shipping strong-
hold when Herman Slater had said,
“And this is one time that the blood
of even one’s kin cannot be permitted
to stand between the Little Fuehrer
and success!”

Van’s teeth ground together think-
ing of what the next few hours must
bring out. He was convinced now
that he was striking at the heart of
the Kulturkampf Bund. But he could
not now throw away the chance to
save others who were prisoners, be-
fore calling upon the government and
the police to take over.

“I have to have control of the ex-
plosives in the Herman Slater plant
and of the menacing iron ore carrier,
for any slip would mean extinction
for those who have suffered the
most,” he said. “If it works out right,
the FBI will be on the job.”

To the skeleton prisoner, he said:
“A few hours more won't mean
much. All of this fiendish injustice
shall .be set right, I promise you.”

The other man nodded dully. He
thanked Van with thick speech,
speaking in German. That prisoner
must have much medical care before
his mind would be fully restored to
normal,

CHAPTER XVIO
THE PHANTOM FLIES

UTSIDE, early dusk
Y was striking.
] Newspaper head-
lines gave the news
of the murder of
Dr. Cross and of
Fraulein Freda, al-
though she had .not
been publicly iden-
tified. The Phan-
tom realized he
must change his identity and return
at once to the Herman Slater bomb
shipping room.

































88 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

CHAPTER XXI
MURDER PLAYED SAFE

pear you were against my father,”
Lela Latham was saying, and she was
in the arms of Horace Craft.

Kindly Amos Stout stood near
them, his mild eyes showing his ap-
proval. Stout walked over to the
Phantom. His hand was extended.

“] have learned,” he said sternly,
“that you are a holdup man and a
thief, Phantom. And you pack one
big wallop. You have my wallet and
my watch?”

“I'm not a very good thief, Mr.
Stout,” the Phantom said. “Your
valuables were later taken off of me.
But I can give you a clean bill of
health, except for a special radio that
might pick up the Bund code that was
in a small car you loaned to Horace
Craft.”

Amos Stout - smiled genially.
“That’s right,” he said. “I was given
that special radio by Herman Slater.
Perhaps he wished it to be found in
my car in an emergency. Also, I
started for the Latham fire with Her-
man Slater, but he ran his car into
the ditch. The next thing I knew, I
was wandering through the woods
with a funny hooded mask over my
head. Then you found me.”

“Good enough,” stated Van, to the
surprise of Frank Havens and sev-
eral government agents. “It checks.”

Then it was that Captain Reagan,
red-faced, came into the scene.

“How does it check?” he growled.
“We have Herman Slater, Phantom,
over here. And he was with the
Bundsmen, but claims he was pris-
oner. A third of the Slater foundries
was blown to bits not long ago.”

Two agents came over and the
round-faced, marble-eyed man known
as Herman Slater was between them.

“So, it seems as if Herman Slater
was the Little Fuehrer all the time,”
said Captain Reagan. “He was run-
ning the works at the foundries, and
jumping bombs to Mexico on night
planes shot from a catapult. They
were picked up by submarines below
the Border.”

OOKING like fury in-
carnate, the mar-
ble-eyed man had
only cold rageinhis
eyes, and his tongue
was silent. Van
looked at him
closely.

“You have made

a mistake, Captain

Reagan,” he said.
“Herman Siater is a good American
citizen, and he is not the Little Fueh-
rer. I'm afraid even my close friend,
Havens, has been deceived. Has the
visit been made to the downtown
apartment, as I directed ?”

A harbor police boat was coming
alongside. IFrom it three men were
pushed up the Jacob’s-ladder to the
deck. Frank Havens was the first to
utter an exclamation.

“Great glory, Phantom! If Her-
man Slater had been on a desert
island for weeks, left unshaved and
starved, I would say this was he!”

A short man, who was little more
than skin and bones, was being held
up by two government men.

“Right, Frank,” said Van. “This
nearly starved man who has been a
prisoner for weeks s Herman Slater.
The Herman Slater you have known
recently is his worthless brother,
Hans Slater. And because their
mother and sister have been held in a
German internment camp, subject to
a death sentence, Hans Slafer first
gained power over his good Ameri-
can brother Herman.

“But at the last, when Herman
realized his brother was a member of
the Kulturkampf Bund, plotting
against the United States, it became
necessary to imprison the real Her-
man. It became easy, because Her-
man’s wife was also in Germany.
Also Herman lived in the same apart-
ment building with the real Little
Fuehrer,”































98 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

here. They were going to keep you
in this room while a friend of Rog-
er’'s impersonated me, pretending
to conduct an investigation. Of
course, he’d report to you that every-
thing was okay. Then you’d be satis-
fied, so they planned to dope you
again and take you home. They’d
tell you that you were taken there
while you were in a coma. After
that, John would let you get well
again—or maybe he wouldn’t.”

“I think he would,” the old man
answered. “The bulk of my estate
goes to charity. Apparently my sons
are raiding the business while they
have control of it, while I'm still
alive. Fd be worth less to them if I
were dead.”

Most of Carey Rix’ thoughts were
on his conversation with Timothy
Trank. But a part of his mind had
been listening for sounds downstairs,
and he heard them now.

A door opened. There were foot-
steps in the hallway. He heard low-
pitched conversation as the three
men reached the bottom of the
staircase. Then there was the sound
of their footsteps as they started to
ascend.

There wasn’t a second to waste, or
he’d be trapped. He raced through
the door of Timothy Trank’s room
and was sprinting down the hall be-
fore they reached the landing. His
shoeless feet made no sound.

He paused briefly just around the
corner from the top of the staircase,
waited until he judged the first was
half a dozen steps from the top. Now
was the time! The advantage of po-
sition and surprise should balance
the three-to-one odds against him.

He leaped around the corner, left
the floor in a headlong diving tackle
that caught John Trank around the
waist. The doctor was carried over
backward, erashing into the two men
behind him.

The stair landing shook with the
impact. Carey Rix scrambled off the

top of the heap, knew he was unhurt.

He swung his fist into the face of
Roger Trank. The bald-headed man
had partly risen and was reaching
for the revolver in his pocket.

Spike Gordon, Carey’s imperson-
ator, was out cold. His head had
struck the wall as he’d been carried
backward. John was still prone,
staring around dazedly.

Roger’s head snapped back under
the force of Rix’ blow, but his hand
came up from his pocket with the re-
volver. Carey’s foot lashed out. It
struck Roger Trank’s wrist as the
gun roared. The bullet buried itself
in the wall behind Carey.

He lunged forward, caught Rog-
er's wrist with both hands, and
twisted. The revolver fell. Carey
leaped, scooped it up.

“Are you all right, Mr. Rix?” he
called.

Carey looked up. Old Timothy
Trank, in his nightgown, stood at the
top of the stairs. He held the ban-
nister for support. He seemed to
have aged five years since Carey Rix
had revealed the conspiracy against
him. Carey took a few backward
steps toward him.

“It’s all over, Mr. Trank. S‘lall
I phone the pohce‘?”

The old man’s face was gray as
the hair above it as he looked down
down at the trio on the landing. Two
of them were his sons. They had con-
spired to rob him, and would not
have stopped at murder to serve
their ends.

“Yes, Mr. Rix,” he replied slowly.
“You may call the police.”

He swayed and would have fallen,
if Carey Rix had not caught him.

T WAS a week later, in Carey Rix’

office, that Sue Moran held up the
envelope as Carey came in.

“This is it!” she exulted. “Timo-
thy Trank’s return address is on the
envelope. Shall I open it, or do you
want the fun?”
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