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CHAPTER I 

 
MISTAKEN IDENTITY 

 
HE “Clown” wasn’t really a clown. 
Somebody had once stuck the name 
onto him. It had followed him all 

over the world. Nobody knew much about 
him. And few people ever found out his 
real name. But in out of the way corners of 
the globe, where men gathered and talked, 
the Clown would invariably be a topic of 
discussion at some time or other. 

Men would laugh and tell strange 
stories about him. But there was always 
respect in their laughter. Respect is usually 
accorded to the unknown. The Clown 
fitted into that niche. He walked many 
strange paths, but nobody ever really knew 
what he did, what he sold, what he lived 
for or by. 

And he was always remembered for 
his odd appearance. He might have been 
twenty or forty. He was one of those 
people who look ageless. He was short, 
and the ridiculous clothes he wore made 
him seem dumpy and ludicrous. His face 
was smooth and pink-cheeked and he wore 
gold-rimmed glasses. His eyes were an 
innocent blue and deceptive. Very few 
people ever saw into their depths which 
were, at times, like chilled blue steel. 

There was the time at Singapore when 
the Clown had been seen walking into a 
notorious waterfront dive. Things had 

happened swiftly following his entrance. 
When the little native policemen had 
finally broken into the place, they had 
found a shambles. 

Four men, one wanted by the British 
government, were dead. Another was 
badly wounded, nursing a bloody, battered 
head. The Clown had been found huddled 
in a corner, looking a little dazed and 
somewhat mussed up. But he had been 
unhurt. When questioned, he had seemed 
to remember little of what had happened.  

Threading his way through the gaily 
dressed crowds jamming Avenida del Sol 
to greet the newly elected president of the 
little Central American republic, the 
Clown had an idea that he was being 
followed. Dressed in tropical whites that 
draped his body like a collapsed parachute 
and wearing a helmet to keep the sun off 
his head, the Clown bobbed and weaved 
his way along the street, unmindful of the 
stares directed at him. 

He was mildly annoyed, yet the bland 
expression on his perspiring face revealed 
no emotion. Ever since setting foot at this 
remote Caribbean port ten days ago, he 
had been watched. And he was getting 
tired of it.  

His luggage at the hotel had been 
searched several times, and he was always 
followed. Without turning his head, the 
Clown knew that the dirty native with the 
ferret eyes had been tailing him ever since 
he had left the hotel an hour ago.  
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The Clown stopped under the 
protective awning of a native coffee shop 
and took off his helmet to wipe the sweat 
from his broad forehead. He glanced 
sideways and then turned his attention to 
the parade of soldiers coming down 
Avenida del Sol. The little native had 
come up beside him and had stopped. The 
Clown could feel the man’s eyes boring 
into him, but he never batted an eyelash. 
He just waited. 

 
 WOMAN in a fiesta shawl and gay 
native costume suddenly hurried out 

of the coffee shop and bumped against the 
Clown, throwing him against the native. 
The Clown put out a thick hand to steady 
his balance and accidentally touched the 
man’s coat for a moment. The other’s 
malevolent black eyes snapped angrily as 
he moved away from the clumsy 
American. 

The Clown turned his head around 
slightly and murmured an apology in 
liquid Spanish. But his body became rigid. 
Men that carried a gun in a shoulder 
holster were dangerous. Especially little 
rats like this one, whose weasel face was 
now turned to the slow-moving limousine 
approaching. 

In that automobile was President-elect 
Jose Fernandez and his fat wife. If the 
little native’s main objective had been 
tailing the dumpy American, the purpose 
was now evidently shelved for the 
moment. The Clown saw the man’s 
twitching, nervous hands sliding in and out 
under his coat. 

The presidential car, flanked by an 
armed escort on either side, was almost 
even with the coffee shop, when the little 
man suddenly darted a hand beneath his 
coat again and unsheathed a flat, blunt-
nosed automatic pistol. All eyes were 
apparently watching the gentle, smiling 
features of Fernandez—all but the 

Clown’s. There was no mistaking the 
native’s grim purpose, as he raised the gun 
and pointed the muzzle at the limousine. 

All the fat clumsiness seemed to have 
gone out of the Clown as he whirled. and 
clamped steel fingers forcefully over the 
assassin’s wrist just as the gun spat. His 
cruel features contorted with rage, the 
native struggled fiercely as the Clown 
exerted unbelievable pressure and forced 
the gun from his fingers. 

The automatic spat again before it 
dropped to the ground, and the bullet 
struck one of Fernandez’ armed escort. 
The man clutched at his stomach and fell 
from his motorcycle. There was a brittle 
crack as the native’s wrist-bone snapped. 
The man screamed with pain. The street 
was a bedlam of riot as men and women 
scattered. Soldiers were pushing through 
the crowd toward the Clown and the 
would-be killer. 

