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ELLERY, IT'S THE

GHOST OF NICk
CARDONI... STRANGLING
THE GANGLEAPER

WHO ORPERED HIM
SLAIN

ELLERY QUEEN, AND HIS
FATHER, INSPECTOR QUEEN, HAVE
EROUGHT MANY A MURDERER ,
JUSTICE, BUT WHAT ARE ELLERY AND §
THE INSPECTOR TO DO WHE
KILLER IS A GHOST Z HAS ELLERY
FINALLY "ENCOUNTERED A CRIMINAL.
WHO IS TRULY BEYOND THE LAW %
YOU CAN LEARN THE ANSWER IN
THE CHILL-A-SECOND CASE OF

THE CORPSE THAT KILLED/¥

LAUGHTER AND GAIETY ARE IN ORDER AT THE
BIRTHDAY PARTY NICK CARPONI'S MOBSTERS
HAVE THROWN. FOR THEIR CHIEF ...
GO AHEAD! BLOW
OUT THE CANDLES,

BOsS/

GOOD TO
WISH FOR/

" HERE'S A GOOD WISH! BRANNIGAN

AND HIS WEST SIDE MOB SHOULD
DROP PEAD == AAAA-AAHHGH !




{ THAT BIG CANDLE WAS Y IM DYIN'/ IT WAS BRAD

L A CAMOUPLAGED 5TiICK BRANNIGAN WOT DONE
O DYNAMITE / N IT...BLAST HIS...
CROCKED HIDE w.

BUT HE WON'T GIT AWAY
WITH IT, TH’ RAT/ T'LL GIT
EVEN WITH HIM EVEN IF
1—(GASP) HAFTA COME
BACK FROM TH' GRAVE/

SOMEBODY
GIT "pOoC”
TYNDALL
QUICK

2 ah \

As BeFITS A DEPARTED GANGLAND CHIEE MICK HAS | - v ’
7 NOTHIN DOV | WITH HIS LAST DYIN
AN ORNATE FUNERAL . AND AMONG THE GUESTS ... WE WANT NO PART BREATH, CARDONI SAID

? F A MOB WITH HE'D GET EVEN WITH YA/
BRANNIGAN.! '\ IT'5 JUST A FRIENDLY CALL ... 2 ) )
TO SHOW MY RESPECT FER ACURSEON Il h
YER EX~BOSS/ IF YOU BOYS -
ARE SMART, YOU'LL JOIN
o MY ORGANIZATION/

5.\ SR b
THE OFFICE OF INSPECTOR QUEEN

MEANWHILE 2 A LONELY WHARF NEAR
AT POLICE HEADQUARTERS....

BRAMVIGAN'S HEAPDQUARTERS ./

“THE WHOLE TOWN KNOWS IT WAS
BRANNIGAN WHO PULLED THAT
CUTE TRICK ON NICK CARDONI,
DAD. HOW COME YOU HAVEN'T
CRACKED DOWN ON BRANNIGAN 7

NOINOL.. IT—IT CANT BE!




NO! DON'T! T'LL QUIT TH'
MOB! I SWEAR IT/ KEEP
AWAY, CARDON| —

AAAA-AAEHN.

BRANNIGANZ WONDER
A MR, BRAD WHAT HE WANTS TO
BRANNIGAN TO SEE YOU ABOUT %
SEE YOU, 5 E
INSPECTO!
QUEEN ,

FROM A GHOsST/

PROTECTION Z
CARDONI'S GHOST/!

WHAT'S ON YOUR
FROM WHATZ

MIND, BRANNIGAN Z

THAT'S A SWITCH! A GANGSTER,
COMING TO THE POLICE FOR ..
PROTECTION, FROM A SPOOK. J

ONE OF MY BOYS WAS FOUND

DROWNED. IT COULDN'T OF ¢

- BEEN AN ACCIDENT. HE WAS

= A GOOD SWIMMER . THE POC
WHAT MAKES SAYS HE WAS SCARED

YOU THINK CARDONI TO DEATH !

1S AFTER YOUZ "




SO YOURE POSITIVE THE BOYS ARE 5CARED’ MAY T ASK THE REASON FOR ) 1 DUNNO/MAYBE .

