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CHAPTER I 
 

USIC, thudding hoofs, creaking 
leather. Gay women, proud men, 
laughter, noise. The musty smell 

of tanbark. Closing night at the American 
Royal, mid-western livestock classic, with 
the horse show going full tilt in the arena.  

A black limousine drew up directly in 
front of the flag-draped, brilliantly lighted 
entrance to the American Royal Building, 
and five masked men leaped out and ran 
across the pavement. They vanished inside. 

The first car was followed directly by a 
second which parked at the curb about one 

hundred feet in its rear. A door opened and 
a slender, handsomely cloaked young 
woman got out. She was followed by a tall 
man in middle life, immaculate in evening 
dress, caned, gloved and silk hatted. 

The tall man spoke sharply to the young 
woman, and placed a hand on her arm. 
There was a struggle, the sharp report of a 
revolver, and the tall man staggered 
backward a few paces. He stared at the 
woman, who stared back at him, then he 
pitched down on his face. 

The woman ran for the entrance of the 
building, just as shots rang out inside. 
Undeterred, she went in. There were more 
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pistol shots, and a blue haze hung over 
everything. Men scurried about. There were 
shouts, oaths, more sounds of battle. The 
girl dashed toward a door which gave 
entrance to the pavilion where competing 
stock was stalled. Almost there, she was 
stopped by a short, stocky man in a mask 
who leaped for her. 

“No you don’t!” he shouted. 
His hands caught the opera cloak which 

sheathed her slim person. She slipped out 
of the cloak, jerked open the door and 
vanished in the semi-darkness of the 
pavilion. 

Al Fane, of the Fane Detective Agency, 
was standing in a balcony above the horse 
show arena when the first pistol shot 
sounded in the office below. His agency 
had charge of policing the Royal during the 
week, and it had been an easy, effortless 
assignment until then. 

Fane ran down the incline from balcony 
to office, saw the trouble at a glance, and 
pulled out an automatic. He fired once. The 
short man holding the woman’s cloak went 
down with a bullet through him. 

There were more shots. Fane fired at a 
man who ran toward the exit, and drew fire 
in return. Neither man was hit. The smoke 
was heavy, aim uncertain. When the 
detective reached the door of the office, it 
was all over. 

The black limousine, leaving one dead 
bandit behind, had rolled away—carrying 
twenty thousand dollars of American Royal 
money with it. An assistant treasurer lay 
bleeding on the floor of the office, and a 
city plain-clothes man was swearing over a 
wound in his right shoulder. 

“The Panther!” he raged vehemently. 
“Nobody but the Panther woulda had the 
guts!” 

Fane turned and walked outside. His 
glance ranged up and down the street, and 
picked up the dress-suited figure sprawled 
on the pavement. He went to it, and took a 

look at the dead man’s face. 
“Carter Crestwood!” he exclaimed. 

“Crestwood—and shot dead!” 
It was Carter Crestwood, wealthy 

clubman, socially prominent sportsman 
who lay dead on the walk. Crestwood, 
whose niece, Nina, was scheduled to ride 
her champion stallion, Crestwood King, in 
the main event of the horse show that night. 

A man in a chauffeur’s livery came 
from back of the car. 

“I’m Mr. Crestwood’s man, sir,” he 
said. “I hid until somebody came. Too 
much shooting—” 

“What happened here?” Fane asked 
tersely. 

“I don’t know exactly, sir. I heard a 
scuffle after I stopped at the curb. Then a 
shot. Miss Crestwood ran past me, and I 
jumped out. Mr. Crestwood was laying just 
like you see him. There was a lot of 
shooting going on, and I ducked.” 

“Anybody near Crestwood when you 
saw him first?” 

“Not a soul, sir.” 
“Who was doing the scuffling you 

heard?” 
The fellow hesitated, then answered, 

“Mr. Crestwood and Miss Nina, sir. They 
had quarreled before they got out. Then 
they scuffled—and the master was shot. 
That’s all I know.” 

 
OLICE sirens wailed along Gennesse 
Street, and Fane turned back into the 

building;. He opened the door and went 
into the pavilion. 

Down the main aisle, a hundred feet 
away, a small group was knotted. It was 
composed of four or five men and one 
woman. Near the group, pawing the 
tanbark, stood a blood-bay stallion ready 
for the ring. A hostler held him by the bit. 

“Don’t ask questions, Lowman! 
Somebody tried to kidnap me, and Carter 
was hurt! That’s all—” 
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The speaker saw Fane, recognized him 
and ran to him. “I’m Nina Crestwood,” she 
said. “I’ve got to ride the King, no matter 
what has happened. Help me. I want to see 
you after the event is over. Help me up, 
please!” 

They were standing then beside the 
King. Nina Crestwood was a charming 
young woman, but it was not because of 
her charm that Fane consented. It was 
something in the depths of her blue eyes. 
Pleading, desperation, terror was mirrored 
in them. The detective bent, stirruped his 
hands, and Miss Crestwood was in the 
saddle and away. 

Two men were hurrying from the group 
in front of the Crestwood dressing room 
door. Both were tall, both in their early 
thirties, both in evening dress. Lowman 
Bostwick, managing-director of the 
American Royal, was one. Tommy Tarrant, 
noted Eastern sportsman, was the other. It 
was Bostwick who spoke. 

“What happened outside, Fane?” he 
asked. 

“Holdup. Carter Crestwood was shot 
dead on the pavement. That’s all I know, 
Bostwick.” 

“Crestwood—killed!” Tarrant 
ejaculated. “In the holdup?” 

“I don’t know,” Fane replied. “The 
holdup occurred inside, and Crestwood is 
dead on the walk outside, a hundred feet 
north of the entrance. We’ll know more 
about it later.” 

Lou Carlin, a Fane operative, hurried 
down the aisle. “They got the gate,” he 
reported. “One crook killed, a clerk and a 
cop wounded. Crestwood must have been 
hit by a stray bullet from inside. That’s all I 
can get, Al.” 

Fane nodded. He was content to wait 
until Nina Crestwood finished in the arena 
and he could talk to her. It did not require 
long, and presently the young woman, 
having won a third consecutive blue ribbon 

with the King, was back in the pavilion. 
There was no flush of victory on her cheek, 
and she drooped as though weighted with 
lead. 

“Nina!” Bostwick cried. “What the 
devil did you ride for? You must have 
known that Carter was killed!” 

She went hurriedly toward her dressing 
room, making no answer. Bostwick and 
Tarrant kept pace with her, Fane walking 
behind. 

“It was a game thing, Nina,” Tarrant 
complimented. “But was your reason 
adequate?” 

“Quite,” she told him, her voice 
sounding dead. They had crowded into her 
dressing: room then. She waved them out “I 
want to change,” she said. “I’ll call when 
I’m ready. Mr. Fane, I must see you first of 
all. Go, please!” 

They left her alone. Curt Heflin, 
assistant manager of the Royal show, 
plucked at Fane’s sleeve, and the detective 
followed him aside. 

“Fane,” he said, “I don’t like the looks 
of this thing.” 

“We both don’t, Heflin,” Fane told him. 
“What, in particular, is eating on you?” 

“What do you make of things? Do you 
credit the report that the Panther had a hand 
in this?” 

Because he struck swiftly, surely, 
without warning, then slunk back to his lair 
without leaving so much as a track, a 
newswriter had dubbed him the “Panther.” 
That caught popular fancy, and it stuck. 

For all of that, the crook was real 
enough. He had kept the Kansas City police 
on the jump for two mad years, and 
exercise was all they had ever got out of it. 

Banks, payroll messengers, jewelry 
merchants, money-transports, and the like 
constituted the Panther’s meat, and never a 
month passed that did not mark the 
perpetration of some big money crime for 
his gorging. The cops were mad, and the 
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people madder. The Panther was regarded 
as immune from capture and punishment. 

“All bunk,” Fane had often told 
himself. “He’s the biggest ear of corn in the 
crib, right enough, but sooner or later he’s 
due to get shucked.” 

Before the detective could answer 
Heflin’s query, his name was called. 

“Fane!” 
Fane recognized Bostwick’s voice. He 

went into the dressing room and found only 
two persons there, Bostwick and Tarrant. 

“Where’s Miss Crestwood?” he asked, 
sensing trouble. 

“Gone!” Tarrant answered hoarsely. 
“With Bostwick and me standing directly in 
front of the door!” 

“And she with no way of leaving,” 
Bostwick exclaimed, “except by the door. 
It’s impossible, Fane—yet she’s gone!” 

 
CHAPTER II 

 
ANE looked about for a moment, then 
went to the back wall and examined it. 

Placing a hand against the boards directly 
below a binder strip which circled the wall, 
he pressed. A section, large enough to 
permit a person to pass through, gave 
outward, and he was looking into a narrow, 
dark feeding-chute used by the stable 
attendants. 

“Tell Lou Carlin to come here,” he 
requested. 

Carlin came in response to Tarrant’s 
summons. 

