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TREAKING across the Texas plains 
in the cloud-strained moonlight, it 
looked like the ghost of a train. 

Forty white cars; some boxes, other low 
flats, still others carrying human beings. 
The second and last section of Corbett’s 
Mighty American Shows, moving on 
Dallas from Greeneville for a two-day 
stand. 

Toward the head of the train, hunched 
up on the running-board of a box-car, sat a 
man in the rough garb of a roustabout. 
Dark beard stubbled his lean face, a slouch 
hat shaded eyes which shifted always, to 
look ahead, then to look toward the rear. 
Restless, seeking eyes. He sat like a lowly 
image: alone, intent, absorbed. 

Then, before the lone man might have 
batted an eye, Section Number Two came 
to a stop in full flight. A grinding, 
smashing, protesting stop. The watcher 
was thrown forward on the running-board, 
where he skidded for perhaps ten feet, to 
save himself from falling by catching a 
brakestaff in a powerful grip and hanging 
on. 

The engineer had set the air in an 
emergency! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Short, spaced blasts of the 

locomotive’s whistle were sounding a 
strident alarm. On the ground on each side 
of the train men were hurrying forward. 
Doors and windows in the sleepers next to 
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the caboose opened and raised, voices 
calling out excitedly. Forward, above the 
train, an angry glow reddened the sky.  

The circus train-boss, Slim Beavers, 
running almost neck-and-neck with the 
train conductor, charged along the 
shoulder of the dump, his bull-voice 
bellowing:  

“All out and forward! All out and 
forward!”  

The lone watcher climbed swiftly 
down a ladder ahead of the running men, 
snaked himself into the cover of brush 
outside the right-of-way, and saw with 
quick eyes just what the trouble was and 
where. 

The tenth car back of the engine, the 
paint and rigging car, was on fire at its rear 
end. Flames had licked through the roof 
and were spreading. The wind-whip of the 
racing train had torched the blaze 
rearward, and the car adjoining had caught 
at the forward end. Action, swift and 
certain, was demanded. 

 
ROM the managerial car in the rear a 
group came running. Colonel “Bud” 

Corbett, owner of the shows, grey-haired, 
bulky, fierce of mien, was in the lead. At 
his heels was Sara, his daughter. 

Clad in red silk pyjamas, legs folded 
into hastily donned riding boots, the jacket 
buttoned only halfway to her firm, white 
throat; bobbed black hair tousled and in 
her black eye a look of fright, Sara cried 
loudly enough for the hidden man to hear 
her words: 

“I knew it! 1 felt it before we pulled 
out of Greeneville—”  

“Shut up, Sara!” cut in a tall, black-
mustached man just behind her. He was 
Ewing Darnley, the head ringmaster. 
“There’s plenty yelping about crazy things 
on this show, without you going haywire 
too!”  

Sara bit her lips, said no more, and 

watched with frightened eyes while Slim 
and his roustabouts, the train crew ably 
seconding, handled the situation. 

The burning cars were run ahead, then 
left spotted alone on the track. A cable was 
quickly attached to the rear car, the block 
lashed to a tree on the right-of-way. The 
engineer started on signal, and the cable, 
which had been attached to the far end of 
the train, whirled the burning mass from 
the track to the right-of-way below. 

The track cleared of the menacing 
flames, the forward half of the train came 
backing slowly down. As it loomed out of 
the shadows into the lurid light from the 
flames, Sara Corbett’s slim form stiffened 
as though she had suddenly been turned 
into an image of ice. Then she screamed:  

“Look! For God’s sake—look!”  
The man in the brush had no need to 

follow with his eyes the girl’s pointing 
finger. He saw in one swift glance the 
thing which had struck terror through her. 

Hanging by his neck from a rope 
attached to the brake-staff on the slowly 
backing car, dangling halfway down, was 
the black-clad figure of a man. A dead 
man! None but a dead man would hang as 
he was doing. 

That was not all that was borne down 
upon the faltering, terror-tortured group by 
the backing car. 