. STRONG_

ENOUGH TO BRING KILLIN'/ BUT IT'S
HIM BACK FROM NOT TRUE/ IF IT WAS
THE GRAVE Z TRUE, T'D BE IN JAIL,

- : RIGHT #

ITS TOO EARLY FOR US TO ANSWER THA : ALL RIGHT, BRANNIGAN, YOU'LL GET JUST
ONE, BRANNIGAN/ HOWEVER, AS A CITIZEN, i | WHAT YOU'RE ASKING FOR... AND MAYBE
LAW-ABIDING OR NOT, YOU HAVE A RIGHT MORE / BUT HERE'S SOME ADVICE ./
TO COME TO THE POLICE FOR KEEP YOUR NOSE CLEAN, OR
PROTECTION/ EXACTLY WHAT YOU MAY BE UNDER GUARD...
DO YOU WANT FROM USZ A POLICE FOR KEEPS/

i GUARD. 1 GOT

MY RIGHTS ./

IATER/ ELLERY AND THE INSPECTOR DRIVE &/7' AS THEY REACH THEIR DESTINATION...
TOWARD BRANNIGAN'S HEAPQUARTERS... - e 5
I

ELLERY, THIS 15 I THINK T KNOW. WHAT HEAR THAT,
A WIERD ONE/ | YOU'RE UP TO, DAD. YOU'RE ELLERY 7
THE POLICE... / PLAYING ALONG IN THE HOPE
PROTECTING ' SOMETHING MAY TURN UP
THAT'LL CRACK THE cmzwom
MURDER WIDE OPEN /




&= cAkpa/v/ s kEEP AWA y
asmvv' THE

STAIRS /

CARDONI'S 5//057'/ HE
GOT BENNY/!

I-I CAN'T STAND THIS ) DAD'S NOT SO Dume!/
IF HE GIVES BRANNIGAN

BRANNIGAN WILL
couLp FF” HANG HIMSELF/

HAVE BEEN
WE'LL HOLD A
SEANCE/




"DOC* TYNDALL=UNDERWORLD | | MEET TOMMY THE D-DEAD Z PLEASE,
SAWBONES ~ WAS FOUND SWAM/, INSPECTOR/ INSPECTOR/ DON'T
HANGING IN HIS CELLAR, TO= TAKE IT FROM ME, MENTION CORPSES
GETHER WITH A NOTE ABOUT THIS MUG 1S SYRJCTLY DEAD, 10 ME. T'VE A WEAK
BEING PRESSED BY"CREDITORS/” ON TH’ UP-AN- STOMACH./
' MAYBE HE KILLED HIMSELF... |
AND MAYBE HE DIDN'T./

= B 75z ROOM'S LIGHTS FADE.
o ehene = THERE /5 AN EXPECTANT
WHAT NEXT Z 4 2

— SSPRIT OF

[ e

R SRR s EEE-EEKY THE
SPIRIT OF C-CARDO
1S AMONG US..s

I conpenses //1/7'0 A FACE THAT IS A S/VAEZ//VG
GRIMACE OF HATE.




LIAR! YOU OID IT... TURN ON _,
AN YER GONNA J THE LIGHTS.
CIE FER ITY i

HONEST.

: - YAAA-AaAs !
e,
M, BOSS !

CARDONI. DID 1T/ i GHOSTS DON'T KILL
HE MEANT THOSE WITH BULLETS/ WHERE'S
SHOTS FOR ME/ TOMMY THE SWAMIZ

SHOT TO
DEATH/

A PORTABLE SPOOK- I CAME PREPARED IF YOU DIDN'T HOKE- \ ONLY ONE ANSWER .
FAKING -KIT, TOMMY, TO FAKE A SPOOK..| | UP THAT "SPOOK TH-THERE WAS A
TO_BE BLUNT, YOU'RE | BUT I DIDN'T GET AND |F YOU PIDNT
A PHONEY! ARE You A CHANCE TO /. SHOOT THAT GUN,
A MUVRV%ERER AS WHO oI E!