“Miss Crestwood was abducted from 
this room within the past ten minutes,” 
Fane explained to the big operative. “Have 
the whole place searched. Get hold of the 
Crestwood chauffeur, and hold him until I 
get back.” 

Fane entered the runway, went down it 
and passed through a door into the feeding 
room. At the far side of the feeding room 
was a door opening into an alley, and 

beyond the alley a section of the Kansas 
City Stock Yards. He crossed to the door, 
swung it open—and stepped through it into 
trouble. 

Fane took a clout on the jaw which 
rocked him to his toes, then he went down 
under the weight of a massed attack. In the 
darkness of the alley, he could not 
determine how many men were on him, but 
there were enough. He was crushed flat to 
the ground, unable to do more than wiggle 
a finger. That finger, however, happened to 
be crooked around the trigger of a revolver 
which he had drawn when entering the feed 
room. 

When Fane’s gun blazed, making a 
muffled explosion, the huddle on top of 
him dissolved. He fired again as he 
struggled to his feet. There was an 
exclamation of pain in answer to the shot. 
An automatic snarled in the darkness, and 
lead spatted on the brick wall back of the 
detective. 

Fane crouched, fired again, and started 
to run—to be tackled around his lower 
body and thrown flat. He slid like a greased 
rope out of the clutch, and once more got to 
his feet. A flashlight’s beam cut through the 
gloom and rested for an instant on the face 
of the man who had tackled. Fane grunted 
in surprise. 

The man who had tackled him was 
Thomas Tarrant, the sportsman from the 
East! 

Fane ran across the alley, leaped a fence 
into a stock pen, passed through an open 
gate into a runway and raced on. Things 
had quieted in the alley, but that did not 
mean much. He would be pursued, of 
course. Whoever had wanted to capture 
him had wanted the job done quietly—and 
that fact had given Fane his margin of 
safety. But it was only a margin. 

The runway, Fane discovered, led to a 
bridge across the Kaw River which was 
used only to shift cattle from the stock 
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yards to the packing houses on the Kansas 
shore. The bridge was in darkness, which 
was something in his favor. He started 
across it. 

Lights of pleasure craft ringed the 
shores of the Kaw and dotted its surface. 
Music enlivened the night like red threads 
in a black curtain. A searchlight on the bow 
of a large cabin boat swept the lower deck 
of the bridge, and picked out a man running 
along beyond him. Coming his way, and 
hugging the rail. The searchlight also 
showed Fane up plainly. 

Wham! 
A gun snarled, and a slug of lead 

spatted the metal struts beside him. 
Wham! 
Fane wheeled to face another gunman 

who was closing up behind—and his own 
gun answered. The gunman dropped, 
kicked against the deck for an instant, then 
stopped kicking. 

Only the poor light on the lower deck 
and his keeping on the jump had saved him 
so far. And that wouldn’t serve for long. He 
had to do something—and right then he 
saw his chance. 

Almost beneath him was the cabin boat 
whose searchlight had revealed the 
situation on the bridge. It was headed for a 
passage between the central piers, her nose 
almost under then. Fane emptied a gun at a 
man coming back of him, leaped to the rail, 
swung by his hands—and dropped. 

 
E hit the after-deck of the boat 
standing, made cover behind a davited 

skiff a pair of seconds thereafter, and began 
edging along the shadowed rail toward the 
forward companionway. The boat was 
doubtless a pleasure craft, and the 
occupants out for a good time, but Fane 
liked to know his ground before he did any 
circulating in the open. He reached the head 
of the companionway, crept downward 
halfway, then stopped. 

At the foot of the steps a man had 
appeared abruptly. A tall, athletic looking 
chap in a dinner coat—his face completely 
covered by a black mask! 

For an instant only did the two men 
stand staring at each other, then, the 
masked man’s right hand dropped toward 
his hip, a smothered exclamation came 
through a slit in the mask—and Fane 
leaped. 

His right foot, swung with all the power 
he had, caught the masked man under the 
chin, and he went backward, crashed 
against the capstan, clung there for a split 
second, then crumpled up on the deck. 

Fane was on him instantly, dragging 
him out of the light of the fore-deck and 
around on the port guard. On the port 
guard, he ripped the mask from his 
captive’s face and disarmed him. 

He was a total stranger. About thirty, 
Fane thought, and certainly no common 
type thug. Rather a man from the upper 
levels of life. Anyhow, he was a stranger, 
and the mask made things look shady for 
him. 

He was something of a problem, too, 
since Fane did not know what to do with 
him. He had more than a suspicion that his 
lower jaw had been fractured, and he 
wouldn’t come to for quite a while, so he 
decided to leave him where he was. 

Down the guard was a window, and 
light sifted from under a partly drawn 
shade. Fane went to it, knelt down and 
peered inside. At first, the lighting 
arrangement in the cabin baffled him, then 
he made out what it was. 

One side of the room was brilliantly 
lighted, and the other side in deep shadow. 
That had been accomplished by a simple 
arrangement of a heavy shade to direct the 
rays where they were wanted. Fane was 
aware of the presence of several persons in 
the shadowed part of the cabin, although he 
could only make out that they were men. 

H 
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There could be no mistake about the 
identity of the person the light revealed. 

In an armchair in the lighted half of the 
room, smoking a cigarette and lounging at 
ease, was Nina Crestwood! 

 
INA CRESTWOOD, whom Fane had 
been picturing as in serious trouble, 

might have been posing there for a picture 
to be called “My Lady Nonchalant.” She 
appeared to be right at home, and perfectly 
easy about herself. 

Then the significance of the situation in 
the cabin broke on Fane. Nina was being 
subjected to a third degree. A third degree 
put on by crooks this time, for a change. 

She was smiling, flicking ash from her 
cigarette. Then her lips moved, and Fane 
swore softly but venomously at the window 
pane which shut in her words. There must 
be some way for him to hear what was 
being said in that cabin. Had to be. 

He got up and took another look at the 
man on the guards. He was stirring, 
moaning feebly, and might give the alarm 
any minute. Fane couldn’t take chances, 
and was debating how best to dispose of 
him when the matter was taken summarily 
out of his hands. 

A window two feet back of him swung 
outward and a long arm appeared, hand 
gripping an automatic. At the same instant 
a masked man slid around the corner of the 
cabin from the foredeck and covered him 
from that direction. A voice, bitingly 
sarcastic, drawled: 

“Are you a good swimmer, Fane? If 
not, I suggest that you stand hitched and go 
high!” 

But for that gun at his back, Fane would 
have shot it out with the man on the guard. 
As it was, he went high. 

The man with the fractured jaw sat up, 
grunted, spat out a tooth and snarled, “It’s 
time you came! I’ve been lying here the 
past few minutes, with that ape plotting my 

end, and nothing I could do about it. My 
jaw feels like a piledriver had hit it!” 

“Lucky to be alive,” Fane told him. “I 
was just on the point of rolling you into the 
drink to get rid of you. Too bad I hadn’t the 
time.” 

“Shoot him, and be done with it!” the 
injured man pleaded, struggling to his feet. 
“Better yet, give me a gun and I’ll do it! 
That will ease the pain a bit, at any rate!” 

“Hold it!” 
The voice of the man in the mask was 

brittle and cold, and the would-be killer 
froze at the command. 

“When I want a man killed,” the cold 
voice went on slowly, menacingly, “I’ll say 
so. Take his weapons. Fane, if you so much 
as move, I’ll fill you full of lead.” 

Fane didn’t move. 
“You were searching for Nina 

Crestwood,” the cold voice went on, as 
Fane was disarmed and herded to the 
foredeck, “and you found her. Now, my 
dear cop, what are you going to do with 
her?” 

He was laughing at Fane, and Fane 
didn’t laugh back. Didn’t say anything. He 
was listening, trying to identify the tones of 
the voice. 

He was taken into the fierce light of the 
cabin, a gun muzzle at his spine. For an 
instant Nina Crestwood stared at him, her 
blue eyes widening to their utmost, then she 
arose dazedly. 

“Al Fane!” she exclaimed, brushing a 
hand across her eyes as though, to clear her 
vision. “What—where did you come 
from?” 

“He descended from above,” answered 
a voice from the shadowed side of the 
room, “but not as an emissary from heaven. 
He dropped from the bridge. That’s what 
the thud we heard on the pilot deck meant. 
A nice stunt, that drop from the bridge, my 
dear sleuth, and I congratulate you on it. 
Too bad it gets you nothing—er, that is to 
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say, nothing you will want.” 
“Tough luck for two of us tonight,” 

Fane grunted. “Tall Boy got something he 
didn’t like, too—and he had to take it. 
What’s the idea, Panther? Why the third 
degree set-up?” 

There was no answer at once. Then “So 
you identify me with that mythical person 
called the Panther, eh?” the masked leader 
queried, and chuckled. Fane didn’t like his 
chuckle. It was too much like coffin-plates 
clashing. “A shot in the dark on your part, 
of course. As to the set-up, which you so 
readily recognize, it explains itself. I have 
been querying our charming guest, and 
doing it in the most approved manner. I 
trust you have no fault to find with it?” 