Printed in luminous paint which now 
gleamed direfully in the leaping light, the 
end of the car bore the following sinister 
legend: 

 
ONCE AGAIN—THE PHANTOM! 
 
The car came against the forward end 

of the last half of the section, and a 
coupling was made. Then the paralyzed 
men sprang into delayed action. 

Slim Beavers and Darnley, the 
ringmaster, were first to the body swinging 
at the end of the car. 
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“It’s Frank Spear!” Slim Beavers 
shouted. “And he’s dead!”  

Frank Spear, one of the show’s special 
officers, had been killed by a blow on the 
head, then hung in the position in which he 
was found—for no purpose which any 
man there could fathom. 

He was just hanging there beside that 
luminous reminder—dead!  

The body was cut down, carried back 
to a flat-car and covered with a tarpaulin. 
There were those among the men who had 
known and liked Frank Spear—but a show 
must move. No time could be wasted 
there. The authorities at Dallas would take 
charge when the train arrived, and in the 
meantime there was nothing to be done. 

The Phantom had struck again—and 
who could do anything against that fiend? 

 
S the circus train pulled away from 
the scene, gradually getting under 

way, the slender, wiry skulker in the brush 
darted out and leaped for a side-ladder. 
Three car-lengths back of the car upon 
which the dead man had been found, he 
swung up and again settled down on the 
roof. His lean face beneath its stubble of 
beard was grimmer than ever. 

Don “Speed” Rector, general press-
agent for Corbett’s Mighty American, was 
the man on the top of the train. Besides 
being one of the best publicity men known 
to the show world, Rector had on more 
than one occasion solved perplexing 
mysteries which had stumped Corbett’s 
own force of detectives, and the mysteries 
had not always been minor ones. On two 
occasions they had involved murder. 

Five days before, Rector had been 
reached at Memphis, where he had gone in 
advance. He had not been told much. The 
show was going to pieces because of 
inexplicable accidents, and the morale of 
the whole roster shaken to the core 
because of certain bulletins which had 

been mysteriously posted on circus cars, 
on tent-poles, and even on the outside of 
the doors of the managerial car itself. The 
posters had invariably read, in heavy red 
print: 

 
A sinister performer has joined Corbett’s 

Mighty American. A menace to the circus, and to 
every man, woman and beast on its roster. He 
moves among you day and night, invisible, 
invincible. He is— 

The Phantom. 
 
Rector had slipped back to the show, 

remained under cover, and had kept his 
eyes open. He had learned nothing—
except that the show was in a bad way. 
The performers, even the roughnecks, 
were badly rattled. The troupe’s morale 
was shot. 

Who was back of it? What purpose lay 
beneath it? 

Of that, Speed Rector knew absolutely 
nothing. 

Dressed as a roughneck, he had ridden 
section Number Two that night. He had 
watched the train from the top, and 
disaster in the form of murder and arson 
had occurred—the work of the Phantom.  

And Rector was no wiser than he had 
been when he came back to the show!  

On through the night flashed the ghost-
train. It rattled over trestles and through 
sleeping villages. The lost time was soon 
made up, and the tired roustabouts slept 
again. Speed Rector got to his feet and 
began moving cautiously toward the head 
end. 

When he had covered a third of the 
distance to the engine, Rector suddenly 
dropped flat on the roof. He lay there inert 
for a moment, then snaked himself along 
until he came to the end of the car, where 
he swung down between cars, and peered 
over the top. 

A man who had evidently come up 
from the bumpers of two cars about four 
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lengths ahead, was now slipping swiftly 
along the running-board of the car beyond 
Rector’s position. On he came, reached the 
car directly ahead of the hidden man— 

It was Joe Stack, assistant chief of 
Corbett’s special police. Stack, out on the 
job, watching for the Phantom. 

Rector swung to the top of the car 
directly in front of the oncoming agent. 

“Stack!” he called. 
The agent stopped as though he had 

been struck. He came on a few steps, then, 
hand reaching to an armpit. He peered at 
the smiling Rector. 