Then, suddenly, the man jerked free 
from the American’s grip and melted into 
the terror-stricken mob. Breathing easily, 
despite the brief, furious struggle, the 
Clown turned to face the oncoming 
soldiers. Then he realized, all at once, that 
their swarthy faces reflected no signs of 
friendliness. And their bayonet-tipped 
rifles were sinisterly menacing. 

The Clown acted. This was no place 
for him. They had mistaken him for the 
assassin—or had that been part of the 
mysterious game his shadowers had been 
playing, he wondered. But he had been in 
the tropics long enough to know that 
punishment would be swift and merciless. 

One of the soldiers cleared his path of 
scurrying natives and charged toward the 
Clown. The American moved with split-
second precision, twisting to one side as 
the man drove the bayonet at his stomach. 

More by strong instinct for self-
preservation than anything—for the Clown 
disliked unnecessary violence in any 
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form—he swung a perfectly timed right to 
the soldier’s jaw. The force of the blow 
sent the man reeling back. The Clown saw 
an officer snatch a pistol from his belt 
holster. Whirling about, he sprinted with 
amazing speed for a man of his 
proportions towards the door of the coffee 
shop. There was a shattering explosion and 
a whine over his head as the bullet 
smashed through the window. 

 
HE Clown dashed inside, upset a table 
in his way, and stiff-armed the stout 

proprietor who made the mistake of 
getting in his path. Then he was through 
the rear door of the shop, running up a 
narrow back street. 

A little of his clumsiness returned as 
the Clown bowled along, his short legs 
pumping up and down like faulty pistons. 
And every breath he drew from his 
laboring lungs was beginning to feel like 
the pressing weight of a hydraulic stone 
crusher against his chest. 

He could hear frenzied yells behind 
him. He stopped running. Ahead was the 
bulky frame of a low building, sealing his 
passage into a rectangular coffin. He 
turned to flee in the opposite direction, but 
several men with drawn revolvers came 
racing towards him. 

Usually slow to anger, the Clown was 
seething with rage at this unwarranted 
attack. A gun flamed, and he felt a hot 
burst of lead tear into his shoulder. He 
staggered. There was a high wall on his 
left. He gauged its height with a sinking 
heart. He tensed and could feel the 
muscles in his legs hunching into a tight 
bulge. 

With a desperate leap, his fingers 
caught at the brick. Jerking his body up, he 
heaved and tumbled into a garden on the 
other side. He lay stunned a moment, then 
picking himself off the ground, he 
stumbled up a narrow path bordered by 

flowers. Ahead was a patio leading into a 
magnificent, white stone hacienda. 

Without pausing in his mad flight, he 
glanced back and saw his two pursuers just 
mounting the wall. They let out a yell. But 
the Clown dashed into the house. He 
turned to plan his next move when a cool, 
American voice called down to him from 
the top of the stairs leading to a second 
story. 

“If you’re in trouble, you’d better 
come up here. It’s safer.” 

 
CHAPTER II 

 
FOLLOWED· BY TROUBLE 

 
HE was a tall girl with unusually 
square shoulders. The Clown glanced 

up at her and then wasted no time 
scrambling up the steps to her side. 

“Look,” he gasped, fighting for breath, 
“there’s been a terrible mistake. I’ll 
explain later.”  

The girl’s clear brown eyes swept over 
the Clown’s features a moment and saw 
the urgent appeal on his flushed face. His 
glasses were slightly askew on the wide 
bridge of his nose. And then she noticed 
the spreading red stain on the left shoulder 
of his coat. Quickly she pushed him into a 
room at the head of the stairs and closed 
the door.  

The Clown leaned weakly against the 
panel and felt the pain in his shoulder 
more acutely, as the reaction to the 
excitement set in. He could hear the girl 
talking in halting Spanish to the men who 
had entered the house. He dared to open 
the door a fraction of an inch. They were 
leaving now, apparently satisfied with her 
explanation. That was unusual, he thought. 
His benefactress must be somebody of 
importance.  

He was slumped in a chair when she 
came into the room. She glanced at him 
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oddly a moment and then silently helped 
him remove his coat. Ripping away his 
blood-soaked shirt, she examined with a 
professionally critical eye the raking gash 
the bullet had ploughed through his 
shoulder.  

And with some surprise, she 
discovered not a mass of fat, flabby flesh, 
but firm, hard muscle. 

The Clown made no attempt to break 
the silence, but eyed the ruined coat 
ruefully. That outfit had cost him thirty 
bucks. Quickly the girl got some hot 
water, disinfectant, and bandages. In a few 
minutes, she had the wound dressed and 
bound up.  