“Not the slightest,” Fane told him. “I 
saw through the window that you were 
getting nowhere. And,” he added, glancing 
at the girl, “you won’t.” 

“They are quite a beastly lot, Mr. 
Fane,” Nina remarked, sitting down again. 
“For all that they wear attire commonly 
associated with gentlemen, they are 
animals. Jackals, I think.” 

If her scorn touched them, they gave no 
indication. On the contrary, the leader 
laughed amusedly. 

“Miss Crestwood rates us very low,” he 
said, “although we have accorded her every 
courtesy since she came aboard. A bit 
rough with her when she was taken from 
the dressing room, but that was through no 
fault of those who took her. It was your 
fault, Fane, who got so quickly on the 
trail.” 

“And I’d have been on it quicker,” Fane 
told him, “if one of your thugs, Curt Heflin, 
hadn’t stalled me away from the dressing 
room door while Miss Crestwood, was 
being taken out. Well, that’s something. I 
know one of your mob, Panther—and so 
does my man, Lou Carlin,” he lied. “Lou 
won’t  be long nosing out your trail, now he 
has had something to smell of—” 

Jeering laughter interrupted. A door 
into the corridor opened, and the sorriest 
looking wreck of a man Fane had ever seen 
came stumbling inside. His head was 
bloody, face bruised, eyes blackened. But 
for all that, Fane recognized him. 

Lou Carlin was a prisoner aboard the 
boat! 

 
ARLIN blinked rapidly in the white 
glare, then fixed his glance on Fane. 

“They got me, Al,” he mumbled through 
swollen lips, “when I was searching the 
stalls. There was a fight. Don’t remember 
how or when I got here, but—” 

“You are here,” the leader broke in 
amusedly, “which is what counts. Now that 
you have reported to your chief,” the 
ironical voice continued, “I wish to say a 
few words.” 

He was silent for a moment, and when 
he spoke again his voice was not as before. 
Cold, yes—but the banter, the amused 
irony, was missing. 

“Miss Crestwood overheard a 
conversation not intended for her ears,” he 
stated, his words spaced like ice cubes in a 
tray. “And her reaction to that conversation 
precipitated tragedy. She may, if she 
chooses, disclose what she learned, what 
she overheard. What do you say, Miss 
Crestwood? Care to tell about it?” 

Nina Crestwood’s face, white and 
miserable, turned for a moment toward 
Fane. She started to speak, then her lids 
drooped, she shivered, and held her tongue. 

The leader laughed softly. “I thought 
not,” he said. “There are some things that 
can’t be broadcast, and what Miss 
Crestwood learned late this afternoon is one 
of those things. There is something, 
however, that must be told, and that 
explains why the lady was brought here. 
We were querying her, without success, 
when your arrival interrupted, Fane. We 
shall try again.” 

C
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Nina did not look up, and he resumed. 
“Miss Crestwood learned a secret,” he 

went on. “She learned the real identity of 
the person called the Panther—a sobriquet 
that you, Fane, very flatteringly bestowed 
upon me. So long as Miss Crestwood did 
not learn, did not even suspect, the identity 
of the second party to the conversation she 
overheard, all is well. But Miss Crestwood 
very stubbornly refuses to say as to that. 
She will neither deny nor affirm. Perhaps 
now, Miss Crestwood, you will be less 
obdurate?” 

It was perfectly all right for Miss 
Crestwood to know the identity of the 
Panther, but distinctly not all right for her 
to be aware of the name of a second person 
who was not the Panther at all! 

The thing had Fane stumped. He was 
stumped, too, over the girl’s refusal to say 
whether or not she knew the identity of the 
second man. What could she hope to gain 
by denying it, affirming it, or, for that 
matter, by her present course? 

As Fane saw it, she was in the tightest 
kind of spot—along with Lou Carlin and 
himself. A spot so tight they couldn’t worm 
out of it by their own efforts, and there was 
slight chance of help from anywhere else. 

“Come, Miss Crestwood,” the cold 
voice urged. “Will you make a clean breast 
of everything, or invite, by your silence, 
the—consequences?” 

The girl raised her glance in an appeal 
to Fane. 

“What can she expect at your hands,” 
he asked, “in case she spills the dope?” 

“That depends upon what the dope is.” 
“As I understand it,” Fane put it, “if she 

is not as wise as you suspect she may be, 
then she has nothing to fear. Is that 
correct?” 

“Quite.” 
“She might lie about it, you know?” 
“A lie would not serve. I should detect 

it. I have given you a chance to speak, Miss 

Crestwood,” he went on. “Are you going to 
take it?” 

Nina Crestwood answered in one word. 
“No!” 

“Take her away!” the leader ordered. 
Two men led the girl from the cabin, 

and the leader turned to Fane. 
“You and your man, bunglers both of 

you, have something coming,” he said 
quietly. “As a preliminary, we shall all 
view the scenery from the pilot deck. Take 
them up.” 

 
UARDED closely, Fane and Carlin 
were taken up to the hurricane deck of 

the boat, thence to the port guard where 
they were ordered to turn and face the 
leader, who leaned nonchalantly against a 
wall of the pilot house. 

“You are aware, Fane, that no cop has 
ever got in scenting distance of the Panther, 
and told about it. None ever will. Why? 
Because they are invariably caught and 
disposed of—disposed of without delay. 
There will be a couple of dead flatties 
picked up in the river tomorrow. You and 
Carlin. Anything you want to say before I 
let you have it?” 

Fane didn’t answer. His attention was 
on something else. A boat had put out from 
the Missouri shore, the bandits’ boat having 
left the Kaw and entered the Missouri 
River. The lights of the city beyond enabled 
the detective to place their position 
accurately. They were then almost opposite 
the Municipal Dock, and Fane knew that a 
fast police launch lay there always in 
readiness for action. 

Was it the police boat he now saw 
coming out? 

An exclamation from the pilot warned 
the leader, and he turned quickly to stare 
out across the water. He called a sharp 
command. A bell rang in the engine room 
below—and the boat leaped away down the 
stream, gathering speed instantly. 
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Sharp blasts from the oncoming boat 
told Fane what he wanted to know. It was 
the police launch, and it was coming at full 
speed! 

And then, while Fane’s eyes bulged and 
his voice stuck in his throat, Lou Carlin 
went into unexpected action. 

He sprang to the starboard rail, leaped 
over it and plunged into the dark water 
below. A shrill yell broke from his lips as 
he disappeared, and almost immediately 
somebody on board the police launch broke 
the searchlight out. Its beam spattered over 
the water, steadied—and Fane gave a grunt 
of relief. Carlin was treading water, safe as 
yet—and the launch was bearing down 
toward him. 

The masked leader raised his gun and 
fired at the bobbing head in the water. The 
head kept bobbing. Before he could fire 
again, the searchlight was withdrawn. 

The diversion Carlin had created gave 
Fane the chance for which he had been 
hoping. He leaped to the door of the pilot 
house, jerked it open and sprang inside. 
The pilot turned slightly—and took it 
squarely on the point of the jaw. He went 
down like a limp sack. With his left hand, 
Fane caught the wheel as it started a port 
swing, while his right grabbed the signal 
cord. 

He rang twice, and the signal came 
back to him. Half-speed. The boat, slowed, 
and Fane, put the wheel hard over. The bow 
slued around and pointed toward the shore. 

Wham! Wham! 
Lead crashed through the glass of the 

pilot house, and Fane ducked far down, 
holding the wheel at the bottom. Again he 
reached for the signal cord. He called for 
full speed ahead. The engineer answered 
promptly—and the boat headed straight for 
the shore. 

If he wasn’t killed before he had the 
chance, he’d bring the boat about and lay it 
alongside the wharf. Otherwise, Fane 

meant to pile it up on shore. 
He glanced out the starboard window, 

and saw something that puzzled him. There 
had been no more shooting, but there was 
plenty of smoke. A fog of it was boiling up 
from the lower deck, and it was thick and 
smothering. Was the boat on fire? 

Then he got it. The Panther had been 
prepared for a chase. He had started a 
barrage of smoke. The boat was in the 
midst of a screen of dense, black clouds! 

The police boat’s whistle cut loose so 
near it caused Fane to jump. He sent back a 
blast in answer, whipped the wheel down to 
port— 

They struck. First a slowing down, a 
ripping noise—a crash, a rending: of 
timbers, and then the shock! 

Fane went headfirst through the front 
window of the pilot house, landed spread 
out on the deck, was hurled forward like a 
pistol bullet into the forward-guard—and 
complete night! 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
HOUTS, shots, whistle blasts—a 
bedlam greeted Fane’s returning senses. 

Surprised to find that he still lived and was 
an actual part of the turmoil, he got to his 
feet, staggered to the starboard rail and 
peered overside. 

The smoke had partially cleared, the 
bulk of it floating off lazily toward the 
Kansas shore, and the police boat, grappled 
alongside, was quite distinct. 