Lz




WE SEARCHED EVERYONE,AND ) DON'T LET THE
EVERYWHERE — BUT WE DIDN'T /CASE GET YOU
FIND ANY TRACE OF THE

MURDER GUN./SON, T

HATE TO ADMIT 1T, BUT

ITS BEGINNING TO

LOOK LIKE W

REALLY ARE UP

AGAINST A

GHOST./

THERE'S SOMETHING BRANNIGA

HAS GOT TO FIND OUT FOR SURE./
HE'S DRIVING STRAIGHT TO THE
CEMETARY WHERE CARDONI

WAS BURIED ./ WANT TO

BET, DADZ

YOURE
RIGHT,
ELLERY/

THEY'RE DIGGING UP CARDONI'S
COFFIN/ T'D BETTER PUT A
STOP TO THIS./

NOT YET,
DAD/ WAIT A,
BIT LONGER ./

SIT TIGHT 7 POLICE

WHILE GHOST .
ON KILLING RAMPAGE /'
ELLERY, WHEN THAT

AND IF BRANNIGAN

CAR, WITH ONE OF
* HI5 HENCHMEN/ WE'LL
FOLLOW./

THEY'RE CARRYING SHOVELS

IS
27 5N
INTO TH £ YARD ;ifﬁ?&g\

E GRAVI BAIS f
BRANNIGAN TURNING GHOULZ &

LET'S FOLLOW
AND FIND OUT/

JUST AS T THOUGHT/

THE COFFIN 1S EMPTYS

NICK CARDON! /SN‘7
LPEADS

YOU'RE
DLEAD RIGHT;
BRANNIGAN /




(GASP’) CARDONI/B-BUT \ IT WAS EASY TA BRIBE "DOC" Y/ SEE, T'D BEEN WANTIN' TO QUIT
CAKE T HAD FIXED | TYNDALL INTO FAKING A DEATH
UP 5PECIAL FER YOU... /| REPORT AND STAGING A PHONY
iT WAS 5UPPOSED T FUNERAL / THATS WHY T HAD
HAVE KILLED YOU./ 4 TOKILL THE ’DOC oo HE KNEW.
TOO MUCH/

REVENGE ./ NO ONE TRIES TO BLOW NICK
TA BITS AN' GITS AWAY WITH IT/ T PUT
ME PHOSPHORUS ON MY FACE ... AN’
sTucK AROUND TA GIT EVEN WITH
YER MOB/

DON'T. MOVE, cAnzoom,
UNLESS YOU WANT T¢
BECOME A REAL GHOST/




I'VE WIPED OuT DROP YOUR GUN,

SRANN!GAN AN’ HIS : ICK! THIS IS YOUR | YOU WON'T GET ME,

BOYS... WHY _NOT LAST “WARNING. QUEEN! I'M GOING
™WO COPS’ J " .

« AND HIS SCREAMS ARE MUFFLED BE:VEAW
AN AVALANCHE OF CASCADING SOIL

BURED, e NICK CARDONI— MOBSTER — WHO.
ALIVE/ O P ’ CAME BACK FROM THE PEAD TO
$ K'LL,..WILL NEV§R KILL A@AIN’
FOR THIS TIME, 'THE CORPSE THAT
KILLED" 15 REALLY DEAD!




CRACKER ! AWK! f
T AWK !

ARE YOU GOIG TO
l CUT tHpT OuT!y

\F YOU'RE REAL GOOD

POLLY SIRDS TLLUEET

. YOU OUT IN A COUPLE
MONTHS.

MY BEAK |5
TURNING BLUEl




IKE MALONE had been a cop, one way
M and another, for forty years. Thirty years

of pounding a beat on the force, ten years
as a bank guard at the Second National. In his
thirty years of pavement pounding for the city,
Mike had never risen above the rank of patrolman.
His title of guard at the bank was more of a cour-
tesy title than anything. Although he carried a
gun strapped to his imposing middle, Mike’s duties
were simply to help harassed suburban matrons to
the proper teller’s window, and to direct loan
seekers to the proper vice president. In four dec-
ades of what he loved. to refer to as “police work”
Mike had never heard a shot fired in anger. Need-
less to say, he had never fired his Police Specia‘l at
anyone, friend or foe. To be truthful about it, it’s
just as well, because Mike could*n’t hit .the broad
side of a barn, let alone a member of the criminal

classes engaged in a nefarious undertaking.

Mike was a comedy cop. His ample belly and
bandy legs were never meant to be encased by a
neat blue, uniform, His feet, bunioned with the
callouses. of forty years, moved with a flat, shuf-
fling, yet gingery tread. They were tender and his
walk showed it. His ammunition belt, weighted
down by his holster, was worn in the ménner made
famous by comedy sheriffs in Western movies. In

\summer, his shirt had a way of climbing up out of
his trousers, giving him the appearance of being'
one of the less presentable members of the Russian
G.P.U. Mike’s superiors on the city police force
had early in his career.reached the conclusion that £

his greatest field of usefulness consisted in guiding
school children across the street. At the bank, the
most glowing tribute on his personnel record read:
“His appearance leaves much to be desired. Re-

flexes slow. Old ladies seem to like him.”
: . %
e
In his

grand-daughter, Kitty, and novels of detection.

private life, Mike had two loves — his

Kitty had one flaw in Mike’s mind—she was al-
ways trying to improve his appearance. On the
other hand, such fictional heroes of the detective
industry ‘as Lord Peter Wimsey and Hercule
Poirot, had no faults at all. They were sleuths
without peer and without reproach. Mike loved
their adventures and wished that he could be like
them. .Alas, as he himself admitted, he lacked the
little grey cells.