“Speed Rector,” he cried, his voice 
raging above the rattle and roar of the 
train, “damn your spying eyes! You won’t 
ever tell, you prowling sneak!” 

Joe Stack whipped out his gun—but 
Rector, amazed though he had been at the 
agent’s words, had acted quicker. His 
weapon was out and spitting flame before 
that of the agent had cleared leather. Joe 
Stack teetered on his feet for an instant, 
sloughed sidewise—and rolled to the 
right-of-way below. 

Rector sat down. He was breathing 
deeply. Stack’s actions had been a 
revelation to him. 

Stack—Joe Stack, assistant chief of the 
special police—had meant to kill him 
because he feared what he might tell! 

Rector sat there for ten minutes or 
more, considering what he had discovered. 
Then he made up his mind. He would not 
tell anybody of his encounter with Stack. 
The body of the agent would be found on 
the right-of-way, and his death laid to 
some person or persons unknown—and in 
the meantime, Speed his lips sealed, would 
wait and watch. 

 
ALLAS. The circus coaches were 
lined up on a siding in the Katy 

yards. In the office-lounge of the 
managerial car, four men and a young 

woman conferred. 
Sara Corbett, her trim figure boyishly 

smart in the tailored suit of white 
whipcord she always wore on the circus 
lot, her sensitive, intelligent face 
shadowed, watched the face of Don Rector 
with hope struggling against defeat in her 
own. 

Rector, his lean frame immaculately 
clad, his keen face showing now no trace 
of disguising stubble, lounged in a chair 
and mostly listened. No word of his 
experiences of the night before had been 
told.  

Colonel Bud Corbett was speaking. 
“It’s the combine!” he cried hotly. 

“Corbett’s is the last of the big 
independents—and the combine means to 
have us, fair or foul! And, damn them, 
they’d rather have us foul! Our finest 
menagerie and ring-animals have died 
mysteriously. There have been fires, seat-
collapses, train-wrecks, mysterious 
desertions on the part of valued 
performers—and now arson and murder! 
Frank Spear caught the devil while he was 
dropping the fire through the roof of that 
rigging-car—and he was killed for it. 
That’s easy to understand—”  

“Yeah, Colonel,” interrupted a tall, 
angular, black-eyed man of forty, “Frank 
probably got killed in just that way. But 
what about Joe Stack? The wire from the 
division super this morning, you will 
remember, placed his body about thirty 
miles away from the place where the fire 
occurred. How do you account for Stack?”  

The speaker was Sam Potter, chief of 
Corbett’s special police. 

“You oughta stayed back with Number 
Two and looked after your men!” Corbett 
stormed at that. “What did you gain by 
riding ahead on Section Number One, 
huh? Nothing happened on Number One!”  

“I think Sam was right, Colonel,” 
Darnley, the dark and handsome 

D 



PHANTOM OF THE CIRCUS 5

ringmaster, interfered quietly. “A lot could 
have happened on Number One. Sam, as 
you know, left two men to cover the 
second section. Besides, this discussion is 
getting us nowhere.” 

“Right,” Sara applauded, causing the 
ringmaster’s dark eyes to smolder and 
almost spark. “Speed, have you got 
anything at all on your mind?”  

“Just you, Sara,” Speed grinned, 
pouring himself a drink from a decanter at 
hand. “I’m press-agent for this trick, you 
want to remember. Sam Potter is the able 
dick who’ll turn this Phantom trick, eh—
Sam?”  

“No!” Sara cried vehemently. “I’m 
going to insist, Colonel Bud, that Speed be 
kept back with the show until this 
Phantom is washed up, and that he have 
full charge of the job. In that way, I’ll feel 
at least some hope!”  

“Meaning that you have none now?” 
Potter was staring at her with slitted 

eyes when he asked the question, and his 
face was not at all pleasant to look at. 