Fane hailed it, got no answer, and 
started for the forward companionway. 
Evidently neither craft had sustained mortal 
damage, since both were afloat and neither 
listing appreciably. 

He hurried down to the foredeck. There 
he encountered Lieutenant Bob Stone, 
officer in charge of the police boat. Stone’s 
gun came up, then lowered as he 
recognized Fane in spite of his bleeding 

S
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cuts. 
“So you are mixed up in this, eh?” 

Stone demanded. “What the hell is it all 
about, anyhow?” 

“Didn’t Lou tell you?” Fane asked. 
“Lou got a bump on the head when the 

boats rammed, and didn’t tell me 
anything!” Stone snapped. “Here we get 
orders to run up to the stock yards bridge 
and find out what all the shooting was 
about, we sight a cabin boat, the boat 
arouses suspicion by trying to run away, we 
give chase—and have hell rammed out of 
us. On top of that, we are fired on, come 
aboard and have found nobody home so far 
except a bone-headed private cop—” 

“You didn’t find a woman?” Fane 
snapped in. 

“Didn’t find anybody,” Stone repeated; 
“So I ask you—what the hell?” 

“You should have found some men in 
masks, and Nina Crestwood. She was 
abducted from the Americans Royal 
Building, after her uncle, Carter, was killed 
and the box office robbed. How the devil 
they made a getaway is beyond me.” 

“I can explain that. They had a couple 
of motor boats trailing this boat, The 
Firefly. After we rammed, they piled in and 
got away under the smoke screen. We 
heard the launches but couldn’t see ’em. 
Two of our boats are out on the river now, 
trying to jump them up, Maybe they will. 
Now, Al, you come through.” 

Fane related the story to Stone, since 
there was no reason for holding out. There 
was this exception—he told him that Nina 
Crestwood was being held for ransom, and 
mentioned nothing at all about the real 
purpose for which she had been brought 
aboard. 

“And you say the leader was the 
Panther?” the lieutenant asked when he had 
finished. “What makes you so sure?” 

“I called him Panther, and he didn’t 
deny it. Besides, he fits my idea of that 

animal.” 
“And we were that close to nabbing 

him!” Stone cried exasperatedly. “Hell, 
what a rotten break?” 

Lou Carlin came along just then. He 
was a sorry sight. “I’m going home and get 
me some shut-eye,” he grumbled. “If you 
want to make a night of it, Al, okay by 
me.” 

“I’m going along,” Fane told him. “I’ll 
make a detailed report at headquarters first 
thing in the morning, Stone. If you get 
news of the Panther, or of Nina Crestwood, 
let me hear it quick. See you later.” 

There were several motorboats 
alongside the police launch by then, and 
Fane and Carlin commandeered one and 
were set ashore. They taxied to town, and 
Carlin continued on to his home and to bed. 
Fane went to his office. 

Fane’s first job would be to get on 
Tommy Tarrant’s trail and, regardless of 
the hour, he got at it. He called the hotels, 
and found him registered at the Van Horn. 
But that’s all he found. Tarrant had not 
come in since early evening. 

Fane hung up, changed clothes, got a 
pair of six-guns to replace the ones which 
had been taken from him, and went to the 
Hotel Van Horn. The clerk gave him a key, 
and he let himself into Tarrant’s suite. If he 
couldn’t find Tarrant, it might be that he 
could find something in the room that 
would give him a lead. 

That hope blew up. Tarrant was in the 
clear, in so far as his personal effects 
revealed. Fane gave up that line, and went 
back to his office. He started calling his 
operatives, scattering them in the stock 
yards district with orders to find Tarrant. It 
would be strange if they failed to run across 
his trail somewhere. 

After that was done, he gave thought to 
the thing that had him puzzled more than 
all else concerning the case up to then. It 
was this: Why had a section in the back 
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wall of the Crestwood dressing room been 
made removable? 

At first glance, it seemed easily 
answered. The little door had been made 
for the purpose of abducting Nina. As a 
matter of fact, she had been taken out by 
way of it. But here was where the rub came 
in. If it had been arranged to abduct her 
from the dressing room, why had the 
attempt been made on the street in front of 
the American Royal Building? 

He took up the phone and got the night 
desk at police headquarters. “Give me 
Cap’n Bream, Sarge,” he requested, and got 
him. 

“Cap,” he asked, “was it possible for a 
bullet fired inside the lobby at the Royal to 
have got Carter Crestwood last night?” 

“Hell, no!” Bream came back promptly. 
“Crestwood was shot at close quarters, Al. 
And we know who bumped him, too, if 
you’re asking me that.” 

“I am. Who did it?” 
“Who?” Captain Bream snorted angrily. 

“Who but that high-stepping, horse-riding 
niece of his — Nina Crestwood! Nina got 
him, Al, and nobody else—” 

“A dish of raspberries to you, Cap!” 
Fane cut in. “Of all the damned fool 
theories—” 

“Theory hell!” Bream bleated back. 
“Nina and her uncle had a bitter quarrel 
yesterday afternoon. They were still at it 
when they started out for the horse show. 
When the chauffeur stopped at the door, the 
girl jumped out and Carter after her. He 
tried to stop her, catching her dress and 
tearing it. There was a shot—and Carter 
fell. Nina ran. And there wasn’t another 
person near enough to have shot him. What 
are you going to do with that? Got any 
more raspberries?” 

Fane hadn’t any. He hung up. 
 
EFORE Fane could recover from the 
clout Captain Bream had dealt him, his 

telephone rang. He glanced at his watch. 
Four o’clock in the morning. The call 
couldn’t be from anybody but an operative. 
He lifted the receiver. 

“Fane,” he announced.  
He had guessed wrong. 
“Thank God I’ve succeeded in getting 

you!” came in the voice of Lowman 
Bostwick, the Royal’s managing-director. 
“Stay where you are. I’ll be with you 
within fifteen minutes!” 

Without waiting for an answer, he hung 
up. Somebody else wanted Fane a moment 
later. It was Curtis Heflin, the assistant-
manager. 

“Things are in an awful mess, Fane!” he 
declared. “I’ve got to see you at once! Have 
you had any word from Bostwick? 

“I’m running a detective agency, not an 
information bureau!” Fane snapped back. 
Somehow or other, he didn’t like Heflin. 
“If you want to see me, I’m right here in 
my office. Are you coming up?” 

“Just as soon as I can get there,” he 
replied. “Fifteen or twenty minutes.” 

Fane answered a rap on the door, and 
admitted Bostwick. The Royal managing-
director’s fine, swarthy face had worry 
written all over it, and his slate-gray eyes 
were strained. 

“The dumb police have decided that 
Nina killed Carter!” he exploded without 
preliminary. “They will arrest her the 
minute they find her. You must get on the 
job, Fane. Can you think of anything to do 
that will help?” 

“Certainly,” Fane replied, pushing 
bottle and glass toward him. “Pinch the bird 
that killed Carter. That’s the only thing that 
will help.” 

“The gang will probably communicate 
with me, or some other known friend of 
Carter and Nina, and demand ransom. That 
goes without saying,” Bostwick offered. 
“I’m prepared to pay whatever sum is 
asked, and let the matter of the abduction B
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drop—but I will never rest until the killer 
of Carter Crestwood dangles from a rope!” 

“He’ll dangle,” Fane assured him. “In 
the meantime, have you any idea where 
Thomas Tarrant is at the present moment?” 

“That is something I hoped you would 
know,” Bostwick came back, his brow 
deeply corrugated. “Tarrant disappeared 
from the dressing room directly after you 
left it through the secret door. I have not 
seen him since.” 

Curt Heflin came at that moment. His 
face, like Bostwick’s, was worried. He took 
a long drink, and asked, “Have you heard 
the news?” 

“Plenty,” Fane grunted. “What’s on 
your mind?” 

“What would be, except the asinine 
accusation against Nina Crestwood!” he 
ripped. “Bream and his cops are damned 
fools, and I want you to prove it to 
everybody’s satisfaction—” 

“No can do,” Fane interrupted. “Even 
the great Al Fane, at your service,” he went 
on sarcastically, “can’t prove what isn’t 
true. Bream is not a fool. He is acting as 
any good cop would. A quarrel between 
Nina and Carter at home. A row in the car. 
Both get out. They struggle—and Carter is 
shot dead. Nobody but Nina close enough 
to have done the job—” 

“Good God!” Bostwick broke in 
amazedly. “Do you believe she killed 
him?” 

“I do not. But Bream does. Nina 
Crestwood is just another woman to him. 
The female of the species will kill upon 
occasion, gentlemen, and Cap Bream is not 
unaware of that fact. So he is going to 
arrest Nina—if he finds her.” 

“He must not find her!” Bostwick 
ejaculated. 

“Not by a damned sight!” Heflin 
applauded vehemently. 

“That is as may be,” Fane said. 
“Somebody must find her, or she will be 

left long in her present fix—else killed. 
That sounds harsh, I know. But it is true—” 

“But the ransom,” Heflin demanded. 
“Won’t they release her when that is paid?” 