’p
i

Kitty’s latest assault on Mike had taken the
form of an expensive shaving lotion which she had
given the old man for his birthday. It was expen-
sive, beautifully packaged, and extremely fragrant.
As Kitty loved to say, it was exclusive. And Mike
loved it: He never used it, he just loved it. Every
morning, after his bath and shave, Mike would
take the beautiful little bottle from the bathroom
shelf, sniff it with wild abandon and vast appreci-
ation, then sorrowfully replace the stopper and’

return the bottle to its shelf.

“Ips beautiful,” he’d murmur, regretfully, “but
it’s not for the likes of me.” He did think, though,
that Hercule Poirot might have used it, and hav-
ing used it, lived up to it.



This particular day at the bank had passed

‘quietly. It was just a few minutes of three when

Mike smelled something utterly delicious in the
air. Itwas his favorite shaving lotion. He was turn-
ing his head to see whatever man of distinction
used this heavenly scent when the roof fell on his

skull and the lights went out.

g{

‘When Mike came to, he' was on a couch in the
President’s office with a compress on his head. The
room was full of the bank’s officers, policemen and
newspapermen. From the jumble of questions shot
at him, and the general tone of the conversation,
Mike gathered that a swift-moving, professional
gang of bank robbers had entered the bank at clos-
ing time, held it up, and escaped with -over
#100,000 in cash. The men wore plain, nondescript
clothes, and kept handkerchiefs px:essed on their
faces and their hats pulled low. Nobody could
make any identification. The rogues’ gallery photo-
graphs of known bank robbers were useless. No one
had really seen the men.

g

His head clearing, Mike rose unsteadily to his
feet,

“The one that socked me,” he said. “He used

Feather Heather!”

The room was convulsed with laughter. Good

old Mike, the Comedy Cop! But the general opin-

ion was that this was no time for comedy.

“He used WHAT?” roared a Captain of Detec-

tives.

“Feather Heather,” stuttered Mike. “It’s a per-

fume... I mean a perfume for men ... I mean.”

Mike seally had them in the aisles, now. “Look,”

he mumbled self-consciously. “It’s a shaving lo-
tion . . . an expensive one. I use it myself . . . that

is, I smell it, sort of . , .”

The Captain of Detectives said something about
a concussion and getting the poor old buzzard to
a hospital.

“Feather Heather’s expensive and exclusive,”
screamed Mike. “There’s only one place in town
sells it, and 2t the price they charge, Ill bet they
don’t sell much of it!”

At last Mike’s message penetrated. Two men
were dispatched, with an armful of rogues’ gallery
photographs, to the specialty shop which carried
Feather Heather. Sure enough, not many bottles
had been sold. Yes, the clerk had sold a bottle to
n\ne of the men in these photographs. This one
here. It had been delivered and he had the—ah—
gentleman’s' address on file.

&

The Feather Heather purchaser was at home
with a group of his gentlemen friends when the
police broke in. No guns were drawn, as the bandits
had their hands full of currency, which they were
dividing.

Mike was a hero for a few days, and was quietly
given a handsome reward by his employers. He
enjoys telling Kitty that he can’t ever use the
Feather Heather now, because he associates it with

crime and rascality.
-

And best of all, when he settles down of an eve-
ning for a good read, he feels now that he mixes
with Lord Peter and Hercule not as a worshipper,
but as an equal, and a somewhat critical equal,
at that.