“Not exactly that, Sam—” Sara began. 
“Sam is handling it,” Colonel Corbett 

snapped with finality. 
Darnley nodded approval, and even 

Speed Rector showed relief. 
Darnley got up with a yawn and a 

stretch. 
“We’ve got a parade at ten, and a 

matinee at two,” he reminded them. 
“Hadn’t we better be showing some 
speed?”  

Rector was the last to leave the car—
except for Sara. When they were alone, the 
girl threw herself into his arms, clutching 
him in panicky fingers, crying: 

“Oh, Speed, Speed—I’m afraid! I’m 
desperately afraid! Do something—for 
God’s sake, before something else terrible 
happens! If you love me—do something!”  

Quieting Sara gave Speed Rector all he 
could do at that moment—but when he left 

the car a few minutes later his face was 
grim and his eyes hard. 

 
AM POTTER, chief of the circus 
dicks, was just leaving for the lot in his 

car. He made room for Rector in the seat 
beside him. 

“Some bad luck on the show is to be 
expected, Sam,” Speed commented as they 
rode toward the grounds. “But this trick 
has had entirely too much for one season. 
It’s not all bad luck. Bad intentions, I’m 
thinking. Anything suspicious happen on 
Section Number One last night?”  

“No. I rode the first section because it 
carried the most valuable part of the show. 
Nothing happened. Something did happen, 
as you know, back on two. Spear and 
Stack, two of our best men—killed. As for 
the fire—well, we’ve had others this year, 
but the one last night came near being 
really disastrous.”  

“Got any idea who is doing the 
business?”  

“Not the least,” Potter told him shortly. 
Speed got out at the show-lot without 

having taken the chief into his confidence. 
He sauntered about, meeting old friends 
here and there, until the matinee 
performance got under way. Then he went 
inside. 

In the three large rings the 
performance was going forward with that 
smoothness and zip characteristic of 
Corbett’s Mighty American, while above, 
high in the dazzling glare of the mighty 
arcs, aerialists were tossing each other 
back and forth with as little concern as 
boys playing handball on the ground. 

Act after act, spectacle after spectacle, 
went on under his eyes, but Speed was 
waiting for the biggest act of all. He had 
waited for it many times in the past. The 
feature extravagantly billed as the 
sensation of the circus world. The only act 
of its kind on any show.  
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Sara Corbett’s triple somersault across 
the middle ring, high up under the top, 
with no safety net below to catch her 
should she fall, the climax of her trapeze 
act which was conceded to be the premiere 
aerial performance of the world. 

The big moment came. Sara, looking 
like a small and perfectly formed doll, 
appeared almost magically on a platform 
set against one of the center-poles which 
flanked both sides of the middle ring. 

Suddenly, while the band was mute 
and the audience breathless, she dived out 
and down toward the hard earth below—
only to describe a graceful curve with her 
body and glide through space to catch the 
bar of a single trapeze. Over and over the 
bar, swinging at arm’s length between the 
ropes, she flew—to release her hold and 
shoot out like a glittering spear across the 
full width of the center ring. 

Then the slender form, with no 
appearance of exertion or haste and with 
grace incarnate, described three complete 
somersaults in midair, to end with small 
but steely hands gripping the bar of the 
trapeze across the ring which was her goal. 

A swing out and back, mad revolutions 
around and around the bar—and Sara, 
bowing and smiling amid applause, was 
standing safely upon another small 
platform high up under the lights, mate to 
the one on the opposite side of the ring. 
The crowd applauded madly. 

Rector breathed a great sigh of relief. 
Captain Ewing Darnley, in his capacity 

of master of ceremonies, was now 
announcing the next act through a 
megaphone. 

“The Great LaDue! One of the marvels 
of the world! No water and no net, yet he 
dives! Ladies and gentlemen—your 
attention on the center ring!”  

LaDue, the diver, had entered through 
the passage as Sara made her exit. Speed 
knew the act, and knew it to be the most 

dangerous feat of the performance. He 
watched LaDue climb rapidly to that same 
little platform upon which Sara had so 
lately posed before the climax of her act. 
Saw him stand gazing around at the gaping 
crowd, bowing here and there. LaDue was 
stalling for effect. 