“Who the hell is talking about a 
ransom—except you two?” Fane wanted to 
know. “There will be no demand for 
ransom, for the very good reason that Nina 
Crestwood was not taken with a ransom in 
view.”  

Heflin recovered first. “What—what 
are you saying, Fane?” he managed. 

“That no ransom figures in the 
abduction,” Fane repeated. 

“I don’t believe that,” came from 
Bostwick. “Why, man alive, the thing was 
all planned out in advance, as witness that 
carefully arranged hole in the dressing 
room wall!” 

“It was planned to abduct Nina that way 
as a last resort,” Fane told him. “In case 
they failed to get her when they killed 
Carter.” 

“Who would wish the death of 
Crestwood?” Bostwick demanded. “Why 
should anybody plot to kill him? You are 
all wet! Carter was killed by a bandit on 
guard outside the building. One of the mob 
that robbed the gate. Had Carter been five 
minutes later in his arrival, he would be 
alive right now!” 

“Exactly!” Heflin declared. 
“Bunk!” Fane told them. 
“It’s all too complicated for me to 

follow,” Bostwick declared. “But I can 
understand this. Carter was killed by 
somebody other than Nina, and I want that 
somebody behind bars. Write your own 
ticket, Fane—but get him!” 

“Fair enough. Now, tell me this. Do 
either of you own a cabin launch called The 
Firefly?” 

Neither owned such a launch. 
“Ever hear of The Firefly, or see it on 

the river?” 
Neither had. 
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“Well, you’ll hear plenty about the boat 
tomorrow, or rather, today,” he informed 
them. “And now, gentlemen, that’s all I 
have to ask you.” 

 
IEUTENANT STONE called Fane up 
just after Bostwick and Heflin left the 

office. 
“We drew a blank all around, Al,” he 

grumbled. “No trace of the boats they got 
away in, thanks to the smoke. Furthermore, 
we haven’t got any dope on the ownership 
of The Firefly. A lot of the folks visiting the 
Royal this week came up the river in their 
own pleasure boats, and no check was 
made on them. The Firefly, we found, had 
recently been given a fresh coat of white 
paint, and her name boards are brand new. 
And that is that. You got anything?” 

“Nothing but a grouch,” Fane 
answered. 

“Take something for it,” Stone advised. 
“That’s what I’m doing for mine.” 

One by one Fane’s operatives reported. 
No trace of Tarrant. The Van Horn reported 
him still missing. The police, queried, knew 
nothing about him. Fane shot a wire to New 
York City. Nothing much from there. 
Tarrant had a good record, but had grown 
up abroad. Wealthy, old family, good sport. 
That was all. 

Lou Carlin dropped in at eleven 
o’clock. He looked bad, and felt worse. 

“Al,” he offered, dropping into a chair, 
“we’re all tangled up with some lads from 
the chocolate cake division. Dress suit 
bozos—and they’re bad medicine. We 
needn’t buzz around among the cornbread 
boys a-tall!” 

Fane grunted. “You get track of that 
chauffeur?” 

“Yeah. He’s still at the Crestwood 
place. Sticks to his story, Al. Thinks, even 
if he don’t come right out and say it, that 
Nina bumped Carter off.” 

“Does he know what they quarreled 

about?” 
“He says he don’t.” 
“You keep that bird located. He may be 

important yet.” 
The telephone rang. 
“Al Fane,” the detective answered. 
“I am Nina Crestwood,” came in a low 

voice. “I’m down at Lexington. Be at the 
Hotel Lexington—it’s a small place on a 
side street near the river—at seven tonight. 
Don’t fail or be late—” 

“Hold it!” Fane ordered. “Why not go 
to the cops where you are, put yourself 
under their protection—” 

“I cannot!” she cried. “I must see you 
first! I need advice, help, and I can’t turn to 
my so-called friends! I do not know any 
more who is my friend,” she went on, heat 
in her voice. “Please, will you come?” 

Fane thought rapidly. Then, “On this 
condition. Go to the long-distance 
telephone office. Wait there until you get a 
call from me. Then answer. Can you 
manage that?” 

“I—I think so. Yes. Is it so very 
important?” 

“It absolutely is. Get there at once.” 
She hung up. Fane waited a few 

minutes, then got Lexington. 
“Why did you have me come here, Mr. 

Fane?” Nina asked, when he had her on the 
other end. 

“Just to make certain that you were free 
to move about of your own will,” Fane 
answered. “No trap for your Uncle Al—and 
he’ll be there on time. Sure you’re safe 
until then?” 

“Yes—as sure, that is, as I can be of 
anything. You will be on time?” 

“To the minute.” 
She hung up, and Fane turned to Carlin. 
“Nina Crestwood got away from the 

Panther and his crew,” he informed him. 
“Don’t know how. She’s hiding out in 
Lexington, about thirty miles down the 
Missouri, and we can’t do a damned thing 

L 
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about it until seven o’clock tonight. Don’t 
dare make a move for fear of landing her in 
hot water. That’s what I gathered from her 
reticence about things. She’s in bad in some 
way, and doesn’t dare go to the regular 
cops. You handle things here, and I’ll take 
the Lexington end.” 

“What about some help down there, just 
in case?” Carlin cut in. 

“One man will be lucky to get by 
without being spotted,” Fane pointed out. 
“I’ll be the man. Watch things at this end, 
and use your own judgment. That’s all I 
can tell you to do.” 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
EATED at a table in the dining room of 
the Hotel Lexington, the lobby visible 

through open doors, Fane ate supper while 
waiting for Nina to appear or get word to 
him. He had hardly begun on the platter of 
fried fish he had ordered, when he observed 
a tall man standing on the pavement 
outside, his face near the front window. 
Only for an instant was the face there, then 
it vanished. 

But that instant had been enough for 
Fane. The man outside was the chap whose 
jaw he had been near to fracturing on board 
The Firefly the past night. Fane knew he 
could not be mistaken. 

Had he been shadowed to the hotel, or 
had the girl been seen? 

In either case, the situation was one full 
of menace. He glanced around the dining 
room—and caught the eye of a waitress 
who stood near the door to the kitchen. The 
waitress looked at him steadily for an 
instant, then made her way to his table. 

“Message for Al Fane,” she said under 
her breath, while brushing imaginary 
crumbs from the cloth. “Know him?” 

“Sure. I’m Fane. Spill it” 
“Upstairs, first floor, room number 240. 

Girl wants you.” 

She passed on toward the front of the 
dining room, and Fane went into the lobby. 
The waitress might have given him a bum 
steer. Might, in fine, have been sending him 
into a trap. On the other hand, Nina 
Crestwood might well be in room 240, 
waiting for him. It wouldn’t take long to 
determine the matter, at any rate. 

Fane went up the stairs, found room 
240 at the end of a corridor, and knocked. 

“Who?” came in a woman’s voice from 
the other side of the door. 

“Al Fane.” 
The door opened and Fane walked in. 

Nina Crestwood, dressed in cheap clothing 
which she had doubtless secured during the 
day, was alone in the room. She started to 
speak, but Fane was abruptly peering 
through a crack in the doorway. What he 
saw caused him to slap the door shut and 
lock it. To push the bed over against it and 
to pile the bureau on top of the bed. 

“What is the matter?” Nina cried. 
“Plenty,” Fane answered, going to a 

window and raising it. “We have callers 
outside—two of them. Come here!” 

The tall man whom Fane had seen at 
the window and a short, dark companion, 
had been coming down the corridor, guns 
drawn, when the detective peered out. They 
would be at the door soon. 

“We’re in a jam,” he told Nina, and 
lifted her onto the window sill. “I’m going 
to lower you from the window, and drop 
you. It’s an unpaved alley below, and you 
probably won’t be hurt.” 

The door bulged under an assault from 
the corridor, and the barricade began to 
move. Fane lowered Nina from the window 
by catching her hands, and dropped her. He 
heard the thud of her body on the ground. 

Crash! 
The door gave, the barricade went 

skidding across the floor—and Fane swung 
out, down, and dropped. He landed on his 
feet, and found Nina on the ground nearby. 
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She had turned an ankle. He caught her up, 
tossed her over a shoulder and went 
pounding off down the alley. 

The chase was on immediately. He 
heard footbeats back of him, and put on all 
the speed he had. As he neared the mouth 
of the alley, a man suddenly loomed up 
there. Before he had a chance to fire, Fane 
let him have a slug from his gun. He shot 
for his stomach—and didn’t miss. Couldn’t 
afford to miss. He went down screeching, 
and Fane made the street over his body. 

Blindly, not knowing the lay of things, 
he turned to his right and headed down the 
poorly lighted street. Nina, light though she 
was, began to slow him down. He had to 
make a haven of some sort soon, or it was 
curtains. He staggered across an 
intersecting street and saw the Missouri just 
below. It was dark down along the shore, 
and he made for the river. 

“Put me down!” Nina told him Nina 
told him. “You can’t make it with me to 
load you—Oh!” 