The Clown heaved a deep sigh. 
“Thanks, Miss,” he said gratefully. 

“That feels much better. Good thing these 
natives are such rotten shots.”  

He was not bitter or resentful now over 
what had happened. He was just mildly 
annoyed at the inconvenience it was going 
to cause him.  

The girl seemed to be waiting for an 
explanation. The Clown wasn’t in any 
hurry. He took his time. 

He could see that she was a little 
peeved about it, but he didn’t mind. He 
was used to having people get peeved at 
him. 

“My name’s Staunton,” he said finally. 
“I haven’t got the least idea what this is all 
about. I was watching the parade when 
some fanatic took a pot shot at Fernandez. 
I happened to be standing next to him.” 
The Clown shrugged and winced a little 
from the pain. “I guess the guards figured I 
was the assassin. They weren’t in a very 
reasonable mood.”  

The Clown could see that she wasn’t at 
all satisfied by the explanation but she 
looked as if she wanted to believe him. 

“And to whom do I owe my undying 
gratitude?” he asked casually. “You seem 
to know a lot about taking care of bullet 

wounds and chasing inquisitive armed 
natives out of the house.”  

“I’m Terry Martin,” the girl replied, 
studying his guileless expression intently. 
“I studied nursing for three years. My 
father’s financial adviser to President 
Fernandez.” 

“Oh,” the Clown said, but he looked at 
her with new interest. 

“I don’t know who you are or what 
your business is here, Mr. Staunton,” the 
girl said earnestly, “but as one Yank to 
another, I’d suggest you get out of here as 
fast as you can. There’s a freighter leaving 
for the States tonight. I could help you 
smuggle aboard.” 

 
HE Clown gave one of his rare smiles. 
The girl caught her breath sharply. 

There was something determined and grim 
about it. 

“I have no intention of leaving,” the 
Clown said, and sighed. “I’ve got a little 
business to finish first.”  

His voice had a lingering touch of 
sadness about it, yet Terry felt that despite 
his odd appearance there was a vibrant 
compelling character masquerading 
beneath the apparently harmless surface. 

“The police will be looking for you 
everywhere,” she said sharply and was 
surprised at the concern she felt for this 
stranger. “I can hide you here until tonight. 
The ship sails at nine.”  

“No,” the Clown said, and added 
lightly: “There’s going to be a masquerade 
ball at the presidential palace tonight. I’ve 
planned to attend.”  

The girl watched him slip into his 
stained coat without appearing to move. 
She was a little fascinated. No motion he 
made was wasted. He walked toward the 
door and paused. 

“Thanks again, Miss Martin,” he said. 
“We’ll meet again. And in case you’ve 
forgotten my name by that time, most 
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people know me as the Clown.”  
And then, he was gone. Terry felt her 

heart beating a little faster. So this was the 
man whose name was legend the world 
over! And despite her brief contact with 
him, she was beginning to understand why 
men spoke of him as the Clown, but with 
respect.  

The Clown hurried downstairs and out 
into the patio. He was deciding on his next 
move when voices startled him into action. 
With lumbering steps he ran down the 
garden path and swerved behind a clump 
of shrubbery just as two men came out 
onto the patio. Crouching low; the Clown 
peered through.  

One of them was tall and slender with 
fast thinning white hair and unmistakable 
bony New England features. The other 
was short, a little bigger than the Clown, 
with broad shoulders and a bulletlike head 
riveted to a thick neck. 

The face was hard, with ruthless, 
dominating lines. And his eyes were a 
piercing black, giving the impression of 
satanic cruelty. The Clown stared at the 
second figure for a moment and his own 
eyes turned into slivers of gun metal blue.  

“I think you should reconsider our 
generous offer, Mr. Martin,” the man was 
saying. His voice had a faint, German 
accent. “You are in a most excellent 
position to advise Fernandez as to the best 
policy for the interests of his country.”  

Martin’s stubborn jutting chin came 
up. 

“I’m sorry, von Stahl,” he replied 
stiffly. “I don’t think President Fernandez 
plans the exploitation of oil developments 
for the profit of foreign interests at 
present. I feel that the matter is definitely 
settled.”  

Von Stahl’s face tensed and he 
scowled darkly. 

“We want that oil, Martin,” he snarled. 
“If you won’t listen to reason, we’ll use 

other methods.”  
“You can’t bargain with threats, von 

Stahl,” Martin replied. The Clown could 
detect a strained tension in his voice. “The 
country here is simmering with political 
unrest. Fernandez must have time to adjust 
conditions.”  

“We shall see, my friend,” von Stahl 
snapped. And turning, he walked away. 