THE END



HE CHAIN-LETTER PRACTICE |5

FROWNED LIPON BY THE LAW.THIS
MINOR RACKET, HOWEVER, GROWS
INTO A FRIGHTFUL MENACE WHEN
THE ELEMENT OF VIOLENT DEATH
15 ADDEP. ELLERY QUEEN HAS TO
CALL UPON EVERY OUNCE OF HI5
DEDUCTIVE POWERS TO SOLVE. . .
“THE CHAIN-LETTER MURDERS 1




BEG YOUR PARDON, YOUNG 4] ROOM 1i8. WoULD| | NO, NO! T WOULDN'T DREAM
MAN. COULD YOU DIRECT OF DISTURBING: YOU.
THANK YOU VERY A
MuUcH! ; SWEET
b oo tapy/

IS THIS THE OFFICE OF )THAT'S MR. ANDERSON | | ALDERMAN
ALDERMAN ANDERSONZ / RIGHT OVER THERE, ANDERSON? /. BUSY THIS MORNING,
7 AT THAT DESK, WHY : BUT WHAT CAN T
PON/T YOU JUST WALK - DO FOR YOUZ
OVER TO HMZ 2>

you can DE! IT'S

- BETTER THIS waY./




YOU KILLED HIM! 3 ouT oF my waY, You WHAT WERE THOSE ) A MURDER... N
YOU = OH-H-HuH! LITTLE® SNIP/ = THERE/ ISNIT
; > -~ IT AWFULZ

WHO DID ITZ TH-THAT GENTLE~LOOKING THERE SHE 1S/ LO0K oUuT.!
WHO SHOT HIMZ | OLD LADY./ SHE DID T/ GRAB HER ! THAT STREET-
gy o = CAR I

CATCH HER Y/




THE OFFICE OF INSPECTOR QgEE/V AT POLICE
HEADQUARTERS ...

YOU'VE PROBABLY HEARD THE
EXTRAS. A SWEET OLD LADY |,
WALKS IN ON A POLITICIAN %
AND BLOWS OUT HIS BRAINS!
WE'VE CHECKED ON HER.
\EVERYBODY SAYS SHE HAD
A WONDERFUL, CONSIDERATE
CHARACTER /

WHAT/S WRONG, DADZ ) TO PUT IT MILDLY,

You LOOK MORE ELLERY, I'M GOING

UPSET THAN USUAL! ) comPLETELY.
OUT OF MY MIND./

THAT WOULD BE AN EASY +.. WHICH MIGHT
EXPLANATION, BUT IT DOESN'T | HAVE LED HEF
INTEREST IN POLITICS, AND BLOWN HER HOLD WATER. WE 2O TO TAKE HER
HAD NEVER HARMED A LIPZ 71 | KNOW, HOWEVER, THAT OWN LIFE /BUT,
FLY. IN HER. LIFE/ ¢ 4 | |SHE WAS AFFLICTED INSTEAD, SHE TOOK
- g 280 | | WITH AN INCURABLE, SOMEONE ELSE'S!
PAINFUL AILMENT.

OUR ONLY CLUE IS THE / 7 WHY SHOULD IT BE BETTER ¥
REMARK ANDERSON/S * JO MURDER A COMPLETE
SECRETARY OVERHEARD 7
HER SAY WHEN SHE SHOT
HER VICTIM LIT'S BETTER

THIS WAY./




WOT AN UPSET/ BET TH’ | ESPECIALLY SOLLY
GAMBLERS ARE PLENTY ) YOGURK.! HE MUSTA
2 LOST QUITE A

I KNEW YOU!D DO [T, ) IT WAS EASY, MAXIE.. ; -
TOMMY-BOY/ L KNEW | I JUST FOLLOWED SORE TR
YOUR STRATECY, LIKE /] | THEIR BRIBE OFFERS

YOU'D WIN TH’ TITLE / 2
Sl TO TAKE A FALL/

BUT HE WOULDN'T DARE | WHO'S WORRIED % IMAGINE / ME — TOMMY ’
TA TRY T'GIT EVEN. THE |RUN ALONG, MAXIE. RYAN ... A CHAMPEEN /
I'M GONNA TAKE A

A DEAD cHAMPION !
W )




SOLLY HAS AN AIR-TIGHT
ALIBI, CHIEF/ HE WAS
TESTIFYING BEFORE THE
CRIME COMMISSION

ALL MORNING/

I THINK YOU'D
BETTER GET THAT
REFORT ON SOLLY

SOLLY'S IN THE CLEAR WHILE RYAN WAS SHOWERING, A
... APPARENTLY. WHAT { LOT OF WATER SPLASHED ON THE
. FLOOR . THE KILLER STOOD IN
THE PUDDLE. SEE... THERE
ARE WET FOOTFPRINTS
LEADING OUT THE DOOR.