Sixty feet below the diver was the 
upturned end of a long chute, looking 
much like a slide for children found on 
public playgrounds. The Great LaDue, 
coming straight downward from his high 
station, would strike the slide with his 
mighty chest at just the right dipping 
angle, to slide down the chute as though it 
were greased—and land in a net up at the 
farther end. 

The slightest miscalculation—and the 
career of LaDue would end. 

 
ADUE dove for and caught the bar of 
a trapeze, swung up and stood on it 

with outstretched and resined hands 
gripping the ropes. Then, in a twinkling, 
when the bar was in just the desired 
position over the chute—LaDue plunged 
gracefully downward. 

There followed, almost on the instant a 
thud, a crash — and people nearest the 
center ring were rising. Ewing Darnley, 
the ringmaster, stood for a split-second 
like a frozen image—then ran toward a 
writhing, twisting, broken body on the 
ground. 

The Great LaDue had failed, had 
miscalculated that dangerous fraction of an 
inch—and was dying where he fell! 

Stretcher-bearers, always alert under 
the big-tops, were already carrying the 
dying diver in a run toward the emergency 
tent when Speed reached the spot at which 
he had crashed. 

Ewing Darnley was calling through his 
giant megaphone to the startled and 
milling audience, assuring them the 
accident had been only trivial, and that the 
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show would go on. 
The audience settled down into a 

semblance of its former happy expectancy, 
and other acts quickly went on. 

Speed caught Darnley’s eye, and 
walked over to him. 

“See anything?” he asked. 
“Nothing,” was the answer. Darnley’s 

lips seemed stiff and showed white. “It 
must have been an accident—yet, by God, 
Speed, in view of this Phantom thing—”  

His duties claimed him, and Speed 
went to where the chute had stood and 
looked over the ground carefully, seeking 
he knew not what—finding nothing. Then 
he went out to the emergency tent. 

Rector had been watching the diver 
closely—and he had seen something 
which had stuck in his mind and stayed 
there. 

LaDue had caught his trapeze-bar and 
swung himself up with the sure grace that 
was naturally his. There was positively 
nothing wrong with him. He had stood on 
the bar, one hand gripping the webbing, 
the other going down to the small resin-
bag he wore at his girdle, then the other. 
That was as usual. 

Then he had gripped both webbings 
with his resined hands. Resined — 
therefore they had not slipped! 

That he had slipped was out of the 
question. 

LaDue had plunged downward—and 
then, as he seemed to float in space, he had 
suddenly seemed to go limp. It was as 
though his muscles had gone flabby, or he 
had suffered a slight stroke. Then the 
crash. 

Rector reached the emergency tent and 
found two physicians, a nurse, several 
circus folk there. He came a moment too 
late. 

Jack LaDue, his great chest caved in, 
had died without speaking a word. 

Rector looked at him as he lay there on 

the stretcher, and asked himself if it had 
been the Phantom who had in some 
fiendishly subtle manner struck him down, 
or had LaDue’s heart done it? 

He bent and examined the girdle which 
encircled the athlete’s slim and supple 
waist. A place at the right appeared to 
have been torn, and Rector’s eyes 
considered it in puzzlement. LaDue, a very 
particular man, would never have worn a 
damaged girdle as a part of his costume. 
Therefore the damage must have been 
sustained when he fell. So much was clear. 

The body was taken to a mortuary, and 
Rector, securing a runabout belonging to 
Sara, followed it to town. He meant to see 
the body after it was stripped, and then get 
the report of the examining physicians. 

 
F LaDue had died of an accident 
induced by heart-failure, well and good. 

But if there was the slightest sign of a 
wound on his body, then he would know 
the Phantom had again been at work. 