The Clown watched his stiff military 
back and was reminded of a grizzly he had 
once cornered in a remote wasteland of 
Alaska. After a moment, Martin left the 
patio. The Clown smiled grimly and sank 
back on the ground to wait for darkness. 
Von Stahl wasn’t the only one who had 
plans. 

 
IGHT came swiftly. Climbing back 
over the high wall again, the Clown 

made his way stealthily to his hotel room. 
It was dangerous to go there, but he had to 
get certain important documents from his 
luggage, documents safely hidden from 
the clumsy, prying fingers that had 
previously searched vainly for them. And 
he wanted a clean shirt badly. 

Twice he had to flatten against the 
protective side of a building as a native 
policeman passed by. They were 
everywhere. 

The Clown finally reached the narrow 
alleyway running along the hotel on the 
side where his room was. He looked up 
speculatively, and sighed. His dislike of 
violent exercise was very acute and his 
shoulder was still throbbing. But there was 
no dodging the task before him. 

Getting a foothold, he started a 
precarious ascent up to a second floor 
window. He was very slow and deliberate 
and made the climb inch by inch. He 
finally managed to hook his fingers onto 
the sill and with a mighty yank heaved his 
body through the partly opened window 
into his room. 
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He lay on the floor breathing heavily a 
moment, then rose to his feet. There was a 
sudden click, and the light switch snapped 
on. 

Facing him, a gun in one soft white 
hand, was a bland-faced, smiling man 
attired in a spotless linen suit. He seemed 
quite amused, although there was nothing 
friendly in his attitude. 

“I am honored by your unwelcome 
presence,” the Clown said without a 
change of expression showing on his face. 
“Might I inquire the identity of my guest?”  

The man moved his small shoulders 
with a disdainful shrug.  

“Some know me as Felipe Castaban, 
Minister of Internal Defense in our 
beloved presidente’s new cabinet,” he said 
suavely. His voice was like the whisper of 
the wind blowing against the window 
curtains. “I trust Senor Clown, that the 
most unfortunate episode of this afternoon 
has not caused you too much 
inconvenience,” he added lightly and 
laughed. “Pedro was very stupid. But the 
guards were stupid too, no?”  

The Clown was not at all surprised that 
Castaban was acquainted with his identity. 
And it cleared up several annoying things 
in his mind. 

“I am honored that the Senor Castaban 
has found my presence here of such a 
nature to warrant special attention,” he 
said coolly. 

Castaban made a slight gesture with 
the gun. “We are always interested in new 
arrivals,” he said politely. “And your 
presence among us, Senor Clown, has 
caused quite some concern in official 
circles. We are not unaware of your 
reputation.”  

Castaban sighed.  
“It is most unfortunate,” Castaban 

continued,” that wherever you pursue your 
activities, it seems always to be followed 
by trouble. By my reports, I see that you 

are very much interested in the Punta Vista 
oil developments. No doubt you have 
found your trips through the jungle very 
hot and uncomfortable, especially since no 
foreigners have been allowed near the 
fields.”  

 
CHAPTER III 

 
ESCAPE BY VIOLENCE 

 
HE Clown took his time sizing up 
Castaban. Having given the little 

minister the full measure of his mental 
inspection, he decided his next move. 

“I’m very much interested in Punta 
Vista oil, Castaban,” he said slowly. “You 
see, I happen to represent American 
money that might consider the possibilities 
of further expansion.”  

Castaban was busy a moment flicking 
a spot of dust from his white coat. 

“In politics, one must take an interest 
in foreign capital,” he said shrewdly. “If 
there should be a sudden change of 
government policy, we might be able to 
talk business—but on our terms!”  

The Clown smiled faintly, his blue 
eyes twinkling. 

“So Fernandez is slated to go, eh?” he 
murmured. 

Castaban made another of his over-
polite gestures. 

“I would not put it so bluntly, Senor 
Clown. Shall we say. Ah—permanently 
retired from his strenuous duties?”  

“What about von Stahl?” the Clown 
inquired, following a definite purpose in 
playing his cards openly. “He wants that 
lease, too. I suppose you are also well 
informed about that?”  

“So?” Castaban purred. “I see I have 
not underestimated the cleverness of one 
who calls himself the Clown.” He frowned 
carefully. “Von Stahl has been very 
generous with his time and money. But I 
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think, in view of the present European 
situation, American capital would be 
preferable.”  

The Clown wasn’t at all deceived by 
Castaban’s motives.  

“I can’t very well remain here,” he 
said mildly. 

“I’ve considered that,” Castaban 
replied. “And I’ve made arrangements for 
a place where it will be safe for you.”  

The Clown glanced at the gun in 
Castaban’s hand. 

