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CHAPTER EIGHT (Continued)

Ava admitted Bob, whose face
showed his anxiety. |
“You're all right?” he exclaimed. |

2 |

“What happened?”

“Dr. St. George came along iust!
after I talked with you, and he must |
have frightened them away. There |
was somebody looking in the win-
dow—a horrible, leering face.”
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OB examined the window, but
discovered nothing helpful. In
the dirt, however, he found a print,
and called Police Sergeant Brown
and Al Lynch, who had driven up
With him, to examine it with him.

It was a formless mark, indis-
tinctly outlined in the loam of a
Hower bed. It had been made re-
cently, and it was probably a foot-
print.

“It looks as if he had something
over his shoes,” Bob said; “wrapped
in cloth, or something like that.”

“Sneakers — he might have had
sneakers on. Anyway, we'll make a
composition cast of it and keep it
for reference. You can't follow the
tracks any distance on the grass.”

Bob went back into the house.

Ava said to him at once:

“Bob, there's something I want to
say to you.”

“Don’t, Ava, I beg you,” St, George
interjected

“I must. Bob, Lionel doesn’t want
me to, but I am going to ask you to
let me help you in what you are
doing.”

“You mean

‘Yes. Father

Black Hawk?”
is mixed up in it

some and 1 can't sit here at |
home wondering what is happvning
I want to work with you.’

‘Do you know where your father |
is now?"”

“He's at the public library, I|
think. He has found some clew or |
something there.” |

The 1 ry!"” St. George ]aughnd|

sarcastically. “What
leok.”

Bob thought it over a moment. It
would be good to have Ava with
him. It would get her away from
St. George. He mentally made the
reservation, however, that he would
see that Ava ran no risk.
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a place

| place

| choosing each word carefully,

INE!” he said. “I was going
to ask you, and Dr. St. George,
too, perhaps, later.

as his escort.
Brown, will
watch the Breen home?
guarded day and night
will be working with us and Black |
Hawk may get it into his insane
mind to attack here.”

Dr. St. George arose to leave.

“I wouldn't be so sure,”

“Sergeant

I want it

“that
Black Hawk care-
ful,
Good morning.”
n = ]
N the way downtown Bob toid
Ava about the charade offered

is insane. Be

to the want-ad columns of The
Times.

“Freedom’s Torch Ieads the
Way!" Bob repeated to hr-r. “That’s
your t assignment 211 me what
that means. Our code »xpfr'\ have
not been able to do it, yet

“Is it really code?” Ava asked.

“Probably only what we vould call,
in private life, a ‘charade.” It will
mean something more than is on the

surface to the people black Hawk
wants to read it—if it’s really from
him. If you'll wait in my car a few
minutes, I'll take you to the library.

. | T want to warn your father in this

thing. He may not realize how

b |serious it is.”

Bob slowed up the car, slightly
puzzled, as they approached Forty-
eighth street. Men were digging
across the whole intersection and a
man holding a red flag directed Bob
to turn left into Forty-eighth street.

He applied the brakes as ancther
man holding a red flag signalled

| him to stop

“Let’s see what's up, Ava,” said
Bob. “This is queer.”

As they stepped out of the car, a
cloud of smoke poured out of a

manhole almost beside them.
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VA and Bob, choking, saw the
workmen had donned gas masks
—quickly, as if drilled precisely, Sev-
eral of them surrounded them.

Dazed, choking, Ava and Eob let
the men lead them to the man-hole,
scarcely aware of where they were
going.

There, at thP point of a revolver,
Boh was halted by a towering figure,
a man wearing a mask. He pointed
down the steps.

“Down into the tunnel, if you
value your lives,” he ordered, in a
hoarse whisper.

Ava clutched Bob’s arm, and the
figure turned his revolver toward
her.

“Down there!” he repeated.

They had no choice. With his
arm around Ava, steadying her, Bob
made his way down the iron steps.

As soon as'they were below the
level of the pavement the metal
door above them clanged shut. They
were in darkness—captured by Black
Hawk in the heart of Indianapolis!

CHAPTER NINE
HE air was clearer after the
metal door clanged shut, but
Bob and Ava were in absolute dark-

| ness.

“What—what's
demanded
are we?”

“We've been tricked by Black
Hawk,” Bob replied shortly. “What
a devilish plot! A smoke=screen and
tear gas, combined. Ava, we're fxght-
ing an infernally daring enemy.

“You mean we've been put down
here by the Phantom? I can't be-
lieve it.”

“Did you see that revolver? What
else could it mean? What else could
this whole episode mean?”

“And all those men—they’re all in
the pay of Black Hawk?”

“Probably not. They probably
never even knew what was happen-
ing, and just obeyed like sheep when

happened?” Ava
breathlessly. “Where

|the big fellow ordered them about
It's sort of pa-|after the gas spread. He was a

triotic service, Ava, and you would | whisperer!”

really have no right to refuse.”
“All right, major,”
business-like tones.
start?”
“Right now.” He turned to the
officer who had taken Quinnstin's

“When do we

|
|

she said, in|

| heavy,

Bob struck a match. All they
could see was rough stone wall,
damp and forbidding. The air was
as if they were in a vault
that had been unopened in years.

(To Be Continued)
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ALTHOUH scientists have known for years that a rainbow was a
complete circle, just as is the halo we occasionally see around the moon,
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Amid the din of the dancing savages and thelr
beating drums, the prisoners were taken to a
huge building, the only hut not built on stilts.
Their captors motioned them all to enter. Coming

from the daylight, at first Jean thought the build-
ing was pitch dark.

Then, as her eyes grew accu
roundings, she saw it was dimly
daylight awhich crept in betr
ings at the top, and between the walls ard roof,

throwing long, nairow shafts of light, wiich
a svectacular eiiect.
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whaet MORE cAn 1 D02 ME LR,

_J| Tapx's ALL!

On the ¢ 2 e s ahe oow-a lares
group .of n s u 1 ca the dirt their
bodies swa_i»g to thz rhythm of b-r . a iz music.
More savages began to enter. Jean was the third

pr.‘o"er to bs brought in. Hecl 'nx ﬂrst and
helped her thrcugh the narrow entra
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Afier Jean, m> 1en B-amish,
Riano and the safari boys, follo by the exe
pedition that had captured them. Holt whispered:
“Give me vour hand, Jean, it's dark in here.”
Isn't it!” she whispercd, frightened. He gripped
the girl's hand, enc 7

Begin Gift Shoppin

° [Use O

ur Layaway

"] DOWNSTAIRS
at -,/‘r ol