The scream was coincidental with the 
report of a revolver from back of them. 
Fane staggered, his arms relaxed, and the 
girl slid to her feet. Fane swore, clawed at 
his head—then slapped to his knees, to 
surrender to a swirling night he couldn’t 
fight away! 

 
HEN the detective regained 
consciousness, he was lying on his 

back in darkness. His head ached, and his 
lips were parched. He groaned aloud.  

“Fane!” 
Nina Crestwood spoke his name from 

somewhere close at hand.  
“Here!” he answered. “Tied up!” 
“I’m tied, too,” she told him. “So tight 

it hurts!” 
“Any idea where we are?” 
“Only that we were taken a short way 

out of town in a car. My head was covered. 
But from the smell in here and the feel of 

things, we’re underground.” 
“Yeah. Coal mine. Lots of them around 

Lexington. Well,” he went on, “I guess the 
Panther takes this trick—damn him!” 

The place in which they lay began to 
glow dimly, and a man came in with a 
lantern. By its light, Fane made out that 
they were actually in a room in an 
abandoned coal mine. The walls were 
streaked with black, with here and there 
chunks of slaty substance jutting out. There 
were chunks and bits of coal on the floor.  

The light showed him something else. 
In the middle of the room was a table with 
chairs about it. Other seats, boxes and kegs, 
were here and there. Evidently it was a 
meeting place of some kind. 

The man with the lantern went to the 
table, set the lantern down, and Fane saw 
his face. It was the tall crook whose jaw he 
had damaged. 

“Well, Al,” he said, sitting down at the 
table and turning his eyes on Fane, “how do 
you like the little game now?” 

“Can’t say that I’m sold on the hand 
I’m holding,” Fane told him. “But maybe 
I’ll better it in the draw.” 

“There won’t be any draw,” the crook 
jibed. “You must play ’em as they are—and 
it isn’t a good hand. You can’t win. Don’t 
you understand that you’ve lost? That this 
is the end?” 

“Looks like it. But something may 
break in my favor yet. It has been known to 
happen. What’s the idea for all the crowing, 
anyhow?” 

“I’ll explain things to our guest,” a 
voice announced, and from the entrance to 
a stope forward, the killer of The Firefly 
entered. He was dressed immaculately, and 
his face was masked as before. “You have 
managed to disarrange some plans of ours, 
Fane,” he went on, sitting down at the 
table, “and we don’t feel any too good 
about it. However, we’re going right ahead 
with them—and put them over. Things had 
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to stop until we got you, and the Crestwood 
girl. We have done that.” 

He paused, and gave that coffin-plate 
chuckle. 

“Picture four motor cars loaded with 
men who have been carefully picked by our 
expert picker, Mr. Croaker Stevens, whom 
you see before you,” the speaker went on, 
his tone a brag. “They are armed with sub-
machine guns, gas bombs, high explosives. 
Picture such a crew as that, numbering 
twenty, attacking an unsuspecting town 
known for its wealth stored in two big 
banks. Two million in cash and more! 

“Picture those determined men 
attacking those banks at a given moment, 
looting them of their last dollar, mowing 
down with machine guns all who resist or 
get in the way! A desperate, bloody picture, 
eh? Something to make the shivers run up 
the spine of the entire nation! 

“After it is over, a hideout that is 
undiscoverable, where those men will 
remain secure until they can get clear of the 
country, singly and in pairs, after the rage 
has died down. Isn’t that a fine program for 
the final appearance of the man called the 
Panther? Tell me, Fane, isn’t it a 
magnificent exit gesture?” 

“Yeah,” Fane yawned with pretended 
unconcern, “if it works. You may have 
heard that old wheeze about the best laid 
scheme of mice and men?” 

“It will work, never fear!” 
Again that cold chuckle. 
“Well,” Fane told him, “I’ll never 

believe it. And since I’m slated to go out 
soon, I’ll never know about it anyhow. 
Why bore me with the details?” 

“That is where you are wrong!” the 
masked man exclaimed. “You are going to 
live long enough to congratulate me on my 
master stroke—after it is an accomplished 
fact. I hate you, Fane, and I hate that 
damned pink-faced hussy with you! I’m 
going to let you live in slow torture. Cause 

you both to wish I had mercifully ended 
things tonight. You are going to beg me to 
kill you—damn you! And I shall—with my 
own hand! After I have retired and have 
time for leisurely satisfaction. Does that 
prospect please?” 

“No,” came from the girt. “Neither does 
it surprise. That would be in keeping with 
your nature. You’re cursed with a blood 
lust—and it will get you in the end. I 
should like to see it get you, but if I do not, 
I shall go out knowing you won’t be far 
behind. And now, if you have nothing more 
to say, I’d like to get a breath of air you 
haven’t tainted.” 

“Yeah, Panther,” Fane seconded, “let us 
see as little of you as possible. Just having 
you around is about the worst torture you 
could inflict, though, so I guess we’re out 
of luck.” 

“You’ll get your wish—for a short 
time,” the cold voice of the masked man 
informed them. “I’m sending you to that 
safe hideout I spoke of, where you will be 
waiting for me when my work is done. 
Thoughts of seeing you two again will 
hearten me greatly,” he ended with his cold 
chuckle. 

Croaker Stevens called out, and two 
burly, unmasked gorillas came from the 
stope. The ropes were removed from 
Fane’s legs and from the girl’s, and they 
were helped up. They were led to the table, 
bandannas were bound over their eyes, and 
they were gagged. But before the bandage 
was secured, Fane’s glance found 
something on the table that made him get 
his breath in a gasp, while cold chills 
actually did run up his spine! 

“Take them away!” the hard voice 
ordered. “See you tomorrow night, you 
poor saps—and how!” 

Fane and the girl were led along a 
passage, placed in a big tub with a rope 
attached. A windlass creaked, and they 
were hoisted from the mine into the fresh, 
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night air. A truck with a tarpaulin cover 
over the bed stood near. Fane was lifted 
into it and ordered to lie down. He did; and 
his ankles were tied again. Nina was placed 
beside him, and her legs were securely 
bound. The tarpaulin was pulled over them, 
and the truck rumbled away. 

Fane had for the moment lost interest in 
what might happen to them. His mind was 
tortured by other things. Things that 
threatened violence to dozens, perhaps 
hundreds, of defenseless people. 

He was thinking of that final 
appearance of the Panther, and his mind 
was numbed by the monstrous possibilities 
it held. 

 
HAT Fane had seen lying on the 
table in the mine was positive 

evidence that the Panther’s scheme was a 
real one. That he had not been boasting just 
to make them squirm. 

On the table, spread out with its four 
corners fastened down with thumb tacks, 
had lain a blueprint—a map of a town, 
picturing every street, alley, and the various 
roads leading into it. There was a square in 
the center of the map, with a smaller square 
to represent a building in the middle of it. A 
court house. Around the large square other 
smaller squares were placed, representing 
business houses—and on two opposite 
corners were black dots, each lettered with 
the word: BANK. 

It was a map of the town where the 
Panther meant to stage his final raid. Where 
people were to be mercilessly slaughtered, 
if they resisted, and millions taken from 
those who survived. It was an act almost 
too savage for the mind to accept as 
possible, yet Fane had no doubt that the 
Panther would do just what he had said he 
would do. 

Fane had seen one thing more in that 
brief glance at the map. He had seen the 
name of the town at the top. 

Lexington! 
The Panther meant to rob the wealthy 

mining and farming town, and on the day 
approaching! 

What could Fane do about it?  
So far as he could determine, they were 

in charge of the two gorillas, one driving 
the truck and the other on the seat with him. 
Doubtless the canvas tarpaulin bore the 
name of some mining concern, or a farm 
products company. It would not be stopped 
or bothered no matter what route it took. 
Trust the Panther’s scheming brain for that. 
If he were to escape, it would be through 
his own unaided efforts. 

During the first half hour, while the 
truck jolted over what was unmistakably a 
rough woods road, he considered the 
possibilities—and got an idea. 

Working himself up toward the front 
end of the truck, his movements concealed 
from the front by the tarpaulin, he managed 
to bring his hands, which were tied back of 
him, against Nina’s face. The girl was lying 
very still, probably sensing the fact that he 
was trying some plan or other. 

Presently Fane’s fingers closed on the 
cloth with which she was gagged, fumbled 
for a minute or two, and the gag came out. 
Then he managed to get his bound wrists 
against her lips. He held them there, 
waiting. Would she catch the idea? 

She did. With a feeling of satisfaction, 
Fane felt her teeth graze his wrist, then 
fasten on the cords around it. It was a slow 
job, often interrupted when the jolts 
separated them. But it was accomplished at 
last. Fane’s hands were freed! 

He freed his ankles, then got the ropes 
off the girl. “What next?” she queried in an 
excited whisper. 

“Wait!” 
Fane began to feel about him in search 

of something he might use as a club. Surely 
there would be something useable in the 
body of the truck. He found it. Against the 

W
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front end was a box, and the box contained 
mining tools. Fane selected a two-foot 
Stilson wrench, then laid back down beside 
the girl. They might have got out at the 
back and run, but bullets from the two 
gorillas’ guns could outrun them. Fane had 
a better plan than that. He waited. 