“I think you can dispense with that,” 
he said. “A gun gives me the creeps.”  

Castaban shot him a quick look, then 
laughed softly. He slipped the gun out of 
sight. The Clown removed his bloody shirt 
and changed to another suit. Castaban 
waited impatiently. Ready to leave, the 
Clown turned to the dresser and picked up 
several month-old copies of the New York 
Times. 

“Hope you don’t mind, Castaban,” he 
said. “I’ll have a chance to catch up on the 
news back home.”  

Castaban nodded impatiently. “I’ve got 
a car waiting downstairs. And if you 
should change your mind about accepting 
my hospitality, my friend, I’ve got men 
surrounding the building.” 

“Nothing could induce me to do that,” 
the Clown replied. 

He caught the sharp look Castaban 
threw at him and smiled back very 
innocently. 

A big Cadillac was standing in front of 
the hotel. The Clown got in and relaxed 
wearily against the cushions, his eyes half 
closed. 

But despite his pretended indifference, 
he paid sharp attention to the two men 
who had been idling on the street. They 
came over to the car and slid onto the front 
seat beside the driver. 

The Clown was taken to a large 
hacienda on the outskirts of the city. The 

guards were posted outside, and Castaban 
motioned for the Clown to accompany 
him. 

In a small sun parlor on the right wing 
of the hacienda a man was awaiting the 
arrival of the little minister. The Clown’s 
eyes narrowed for a moment, but it was 
the only sign he betrayed. The man was 
von Stahl. He stared hostilely at .the 
Clown.  

“What’s this, Castaban?” he demanded 
harshly. 

“I’m afraid we’ve never had the 
pleasure,” the Clown interrupted 
smoothly. “I’m the Clown.” 

 
ON STAHL scowled and his eyes 
shifted suspiciously to Castaban. 

“I’ve heard of you,” he said. 
The Clown could feel the atmosphere 

becoming tense. But he had his part to 
play. 

“Castaban thinks my inclusion in your 
plans will be most helpful,” he said. 

“I think it will be most advantageous, 
von Stahl,” Castaban explained urbanely. 
“Senor Clown is going to take a little 
siesta for a few days until we complete our 
plans. He’s had a very trying experience at 
the hands of Fernandez’ men.”  

Von Stahl suddenly flashed a greedy 
smile. 

“If Castaban has made plans for you, I 
am most agreeable,” he said. 

The Clown was not at all deceived by 
von Stahl’s prompt about-face. But he 
nodded eagerly, and saw some sort of a 
signal pass between Castaban and the 
German. 

“That pig-headed Martin refuses to 
accept my proposal,” von Stahl grumbled. 

“I think we can include Senor Martin 
in our ah—arrangements,” Castaban said. 

“If you gentlemen will excuse me, I 
have a revolting dislike of violence,” the 
Clown said hurriedly. “I’d rather stay here 
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and catch up on the news back home until 
it’s ah—all over.”  

The Clown dropped his bundle of 
newspapers carelessly on a chair. 

Von Stahl looked at Castaban and 
laughed. 

“I think we’ll be able to manage 
without your assistance, Senor Clown,” 
Castaban said. 

Von Stahl glanced at a watch fastened 
to a hairy wrist. 

“We must not be late for the ball, 
Castaban,” he warned. “It would not be 
good taste to keep Fernandez waiting.”  

Castaban turned to the Clown. 
“My men will attend to your wants,” 

he said. “You will not be lacking 
company.” 

The Clown could very well understand 
that. He went over to a window and 
watched Castaban and von Stahl drive off. 
He noticed the short, stocky figure of one 
of the guards lolling in the driveway.  

“The senor, he weeshes sometheeng?” 
a heavy voice from behind the Clown 
asked politely.  

The Clown turned around slowly. A 
fat, pleasant-looking cutthroat, with a 
reddish scar running the length of one 
cheek, was standing in the doorway. He 
was caressing the butt of a revolver 
sticking from a holster strapped about his 
paunchy waist. The Clown saw that two 
fingers were missing from the gun hand. 

“Senor Castaban weeshes that I make 
you comfortable,” the man continued. 

The Clown pulled a pack of cigarettes 
from his pocket. He saw the man’s wolfish 
eyes light up at the sight of the familiar 
American label on the package. The 
Clown sighed and extended the pack 
invitingly. The man crossed the room and 
reached out eagerly for the cigarettes. But 
the Clown very clumsily dropped the pack. 

Murmuring his apologies, he bent over 
to pick it up. Then a fist shot up, burying 

itself in the guard’s over-hanging paunch. 
The man let out a whoosh as the breath left 
him and doubled up. The Clown very 
coolly measured the distance to his flabby 
jaw and brought up a vicious uppercut 
with all the skill of a veteran boxer. The 
blow connected flush on the button. There 
was no further trouble from that guard. 