The body of the dead performer was 
duly examined, and not the least sign of a 
wound was found—except the crushed and 
broken chest. There was no doubt, the 
examining physicians stated, that the man 
had slipped. No, there was nothing to 
indicate that anything at all was wrong 
with LaDue’s heart. 

The police—Rector and Sam Potter 
accompanying them-went back to the 
circus lot just as supper was over. The city 
men, after a cursory examination of place 
and witnesses, declared themselves not 
interested. LaDue, they claimed, had 
courted death once too often—and had 
paid. 

Surely a sensible view to take of it. 
But the circus folk looked at it 

differently. Some claimed even to have 
seen something vague and colorless, like a 
gauze veil floating on a breeze, hovering 
above the diver just before he took the 
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fatal plunge. 
The jinx instantly became a real 

menace, an actual presence. And 
something had to be done! 

Rector, prowling about the show 
grounds, hands deep in his pockets, mind 
in a snarl, kept finding himself thinking of 
that snagged place on the right-hand side 
of LaDue’s belt. 

What had it meant? Could it mean 
anything at all—except a torn spot, a 
perfectly meaningless torn spot, on the 
athlete’s girdle? 

Probably it meant nothing sinister—
but Speed Rector’s mind would not let it 
slip. 

The night show came on. Crowds 
already poured onto the lot, and the side-
shows were running wide. Rector went 
around to the rear of the main ticket-
wagon—and found Colonel Corbett 
leaning against a jamb of the open door. 
He was staring at a printed paper which he 
held in a big hand. 

“Look!” he cried, thrusting the paper 
into Rector’s hands. 

It was another poster. One printed in 
red pencil. It read: 

 
I Struck at the Matinee. LaDue Died. I Shall 

Strike Again at the Night Show—and Another Will 
Die. Corbett’s is Doomed!  

The Phantom. 
 
Rector looked into Corbett’s blazing 

eyes, and the showman swore viciously. 
“Found it shoved under the door of the 

ticket-wagon when I opened it!” he rasped. 
“By the Lord, Speed—do you believe he 
killed LaDue?”  

“Hide the damned thing!” Rector 
snapped, giving the poster back. “Don’t let 
anybody know about it tonight. They’d get 
jittery—anything at all could happen then. 
I’ll see you later, Bud!”  

Speed had seen, in the gathering 
darkness, Chief Potter passing around the 

menagerie tent. Potter was going 
hurriedly, and seemed trying to avoid 
encountering anybody. What was Potter 
up to? 

He hurried after Potter, but did not 
overtake him. The chief dick disappeared, 
possibly under the menagerie tent, or into 
a dressing tent somewhere .near. 

 
OTTER, of course, had a good right to 
prowl. That was part of his job. But 

Rector couldn’t pass up the suspicion 
engendered by the fact that at least one of 
Potter’s men, Joe Stack, had been in on 
whatever game it was the Phantom was 
playing. 

Joe Stack had not been the Phantom—
but he had been the Phantom’s man! 

Just back of the main dressing tent 
were grouped several smaller tents for the 
exclusive use of such stars as wanted to be 
exclusive. There was a light in the one 
Sara occupied, indicating that she had 
arrived on the lot. Rector went toward it, 
but stopped at the closed door. Somebody 
had already called on Sara.  

“No need to get wrought up over it, 
Sara,” came in the low, smooth, slightly 
ironic tone of Ewing Darnley, the 
ringmaster. “I wanted to talk with you 
tonight, so I just came into your tent and 
waited for you. Surely, my dear, there can 
be no harm in that?” 

“Maybe not—but I don’t like it, 
Ewing,” Sara told him, her voice edged. 
“Please don’t do it again. There is nothing 
you can say to me which will change my 
mind. Please—I want to dress. Will you 
go?”  

“Surely,” Darnley said, his voice 
suddenly cold and brittle. “I’ll go—and 
leave the field clear to Rector. 
Goodnight!”  

Speed slipped away quietly, waited 
until he saw the tall ringmaster leaving the 
tent, then went in another direction. He 
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was mad clear through—and he didn’t 
want Sara to know it. It might disturb her, 
and Sara had need of good nerves for her 
act. 