Half an hour later the truck stopped. 
“Lie still!” Fane whispered. “Act as 

though you still were tied.” 
“Yes!” 
The two gorillas came to the back of the 

truck, and one caught hold of the tarpaulin. 
“Going to pack ’em on our backs, or 

untie their legs an’ make ’em walk?” one 
asked. 

“Hell, make ’em walk!” 
The canvas was jerked off—and Fane 

acted. 
He jack-knifed upward and forward, 

swung at the head of the man nearest him, 
and sent him down with a crushing blow of 
the wrench. The second gorilla, taken by 
surprise, had time to yell once, to go for his 
hip—and then the wrench split his skull 
like so much paper. 

Fane lost no time. He took the guns and 
cartridges from the bodies and he and the 
girl got in the truck. Fane turned it around 
and headed it toward Lexington. He had to 
get to the city and warn the cops about 
what was waiting for them tomorrow. That 
was his one idea at the moment. Nina 
Crestwood and her troubles could wait. She 
was but a mite in the bigger thing. 

“What now?” Nina asked, her breath 
coming fast. 

“Tell you later! I’ve got something 
important as hell to do now’” 

 
F they could get into the town without 
meeting any of the Panther’s gang, then 

the bloody scheme of the arch crook would 
be defeated. There would be time to get the 
militia, machine guns, armed citizens— 

Fane saw the green touring car just as 

the truck’s front wheels rolled onto the 
pavement outside of the city. It was coming 
toward him, and loaded with men. There 
was but one thing to do, and he did it. 

“Hold on!” he shouted to the girl. “And 
duck low!” 

He slammed his foot down on the gas 
pedal, shot toward the oncoming car, 
swerved just before he reached it—and 
sideswiped it against the curb. The truck 
careened, righted itself and went on. Went 
on for a short distance only—then coughed 
itself dead. 

“Out!” Fane ordered, and leaped to the 
ground. 

The girl followed, keeping close to him. 
Men were coming back of them. A bullet 
sang near. Fane turned left into a dark 
street, and he and the girl ran. The street 
dipped toward the river, and ended at a 
wharf. They were pocketed, and, unless a 
means of escape offered at once, there 
would be nothing for it but to fight it out. 

“Maybe we can get a boat!” Nina 
suggested, as they raced onto the wharf. 

A man came out of a shack nearby, 
carrying a lantern. 

“You folks wanting a boat to go 
somewheres?” the man asked. 

Fane heard, them coming along the 
dark street above him. 

“A motorboat,” he answered. “Got 
one?” 

“Shore. Best on the river. I’ll git it.” 
He did—but an interruption came from 

the street above. 
“Stop down there!” a voice bawled. 

“Stop, in the name of the law!” 
“Hurry!” Fane snapped, tossing Nina 

into the boat. It was not the law up there, 
and he knew it. 

“No!” the boatman bleated. “Them’s 
police up there! You ain’t going nowheres 
in this here boat—” 

“Like hell we ain’t!” Fane told him—
and dropped him with a jolt to the jaw. 

I 
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He leaped down into the boat, kicked 
the motor over—and it caught. 

“Grab the tiller!” he ordered. 
“I’ve already grabbed it!” Nina 

informed him tersely. 
Out toward the channel they sped—

with lead singing around them, plunking in 
the water to port and starboard. Fane sent a 
few compliments of his own into the night, 
but couldn’t tell whether or not they 
reached home. 

For the time being at least, they were 
safe! 

“Know anything about this man’s 
river?” he called to Nina. 

“Yes. Peddlar’s Island is ten miles 
below. The channel splits there, and Poor 
Man’s Bayou can be reached from the left 
hand shute. We’d better make for the 
bayou. The Kansas City highway crosses it 
three miles up.” 

“Make for it,” Fane told her. “And 
don’t save the gas!” 

He moved up close to Nina. It was 
certainly not a good time to ask questions, 
but he had some that must be asked. 
Something might happen later to queer the 
question-and-answer game. So he snatched 
what might be only a passing opportunity. 

“Keep your glance ahead, Nina, and I’ll 
take care of the rear,” he cautioned, then 
asked: 

“How did you escape from the 
Panther?” 

“I didn’t. There was no Panther. I was 
taken off The Firefly and put into a 
motorboat with three other men. All 
masked. The tall man, whom you 
remember, was one. But he was not in the 
boat for long. We put him ashore across the 
river on the Kansas side, and then we made 
a run down the stream. 

“Something went wrong with the 
motor, and we put in to shore at a little 
village ten miles above Lexington. It was 
dark, and I ran. A motorcar was handy, key 

in the ignition lock, and I took it. Half a 
mile from Lexington, I left the car, walked 
in and got a room at the little hotel. That is 
all, Mr. Fane.” 

“Not by several closely typed pages!” 
he told her. “Just filler-stuff, “Nina, so far. 
For instance, why are you scared of the 
regular cops?” 

“Because I cannot tell them my story.” 
“But you can tell me?” 
She was silent. Changed her mind, eh? 

Well maybe not. 
“You are accused of murdering Carter 

Crestwood,” Fane told her. “What about 
it?” 

That roused her. 
“What?” she demanded. “I am 

accused—Oh, what nonsense!”  
“Sure it is. But who did kill him?” 
“That man we heard called Croaker 

Stevens. Carter and I were quarreling when 
the car stopped at the Royal. There were 
several other cars parked there, and one 
sedan double-parked right across from us. 
Uncle Carter tried to stop me from entering 
the building, when he heard shots, and we 
struggled. My face was turned toward the 
open door of our car, and I saw the opposite 
door open and a man creep in. I thrust 
Uncle Carter off—and the man fired. It was 
the man we saw tonight—Croaker. I 
screamed and ran. At the door of the Royal 
another man grabbed me, but I eluded him. 
There was shooting, and I knew it to be a 
hold-up. You know the rest.” 

“Wrong again,” Fane corrected. “You 
had to ride the King to win, you told me. 
Why?” 

“Because—because I could no longer 
accept money from Carter Crestwood!” she 
flared. “I had none myself. The King was 
worth fifty thousand dollars, should he win. 
That is why!” 

F
 
ANE began, to see a great, white light! 
What a fool he had been not to see it 
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before! 
“You say that the tall bird with the 

icicle voice was not the Panther,” he 
reminded her. “How do you know that?” 

“Because I had found out the Panther’s 
identity. And he could not—he could not 
have been there on the boat—because—
because—” 

She hesitated, and Fane finished for her, 
“Because the Panther was dead?” 

She shot him a quick glance, and her 
lips trembled. “How—how did you guess 
that?” she asked. 

“Didn’t exactly guess it. On the boat, 
for instance. The tall bird said you knew 
who the Panther was, and that did not 
matter. If you even suspected the identity of 
a certain second party, that did matter. He, 
of course, was the second party. Easy to see 
it now. You overheard Carter talking on a 
telephone. You confronted him with your 
knowledge—” 

“Yes, yes!” And words came tumbling 
thereafter. “Carter had a hidden phone in 
his own study. A private wire to some 
place. He did not like me to be in his study, 
but I was there yesterday afternoon, 
reading. I heard him coming, and hid back 
of a divan. Carter was in a bad humor. He 
took the phone from back of some books in 
a case, and got a party. And—and, Mr. 
Fane, I heard Carter Crestwood, my own 
uncle, discussing the final details of a plan 
to rob the American Royal! Carter 
Crestwood, shielded by a respectable name, 
enjoying an enviable reputation, 
supposedly a man of great wealth, was in 
reality the blood-stained beast called the 
Panther!” 

Fane waited. Presently she recovered 
and went on. 

“I taxed him with it. He admitted it, 
because he could not deny it. But he 
pointed out that if I told it, there would be 
terrible disgrace for our name. I’m proud of 
that name. Carter swore the hold-up should 

not take place, that he would disband his 
men, do all he could to right the wrongs he 
had done—and I, like a fool, agreed never 
to tell what I knew!” 

Could it be possible, Fane wondered, 
that Crestwood had not canceled the plot to 
rob the Royal? That he had planned the 
kidnapping of his niece there at the door? It 
didn’t ring true. Nina went on talking. 

“It was on the way to the Royal that I 
suspected he might not have called off the 
robbery,” she informed Fane. “Carter had 
made all kinds of excuses to delay our 
arrival, throwing me late—” 

“That’s it!” Fane broke in. “Carter 
figured the hold-up would be pulled before 
he got there—and it was really timed for 
the exact moment of his arrival! But go on, 
Miss Crestwood.” 

“There is nothing else.” 
“There is,” Fane broke in. “The name 

of the second party to that telephone 
conversation. What is the name?” 

Then he got the real surprise of the 
evening. 

“I don’t know who the other man was. I 
heard only one side of the conversation, 
and the name of the other was not 
mentioned. I held my tongue about that 
when questioned on the boat, believing my 
life would be safe so long as they wanted 
that information.” 