THE FOOTPRINTS
LEAD UP THE
STAIRWAY,..



EZLEEY AND THE NSPECTOR ENTER THE ROOM...
TO OBSERVE

INSPECTOR QUEEN .
MAY I COME INZ

WHO ELSE WAS IN THIS
A MAN IN AN ROOM TODAY BESIDE THE
IRON LUNG TWO OF YOUz

LET'S GO, ELLERY. T KNOW OF
ENRIGHT. HE'S THE SON OF A
YERY PROMINENT INDUSTRIALIST,
OBVIOUSLY, HE WOULDN'T HAVE
LEFT HIS IRON=LUNG TO KILL A
PRIZE - FIGHTER / WHY SHOULD HE

AS A MATTER
OF FACT, I DID! /

LLET'S EXAMINE A

FEW FACTS, DAD.




THOSE WET FOOTPRINTS LED TO J | [THEN, THERE'S THAT smASHED |... EsPECIALLY, IF HE

THIS ROOM, RIGHTZ AND' HE = 3 WINDOW. IT COULD HAVE ORDINARILY NEEDED

| ADMITS HE LEFT THE JRON- LUNG...; | '| BEEN BROKEN BY THE THE AID OF AN IRON-
. MURDERER AFTER THE J LUNG FOR SUFFICIENT

CRIME... IF HE WERE s . OXYGEN.!

| DESPERATELY . IN

I HAVE NOTHING IT’S BETTER THIS WAY./ I DON'T KNOW,-
TO SAY, EXCEPT THE SWEET OLD LADY WHO / ELLERY. BUT I
IT'S BETTER MURDERED ANPERSON AM TO FIND
THIS WAY.! MADE THAT VERY. SAME out/

REMARK / TWO APPARENTLY
‘MOTIVELESS MURDERS/
‘| PO You THINK THERE

CAN YOU THINK OF  OF NOTHING... EXCEPT HE
ANYTHING THAT WOULD WAS DISTURBED AFTER
HELP US 2 /. RECEIVING THAT LETTER.




NO RETURN ADDRESS ON THE
ENVELOPE ... AND NOTHING BUT
A UST -OF NAMES IN THE
LETTER. WAIT/ THE TOP

NAME 1S TOMMY RYAN,
THE MURDERED MAN.

QuICK, DAD/
WHAT'S THE,
NEXT NAME
ON THE LISTZ

ROBERT DOWLING. ) INFORMATION?Z LET ME

HAVE THE PHONE

NUMBER OF ROBERT

DOWLING. THIS IS
URGENT/

WE HAVE A LISTING FOR A
ROBERT DOWLING... AT 2I
DORSEY AVENUE... BUT HIS
PHONE HAS BEEN
DISCONNECTED.

MY HUSBAND ISN/T HOME
AT PRESENT,

WHERE ARE YOU
OFF TO, ELLERY?Z

/ YOUVE GOT TO LET ME KNOW
WHERE I CAN FIND HIM, MRS.
DOWLING.! IT'M ELLERY QUEEN,
IT MAY BE A MATTER OF
LIFE AND DEATH —
HIS DEATH /!



BOB...IN DANGER Z BUT THAT'S
IMPOSSIBLE ' HE'S JUST HAD THE
MOST WONDERFUL LUCK—A
GOOD JOB AFTER® HAVING
BEEN UNEMPLOYED FOR
MONTHS .

WHAT ABOUT
THIS JOBZ

AND WHERE

IS HE NOW?T

WELL, HOW
DOES THE PLANT
IMPRESS YOU,
DOWLINGZ

IT'S »~ AWSOME, MR,
BROMLEY.! THAT VAT
OF MOLTEN STEEL IS
TERRIFYING... BUT
FASCINATING. IF A MAN
EVER FELL INTO IT, HE'D
PERISH INSTANTLY/

sToP! STOPS! YOURE
PUSHING ME OVER——T'LL

FALL /NTO THE VAT!
HAVE You GONE
CRAZYZ sSTOP !/

MR. BROWLEY, OWNER OF THE
BROWLEY. STEEL CORFORATION,
HAS HIRED MY HUSBAND TO
BE HIS ASSISTANT... A
MARVELOUS OPPORTUNITY/
HE'S SHOWING
3 BOB THROLGH
P THE STEEL
PLANT RIGHT
Now / 1

PHONE INSPECTOR|
QUEEN... TELL.