 
HE Clown snatched the revolver from 
his victim’s holster and balanced the 

feel of it. Then going out to the front door 
he beckoned mysteriously to the guard 
posted outside. 

“Venga aqui, pronto—Come here 
quickly!” he called out. “An accident has 
befallen our friend inside.”  

The guard, unsuspecting, came 
running. Before he could escape the trap, 
the Clown had jammed the revolver into 
his stomach. 

“One move, amigo, and it will be your 
last,” he warned. 

The Clown quickly disarmed him. 
“Call your friend,” he commanded. 
The man stared back sullenly. The 

Clown tapped him on the jaw with the 
muzzle of the revolver. The man flinched. 

“I become impatient,” the Clown said. 
The man had read the killer look in 

men’s eyes before. Lifting his voice, he 
called out. There were footsteps, and the 
other native came around from the other 
side of the hacienda. 

“Que es, Juan?” he demanded. 
Then he saw the Clown. His hand 

darted to his gun holster. 
“Tell him to throw his gun away, or I 

shall have to kill you,” the Clown said. 
He punctuated the statement with an 

ominous click, as he pulled back the 
hammer of his revolver. 

The man uttered a swift warning in 
Spanish. The other guard wasted no time 
obeying the command. 

“Is there another automobile here?” the 

T



POPULAR DETECTIVE 10

Clown demanded. 
“Si, Senor,” Juan said hastily. “In the 

garage behind the hacienda.”  
With his two prisoners, the Clown 

went back to an old stable renovated to 
serve as a garage. At his orders, Juan 
opened the doors. The Clown made the 
mistake of taking his eyes from the second 
guard. 

Taking advantage of the opportunity, 
he bolted madly for the hacienda. The 
Clown instinctively raised the gun for a 
snap shot at the scampering figure, but 
Juan leaped at him and threw a wild 
punch, catching him on the shoulder. The 
Clown staggered back and could feel the 
blood leaking from his shoulder wound 
again. 

He sucked in his breath sharply and 
drove at Juan. The gun in his hand flashed 
up and came down on Juan’s head. It 
wasn’t a direct blow, just glancing off the 
scalp. Before the guard could recover, the 
Clown finished him off with another blow 
and dragged the limp body to one side. 
Hurrying into the garage he spotted a 
vaguely familiar shape of an American-
made roadster. 

Opening a door of the car, he slipped 
behind the wheel and switched on the dash 
and headlights. He saw exultantly that the 
key was in the ignition lock. Careless of 
Castaban, he thought. Starting up the 
motor, he geared into first and shot out of 
the garage, just as the second guard came 
dashing around the side of the hacienda 
with a rifle in his hands. 

The Clown heard its heavy explosion 
and felt the whee of a bullet as it seemed 
to brush his cheek. But before the guard 
could ram another cartridge into the 
breech and fire again, the Clown was 
careening wildly out of the driveway onto 
the new highway back to the city. 

The Clown suddenly made two 
discoveries that brought a curse of 

annoyance to his lips. In the excitement, 
he had forgotten about those old 
newspapers he had brought along with him 
to Castaban’s. They were very important. 

For a moment, he thought of turning 
back to get them. Then he changed his 
mind. No one would be interested in a lot 
of old newspapers. They’d keep until later 
on. And, with the wind whipping about his 
face, he also discovered that he had lost 
his glasses. It was the less important of his 
two losses. But he comforted himself with 
the thought that he had another pair in his 
luggage. 

The fact was, he could really see just 
as well without them, but in his various 
travels he had found out that they could be 
a very useful camouflage at times. 

He drove fast and made good time 
back to the city. 

Piloting the machine to a little side 
street just off the waterfront, he got out 
and walked boldly to a little coffee shop 
with drawn shutters. He rapped on the 
door and waited. 

In a minute, it opened and an old, 
wrinkled face peered out. 

“I’m back for those things I left with 
you, Manuel,” the Clown said. 

The man’s face relaxed its suspicious 
vigil and brightened with relief and 
pleasure. 

“Senor Clown,” Manuel whispered, “I 
was afraid the police had seized you.”  

The Clown grinned, and went inside. 
 

CHAPTER IV 
 

A GOOD NURSE NEEDED 

G
 

AlLY, the presidential palace blazed 
with lights when a man wearing a 

clown’s costume and a black mask drove 
through the gates. The guards posted there 
glanced at the emblazoned governmental 
shields on either door of the roadster and 
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let him through without further inspection. 
The two guards on duty at the palace 

entrance glanced at the roadster which had 
pulled up before them and saluted the man 
in the clown masquerade as he passed 
inside. 