Raising the wall of the menagerie tent, 
Speed passed under—to stop and look at a 
heavy-set, black-mustached man who 
stood in front of a tiger cage. He had a 
chunk of meat in his hand and was 
sprinkling something, a white powder, on 
it from a tin box with a perforated lid. 

The man was Navarro, the famous cat-
trainer. 

“What is it, Navarro?” Rector said, 
going quickly to where the cat-trainer 
stood. “What are you giving the cats, and 
why?”  

“They are so very restless, Speed!” the 
Spaniard cried feelingly. “My babies! 
Sultan and Mazpah—poor darlings, they 
cannot work tonight. See? They are 
wrought to top pitch. I come to give them 
something to quiet, to make them lie down 
and sleep. You understand—now?”  

Rector did. He knew Navarro, and 
knew that he Loved those lions and tigers 
as if they were his own flesh and blood. 
Whatever he gave them would certainly do 
them no harm. He nodded. 

“What is the stuff, Navarro?” he asked, 
his interest only casual. 

“It is called cockulus indicus, my 
friend. It is from a seed grown in India. 
Very poison, the so-innocent looking 
powder, if not used with judgment. A very 
little—ah, it is a boon from the gods! It is 
relief from pain, and it makes ones nerves 
to settle. So I give it to my poor cats!”  

Rector laughed, and went on. He was 
uneasy. Menace filled the air with as 
definite a sensation as if it actually were 
visible. 

What was it? What had been knocking 
at his mind? 

That torn place on LaDue’s girdle—
what in the devil had that meant? What 

was its significance? It had a significance. 
Of that Rector was now sure. What— 

Rector stopped in his tracks—turned, 
and ran for the stable-tent. Outside of it he 
had parked the roadster belonging to Sara 
Corbett. He leaped into it and shot away 
toward the city. In his eyes was the gleam 
of discovery—and also there was hell.  

When Speed Rector drove back to the 
lot from the City, an hour later, the hell 
had gone from his eyes — and only stark 
fear and horror were there. He drove onto 
the grounds, parked at the stable-tent and 
leaped out. 

He glanced swiftly at his watch. Nine 
thirty. Sara would be aloft!  

God—he had to reach Sara!  
How? Should he rush into the main 

tent and try to reach her from there. Was 
not there a strong chance that the killer—
damn him!—might pot him before he 
could accomplish his purpose? Even 
should he fail to do so, what chance was 
there for Rector—with Sara already aloft? 

Then an idea whipped into his brain—
and almost stunned him. It was a daring 
thing, but one he must do. Should he 
succeed, and be in time, Sara would be 
saved. Otherwise— 

He shuddered—and leaped away to the 
north side of the big top. The black 
silhouette of the guy-rope, the one he 
sought, coming down over the top from 
one of the main centerpoles of the central 
ring, swayed gently against the night sky. 
With a prayer on his lips, Speed Rector 
leaped, caught the rope—and started hand-
over-hand up the long climb to the center-
pole. 

What time was it now? He wondered 
about it, almost shouted the query to the 
stars which twinkled down coldly, 
suggestively, remorselessly upon him. 
What time was it? 

Time counted. Oh, how it counted!  
He grasped the protruding spike of the 
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great pole with skinned and blistered 
hands, and swung himself to the big ring. 
He looked down toward the little platform 
against the body of the pole—the platform 
upon which Sara Corbett, ready for her 
downward plunge, would presently 
stand— 

Had she stood there already? 
Then he saw her. She arrived lithely, 

gracefully—and there was a thunder of 
applause. 

“Sara!” Rector cried down through the 
hole at the pole. “Sara!”  

The girl stiffened, looked about her. 
“Up Sara—up!” Rector called, 

pleading in his voice. “Look right above 
you!”  

She flashed frightened eyes upward 
and saw his face in the circular opening at 
the ring. Her lips moved—and Rector saw 
her reel. He cried out: 

“Grab something, Sara! Catch hold of 
something—and cling!”  