BUT BEFORE BROMLEY CAN ACCOMPLISH HIS
FIENDISH DESIGN... ELLERY ARRIVES...

)

HAYE You ANY IDEA
WHY BROMLEY
SHOULD WANT

TO KiLL YOUZ

WELL... THERE'S MY WIFE'S*) CHALMERS...

FORMER BOSS, TODD BROMLEY... PRETTY

CHALMERS. HE WAS DISCONNECTED, ° GETTING AT,
PRETTY UPSET WHEN DAD, I'M GOING TO ELLERY, BUT
SHE MARRIED ME... MAKE AN USUAL WwiLL DO/
5woleE HE'D GET REQUEST OF YOU. F L :
EVEN... o




THAT EVENING... 75 175 NICE OF W0 AS CHALMERS LEAVES...
NICE WORK, MRS. DOWLING.
YOU CAN PHONE YOUR
HUSBAND IT'S ALL RIGHT

YOU'LL HAVE TO'

SHOCK OF BOB'S
THAT'S HAPPENED, T'LL DEATH. THEN—
TAKE YOU BACK. PERHAPS.

SHORTLY — ATOP A FRECIPITOUS CLIFF .«

HERE IS THE MONEY... ) MURDER IS MY.
AS, AGREED. BOB BUSINESS... AND I
DOWLING IS DEAD— ) ALWAYS STRIVE TO
AS YOU PROMISED SATISFY THE
HE WOULD CUSTOMER /
HE'S PARKED
UTSIDE "THE
TEMPLE OF HOPE!..
HOME OF THE MIGHTY
EYE CULT/
HE'S

CARRYING A

> PACKAGE’QLIICK,
DAD! OUT OF THE

CAR! WE'VE GOT TO
FOLLOW HIM/

AND, AS CHALMERS DEPARTS ... |

1 THINK I/M ONTO THE
HANDS REACHING FOR THE /. WHERE YOU ARE, DAD..
PACKAGE, OUT OF AN AND DON'T BE surzmsso
OPENING IN THE AT ANYTHING I SAY OR DO/
TEMPLE WALL!




[@ULERY CHARGES TO THE CLIFF'S

|&vse, RENTLY S =/ N-NO/IC-CAN'T GO
(Bt A AL — : THROUGH WITH IT.

I HAVEN'T TH £
NERVE /

LET ME
HELP You!

WH = WHO... WH=
WHAT ARE YOUZ
THERE ARE OTHERS
LIKE YOU, WHO FOR
PERSONAL REASONS
WANT TO' DIE, BUT ARE
AFRAID TO KILL THEM—

THAT NEED NOT _
CONCERN YOU. WHAT
IS IMPORTANT TO
YOU 1S THIS.
TO PIE, THEY MUST
KILL THE TOP NAME
ON THE LIST! AND,
IN TIME ..o

A5 HE PUSHES AGAINST THE TENALE AL ELLERY
CAUSES A SMALL PANEL TO OPEN.., GoMe e

...DEATH COMES SWIFTLY . EQUIPMENT, AN ALL
WITHOUT WARNING, TO
THEMSELVES, TOO .




OF WOULD-BE SUICIDES WHO CAME
TO YOU FOR HELP, YOU DECIDED
© CASH IN ON THEIR MISERY! .

YOU USED THESE UNFORTUNATES AS

KILLERS wWITHOUT PAY IN A SORT OF
MURDER, INCORPORATED SET-UP WITH
CHAIN-LETTERS-OF - DEATH TRIMMINGS !/ IF
SOMEONE WANTED ANOTHER PERSON )
KILLED AND . WERE WILLING TO PAY WELL
FOR THE DEED, YOU WOULD MAIL A SO -
CALLED CHAIN-LETTER TO ONE OF YOUR
DUPES AND HE WOULD*COMMIT THE
MURDER UNDER THE FALSE IMPRESSION
HE WAS KILLING ANOTHER MEMBER OF

THE "LEGION WHO WANTED TO DIE!Z

PROBABLY YOU WERE PAID BY A POLITICAL

RIVAL OF ANDERSON'S FOR HIS DEATH.

SOLLY YOGURK PAID FOR THE MURDER,

OF TOMMY RYAN. TODD CHALMERS, &

OF COURSE, PAID FOR THE ATTEMPTED
KILLING OF BOB DOWLING!

IT'S TRUE, ALL OF IT/ BUT
YOU'LL NEVER PROSECUTE ME/
2L KILL MYSELF!