The ball was at its height of gayety 
when the Clown sauntered into an 
immense, many-chandeliered room. He 
glanced anxiously about the crowded 
dance pavilion and moved through groups 
of gaily costumed men and women, his 
eyes searching for a glimpse of Castaban 
and von Stahl. He knew that they had not 
dressed for the occasion. 

Then his gaze alighted on a figure in a 
white satin evening gown chatting with 
several army officers. 

The Clown pushed quickly to her side. 
It was Terry Martin. The Clown was very 
sure of that. There was no mistaking that 
tomboyish figure. The sound of her voice 
made it a certainty. The Clown touched 
her strapless shoulder. 

“May I have the pleasure of this 
dance?” he begged in fluent Spanish. 

The girl stared at him a moment and 
then glanced at the ridiculous figure he 
made in his baggy costume. 

“I’d be delighted, Senor Clown,” she 
said, and from the way she emphasized the 
name, the Clown knew she had recognized 
him. 

She was a good half a head taller than 
he, but he took her in his arms and whirled 
out onto the dance floor. 

“You shouldn’t have come,” Terry 
said, as he guided her gracefully about the 
floor. “The police are looking for you 
everywhere.”  

The Clown laughed softly. “I’m sorry 
I’m late,” he apologized. “I was ah—
detained.” 

Terry started to say something but shut 
her mouth with a tight click. She found she 
was enjoying the adventure of dancing 

with him. And she wasn’t surprised at the 
ease with which he threaded her through 
the swirling couples. She somehow had 
expected it in the man who masqueraded 
as a clown. 

“By the way, where’s your father, 
Miss Martin?” he asked casually. 

“He’s with President Fernandez and 
Senor Castaban,” she replied and 
wondered why his fingers had suddenly 
tightened on her shoulder.  

“I’d like to see Fernandez,” the Clown 
said. “Would you mind taking me to him, 
Miss Martin? It’s very urgent, I assure 
you.”  

He whirled her to the opposite end of 
the room and led her outside. 

“Hurry, please,” the Clown requested. 
Terry removed her mask and glanced 

at him sharply. But she asked no 
questions. She took him to a second-floor 
corridor. And then, the Clown saw von 
Stahl. He was just going into a room on 
the left.  

“Wait out here and warn me if anyone 
comes,” the Clown said.  

He strode rapidly to the room into 
which von Stahl had gone. Opening the 
door quietly, the Clown stepped inside. 
Von Stahl was in the act of going out onto 
an adjoining balcony. 

 
ON STAHL whirled catlike. The 
Clown saw him clutching a long-

barreled revolver with a silencer 
attachment over the muzzle. 

Von Stahl raised the gun deliberately.  
“Don’t move,” he warned. The Clown 

coolly removed his mask.  
“I changed my mind, von Stahl,” he 

said. “I thought perhaps you might need a 
little help.”  

And ignoring the gun pointed at him, 
he started to walk towards von Stahl. But 
his feet suddenly became entangled in the 
baggy folds of the costume, and he tripped 

V
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and sprawled clumsily. 
He got up on one knee only a few feet 

from von Stahl. 
The German tightened his finger on 

the trigger as he saw the grim expression 
suddenly cross the Clown’s face. As he 
fired, the Clown lunged forward in a dive. 
The Clown felt the burning breath of the 
bullet scorch along his back. But the only 
sound from the gun was a dull plop. His 
shoulder caught von Stahl around the 
knees and sent him crashing to the floor. 

The German twisted his body and 
flung thick arms about the Clown’s waist. 
He was powerful and hard as nails. The 
Clown realized at once that because of his 
wounded shoulder, he was no match for 
von Stahl. But he struggled with futile 
desperation. 

He muttered a little prayer as his 
groping fingers found their way along von 
Stahl’s body. He had learned a little about 
paralyzing pressure points from a Jap in 
Korea. The knowledge had saved his life 
on several occasions. His fingers found the 
spot he wanted and pressed. 

Von Stahl seemed to stiffen suddenly 
and his crushing grip on the Clown 
relaxed. The German’s face was taut with 
agony. The Clown was on his feet in a 
flash. Von Stahl made a dive for the gun 
that had dropped from his grasp, now 
lying a few feet away from him. But the 
Clown snatched up a vase from a table by 
his elbow and brought it crashing down on 
von Stahl’s head. The .German’s body 
shuddered once and then he dropped back 
to the floor, lay very still. 

 
HE Clown heard a noise behind him 
and swung around, a fragment of the 

vase still in his hand. It was Terry. And 
her eyes widened with fright as she saw 
von Stahl’s body. The Clown had a hard 
expression on his face with all its 
pink·cheeked innocence drained away. 