He saw her arms encircle the pole—
and then he was through the opening and 
sliding down to her. The band had ceased 
playing. The audience had stilled. It 
seemed that all eyes were upon what was 
going on there against the center-pole. 
Rector dropped to the platform—and 
wrapped his arms around the girl. 

“Easy now, dear!” he called 
encouragingly. “You’re safe—thank God! 
Hold on to me!”  

She clung to him, limp, a dazed 
expression in her eyes. Rector looked 
below, and shouted: 

“Life-net! Life-net—damn you all!”  
There was a leap to obey. Four 

attendants ran into the center ring, spread 
the life-net under the platform, and 
signaled that all was set. 

“Going to drop you, Sara!” Speed told 
the clinging girl. “Right down into the net. 
All okay. You’re safe. Clear the net quick 
for me— Now!”  

Lifting the slight form of the girl over 
the edge of the platform, he dropped her 
straight down. Sara landed in the net, 
bounded twice—and leaped into Colonel 
Bud Corbett’s waiting arms. 

“Hold it!”  
Rector called the warning—and 

dropped. He struck the net, bounded up, 
down, up—and then was on the ground. 
He was on the ground—and running. 

 
PEED RECTOR was running directly 
across the center ring toward where 

Ewing Darnley, standing like a frozen 
image, stared at him with jaws set and 
eyes like those of an adder. Suddenly he 
moved. A hand went to the breast pocket 
of his coat and came out with an 
automatic. He raised the muzzle, a cold 
smile on his ironic lips— 

Rector had his own gun in hand—and 
he fired.  

Darnley went down, shot through the 
stomach, all the fight gone from him.  

A crowd gathered quickly but it was to 
Speed Rector it looked. 

“Darnley mixed powders—cockulus 
indicus—with powdered resin,” he 
explained swiftly, “and filled LaDue’s 
resin-bag with it. When LaDue rubbed his 
sweaty hands on the bag, some of the drug 
was taken up in the open pores. It is a drug 
that will absorb. Not enough to kill or even 
drug heavily—but enough to cause him to 
become dazed and to miss his calculations. 
That, as we saw, meant death. 

“When LaDue fell, Darnley was first 
to him. He snatched the resin bag from 
LaDue’s girdle and pocketed it unseen. 
Just as well not to have it lying around. I 
saw the torn place on LaDue’s girdle—and 
was a long time in putting my finger on 
the significance of it. 

“It was when I learned from Navarro 
about the subduing effects of cockulus 
indicus, and knew that the drug would be 

S
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readily available to anybody knowing of it, 
that I finally tumbled. Even then, I had to 
visit a chemist in town to find out the 
truth. Just enough of the drug by 
absorption to put one almost out—and it 
would leave no trace. That is all.” 

“And you mean,” Colonel Corbett 
demanded, “that Sara was in the act of 
falling when you came down the tent-
pole?”  

“Yes. Darnley had doctored her resin-
bag too.”  

Darnley, dying there in the ring, 
looked at him with glazing eyes, and 
Speed knelt beside him. 

“Who else was with you, Darnley?” he 
asked. “Might as well answer now.”  

“Joe Stack was the only other one. 
You got us both—damn you!”  

“Why did you do it?” Speed said. 
“Sara preferred you. That started hell 

inside me. Then I was offered a hundred 
grand cold—if I could run the show down 
and force Corbett to sell or go out of 
business. And—by God—I damned near 
had it done!”  

Speed turned away. Darnley was dead. 
In her dressing tent he found Sara—and 
took her in his arms. 

“You see,” he said, “I knew Darnley 
had been in your tent alone—and 
suspected he had planted one of those bags 
for you. He had. But it’s all over now—”  

“Yes,” she whispered, “but when it 
you go back ahead of the show—I’m 
going with you, Speed. I want to be a 
press-agent’s wife—and not a lady 
performer any more!” 

 