A case in the bag—and out again! Fane 
swore under his breath. 

“Wasn’t there something in the papers, 
some time back, about your engagement to 
Lowman Bostwick?” he asked abruptly. 

“Yes. But the engagement was broken. 
I became engaged to another—Tommy 
Tarrant, if you must know. But why the 
question?” 

Engaged to Tarrant! Fane saw another 
suspect slip away from him. Before he 
could answer Nina’s query, she called 
warningly: 

“Listen!” 
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CHAPTER V 
 

HE exclamation from Nina brought 
Fane back to the business immediately 

in hand. 
“Boat coming behind us!” 
He heard it then. The staccato exhaust 

of a motor beat its warning into his ears. He 
looked back, but could see nothing. He 
would see it soon enough, though, unless 
he could get more speed out of his boat 
than it was showing. He tried, but it was no 
use. The little motor was then doing its 
best.” 

The motor behind was doing better. The 
boat itself appeared in the gloom not more 
than a quarter mile away, and it was 
streaking through the water like a torpedo. 

“There’s Peddlar’s Island ahead!” Nina 
called back. “I’m going to run around its 
head and into the left-hand chute!” 

“Make it snappy!” Fane yelled back. 
“We’re outclassed in this regatta!” 

Pop! Pop! Pop! 
The pursuer had drawn closer, and had 

opened up. Fane would have given a lot for 
a rifle right then, but a pair of .44 caliber 
sixes was the best he had to offer them. 

“I’m going to make a sharp turn out of 
the channel!” warned the girl. 

Pop! Pop! 
Two more shots back of them—and yet 

no song of lead had screamed in their ears, 
and no little missiles had hissed as they 
kissed water. What was wrong? Could the 
rifleman be that far off his target? Damned 
poor shooting, if you asked Fane. 

Pop! Pop! 
Then he understood. The rifleman was 

not shooting at them at all. He was firing on 
somebody that was chasing him, just as he 
was chasing Fane and the girl! 

“Hit the high spots!” he yelled to Nina, 
as he felt the boat swerve. “We’ve got a 
chance, if we can make it into Poor Man’s 
Bayou.” 

At sound of his voice, Nina turned her 
head slightly, took her eyes off the course, 
the boat swerved sharply—and the next 
instant it sloughed out of the channel far to 
the right, struck thin water and was fast in 
the mud! 

Fast in the mud, Peddlar’s Island a 
hundred yards over the bow—and death hot 
at their heels! 

The shock of the grounding had thrown 
Fane against the girl, and but for that she 
would have gone over the bow. He caught 
her and saved both from a ducking. She 
screeched at him: 

“Why did you have to speak when you 
did?” 

“Why did you have to turn your head?” 
No time to quarrel. The motor boat was 

coming down like a wolf that had sighted 
its kill, and chasing it was another wolf—
also bent on a kill. 

Fane jumped into the water, lifted Nina 
to his shoulder and started sloshing his way 
to shore. He reached it, put her down—and 
then stared at the strangely maneuvering 
boat beyond. 

The first boat was swerving out of the 
channel as Nina had done, and heading for 
the left-hand chute. The driver of that boat 
did not turn his head at a crucial moment—
but made the chute with perfect ease. Made 
it, and swept on out of sight along the 
wooded line of the island. 

The boat in pursuit, a bigger one than 
either of the others, slowed speed just 
above the island, seemed to hesitate for a 
decision, then kept on in the channel, 
taking the chute on the right-hand side. Its 
speed was promptly cut more, then the 
engine died entirely. 

“Nina,” Fane said, “you hide in the 
brush. I’m going to find out who was 
manning that second boat. I already know 
who was in the first—the one that took the 
left-hand chute. One of them at least. It was 
Lou Carlin doing the driving—though how 

T 
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he happens to be here is something I can’t 
even guess. Stay hid, and I’ll be back 
soon.” 

 
E stepped off rapidly toward the right-
hand side of the island. He had not 

told Nina why he wanted to do that, but he 
knew why himself. He wanted to do his 
best to stop the two men who had manned 
the second boat, and do it before they could 
set foot on land—if that happened to be 
their aim. He hurried along, and broke 
cover. 

Hugging the opposite shore, too far off 
for Fane to reach them with his six-guns, 
the two men sat in their boat. Not for long, 
however, did they remain there. The motor 
popped again, and the boat began heading 
toward the shore of the island. 

In the bow stood a tall figure, a rifle at 
ready. He evidently only suspected there 
might be somebody hiding in the timber. 

“If only I had a rifle!” Fane exclaimed 
aloud, and with feeling. “I’d give a 
thousand cold for a rif—” 

“Take mine, Fane,” interrupted a quiet 
voice back of him. “I’d rather trust your 
marksmanship than mine.” 

Fane wheeled as though a snake had 
hissed, gun forward—and looked into the 
white, drawn face of Tommy Tarrant! 

“Drop it!” Fane snarled. “Drop the 
gun—” 

“Hold hard, Al!” came the familiar 
voice of Lou Carlin, who made his 
appearance from the brush just then. 
“Tarrant is a square guy. I found him tied 
up and gagged in a houseboat below the 
stock yards bridge today, and we took your 
trail—” 

Wham! Wham! 
The tall man in the boat was tall no 

longer. He had shortened himself by 
squatting down. His head raked the foliage, 
and they flattened out on the ground. 

“Give me that rifle!” Fane snapped 

savagely. 
Tarrant passed it to him, and he drew 

down on the man in the bow, his head 
barely visible. 

Once, twice, thrice— At the third shot, 
the crouching rifleman arose suddenly, 
staggered a bit, then pitched into the water. 
The man at the stern made a wild leap to 
grab the falling rifle—and Fane got him in 
mid-air. 

“Get the boat!” Tarrant cried. “It’s 
drifting!” 

Carlin, a fish in the water, plunged in 
and swam rapidly toward the boat, caught it 
at the bow and piled in. He broke out a 
paddle and steered it to the shore. 

The man in the boat was not dead. He 
had been shot through the chest, and was 
going fast. 

Fane looked down at the white face, 
into the dimming eyes of Lowman 
Bostwick! 

Bostwick, managing-director of the 
American Royal, sportsman, wealthy 
favorite of society, had only a few minutes 
to live, and he realized it. 

“You win, damn you!” he gasped as 
Fane bent over him. “But for you, and your 
unbelievable luck, I’d have put over the 
biggest single coup today that this country 
ever heard of! But you beat me out—and 
I’m dying in a boat like any ordinary crook. 
Well, anyhow, I hope I gave you a good 
scrap.” 

“You did,” Fane told him. “Who was it 
doing the rifle shooting?” 

“Croaker Stevens. I got hold of the 
Croaker when I decided to rub out Carter 
Crestwood and take his place. Carter 
wasn’t hard enough, and that damned niece 
of his—to whom, by the way, I believed 
myself engaged until I learned she’d gone 
over to Tarrant—was getting dangerous. 
Croaker got together some of his gang and 
recruited some more picked scoundrels, and 
we would have made a fine team—but for 
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you.” 
“If it hadn’t been me, Bostwick,” Fane 

said soberly, “it would have been 
somebody else.” 

“Perhaps,” Bostwick agreed, and his 
voice grew weaker.  “Ambition is a—hell 
of a—thing, Fane!” he said with a ghastly 
grin. “In my case it—proved so. I—got 
tired being—second to Crestwood. Tired 
doing—the bloody work for—him. I 
wanted to be the Panther—instead—
instead—” 

“Of just the Panther’s paw?” Fane 
supplied. 

Bostwick managed a chuckle which 
became a rattle. “Exactly. When he—told 
me that—Nina had learned he—was the 
Panther, I decided to—strike quick. To rub 
Carter out. Had it fixed—to abduct Nina 
from the-dressing room, in case—we failed 
to get her outside. We did fail there. I timed 
the raid well, too, so—as to get—Carter—
and we didn’t fail. Had to—silence Nina—
in case she knew who—I—was—” His 
voice failed, blood wet his lips—and 

Lowman Bostwick died. 
Fane turned to Tarrant. He was busy. 

Nina Crestwood was in his arms. 
“Why, I wonder, did that bird try to 

stop me in the alley?” he speculated. 
“He didn’t,” Carlin answered. “He 

followed you down the runway, through the 
feed room, and just as he stepped out of the 
door, somebody clouted him. As he went 
down, he grabbed for something to hold 
to—and got you. A bullet clipped his arm, 
and you got away. Then he was sapped 
good and plenty, and tied up in the shanty-
boat, where I found him while prowling 
around. You can figure out the rest for 
yourself.” 

The public raised a great jubilee over 
the killing of the Panther that night at 
Peddlar’s Island, and Nina and Fane 
decided to let it go at that. The Panther was 
dead, and Bostwick, the far more deadly 
paw, would never mangle another victim. 
What the public didn’t know, wouldn’t hurt 
it—nor hurt the name of Crestwood. 

 