He gulped in a lungful of air and then 
expelled it in a deep sigh. 

“Where’s Fernandez?” he demanded. 
Terry pointed mutely to the room next 

door. The sounds of the struggle had 
apparently gone unnoticed due to the noise 
from the ball. 

Martin, Fernandez, and Castaban were 
arguing hotly when the Clown burst into 
the room through the balcony door. 

Castaban, his bland face darkening 
with anger, leaped to his feet at the 
intrusion. He saw and recognized the 
Clown. Castaban could read the deadly 
expression in the man’s eyes. Martin and 
Fernandez jumped to their feet. Before 
they could act, Castaban snatched his 
automatic from under his coat. 

“This is the man that tried to kill you 
this afternoon, Fernandez,” he cried. 

And the automatic spat twice. But 
Castaban’s hand trembled with 
excitement. The bullets went wild, 
screaming into the night beyond the open 
window. Before he could fire again, the 
Clown dived over the desk between them, 
and smashed the full power of his weight 
against the little minister. 

Castaban hit the wall with a sickening 
thud. The Clown’s powerful fingers tore 
the gun from the minister’s hand and 
drove a fist against his nose. The blow 
landed with a squishy sound. Castaban let 
out a dazed, helpless scream. The Clown 
hauled him to his feet. 

“I’d talk, if I were you, Castaban,” he 
said with a deceptive mildness. “Tell 
Fernandez it was your paid killer that tried 
to murder him and not me. And tell him 
how you and von Stahl were planning to 
seize control of the government.”  

The Clown’s fingers closed about 
Castaban’s skinny neck. The Minister of 
Internal Defense rolled eyes bulging with 
terror. Martin and Fernandez were too 
stunned by the unexpected attack to move. 

T 
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“It’s true,” he screamed, as he felt the 
iron-hard fingers tightening mercilessly on 
his spine, felt the bones giving ominously 
under the fierce pressure. 

The door suddenly burst open, and two 
officers with drawn revolvers dashed into 
the room. 

“We heard shots, your Excellency,” 
the one began. 

And then, taking in the situation, he 
hauled the Clown roughly off Castaban. 

In the confusion, Castaban tried to 
sneak away. 

“Stop him!” Fernandez ordered, his 
voice stern. 

The officer grabbed Castaban by the 
back of the neck and hauled him before 
the president. 

“Senor, this is all very sudden,” 
Fernandez said, waving to the other officer 
to release the Clown. “Perhaps you will be 
good enough to explain?”  

“Don’t believe him,” Castaban 
shouted. “He wanted to get the Punta Vista 
oil lands.” 

 
UDDENLY the Clown felt very tired. 
He could feel the sticky wetness on his 

back where von Stahl’s bullet had entered. 
His shoulder ached with a pulsing throb. 

“My name’s Staunton,” he said. “Some 
people call me the Clown. It’s true that 
Castaban was trying to seize the 
government. Von Stahl was getting ready 
to kill both you and Martin when I 
accidentally gummed up the works. 

“As for those oil developments, I left 
some important papers at Castaban’s 
house. They’re along with some old 
newspapers. If you’ll send some men there 
to get them, I can prove it. They’re in code 

from the State Department in 
Washington.”  

The Clown turned to Martin. “After 
you read them, I think you’ll change your 
mind about leasing the oil lands. I’ve got a 
man from Amalgamated Refineries flying 
down here in a week to talk business.”  

“This is all very unusual,” Martin said. 
“I’ve heard a lot about you, Mr. Staunton.” 

“Mr. Staunton’s telling the truth, Dad,” 
Terry said, appearing calmly from the 
balcony. “If you go into the next room, 
you’ll see for yourself. I was there.”  

“I take it you’re working for the 
United States Government, Senor 
Staunton?” Fernandez said. 

The Clown shrugged. “I work for 
nobody but myself. I owe allegiance to no 
country. I am, shall we say, a free agent 
trying to promote peace for the best 
interests of all.” 

Fernandez gazed at him thoughtfully, 
but he let it go at that.  

Martin saw a reddening stain on the 
Clown’s back and shoulder.  

“I think you’d better have some 
medical attention,” he observed. “Then, 
perhaps, we can discuss oil leases.” 

“We’ll take Mr. Staunton to our 
hacienda, Dad,” Terry said with 
unexpected tenderness. “He’s going to 
need a good nurse, too.”  

The Clown looked at her a moment 
and then smiled with rare humor.  

But he was somewhat a little disturbed. 
He didn’t want anything to interfere 

with his future plans. He had learned that 
strange things were happening across the 
border of a neighboring state. He was 
curious. 

 

S 