THE OLD LADY WHO KILLED ANDERSON

WANTED TO DIE BECAUSE OF HER INCURABLE
AILMENT. ENRIGHT COULDNIT FACE CONTINUING
TO SPEND THE REST OF HIS WRETCHED
LIFE IN AN IRON-LUNG. CHANCES ARE,
BROMLEY'S BUSINESS WAS SUFFERING
IRREPARABLE FINANCIAL REVERSES AND HE.
PIDN'T CARE TO. LIVE IF HIS BUSINESS
COLLAPSED...

YOU'RE GOING TO PAY FOR )
YOUR CRIMES IN A COURT
w OF JUSTICE | siszet

/ GOOD WORK,
ELLERY/ 4




7 YUP! THIS IS THE JOINT! THE PAPERS §
SAID MRS. FULLVALT WOULD BE WEARIN’
HER HOPELESS DIAMOND NECKLACE
AT HER MASQUERADE SHINDIG! DIDN'T
GET NO INVITE, BUT ’.T-"My OIN’

UT-QF'LINE
4 SLIM, THE rg T AES

d / f

IF IT AIN'T THE
YIPE: ULLS, IT'S THE
EULLDOGS !

LUCKY THE BALLROOM AIN'T
E TH/RQD FLOOR! I'M
LY A SECOND STORY MAN!

BOY! THIS IS REALLY
LEAPING WITH PAIN! //

\




I DON'T HAVE TO

Y wHom X GREAT GILT-EDGED BONDS! | JUS' CALL ME SLIM!
. SHALL I WHAT AN ENTRANCE ! / WORRY ABOUT
' ANNOUNCE? I MUST HAVE A E OTHER PEOPLE'S
St DANCE WITH SUCH | BABY. OPINIONS! T OWN
ﬁ HE LOOKS \ A DARLING MAN, S THE HOPELESS
, ; A DRIP! D/IAMOND?

LIKE MR,
NEPTUNE! : ﬁ

HOW COME THEY CALL IT YOU KNOW, YOUR COSTUME\| YOU DANCE D|VINELY,

HOPELESS? IS ITON IS _FASCINATING! FOR A SLIM! T COULD DANCE
ACCOUNTA \| MOMENT I THOUGHT YOU WITH YOU ALL NIGHT!
IT'S HOPELESS' MIGHT BEA 2 :

SORRY, BUT T GOT
AN APPOINTMENT
WITH A FENCE!

ROBBER!

THOUGHT
ANYONE WOULD HAVE
ENOUGH MONEY TO
— BUY IT!

i{ THE DIAMOND'S STASHED
AWAY UNDER MY CAP! I'LL
SCRAM OUTA THE BALCONY
EXIT... I'M SAFE NOW!

STOP! YOURE
WANTED!

TRAPPED
AGAIN!




TURN OFF THEM LIGHTS! )| | NOW TAKE OFF YOUR HAT) [/ ALLOW ME TO REMOVE
LK! S0 I CAN PUT ON THIS . YOUR CHAPEAU,SIR!

TLL TAL
ILL TALK! ) OH, YOU LAUREL CROWN!
— FUNNY MAN!
YOU'RE ONLY BEING - EEEKRI
SPOTLIGHTED WHILE | 7AKE OFF MY CAP? NO! oo
SERIIES | WETIER G L, LI\ ieone
COSTUME! IS PLENTY #OT./ »

TAKE 7HAT, \ : MY WORD! WHAT WILL THEY
| You NasTY { THINK OF NEXT TO FLAVOR THE
. PILFERER! PUNCH 2 2 e

IT'S SLIPPERY SLIM! LUCKY > WELL! SLIM—HOW DO YOU
MRS: FULLVALT HAD US HERE : % LIKE YOUR NEW COSTUME 2
TO WATCHTHINGS !

EASY, COPPERS! YOUIRE RUINING
MY PRIZE COSTUME!

DON'T WORRY SLIM'
WELL GET YOU A
NEW ONE!




y DzAN FisHR—o

WGOME ENCH-A-MNTED
EVEN\NG ~4

GET TOBE N
PLUMBER ?,

SOME BODY GAVE
HIM A PLUNG
FOR RIS B\RTHDA\/'

MAB
ow

MOTHE R
E COMPANY !

BET HE.DOESN'T
KNOW A JO\NT FROM
A HIGH CLASS :
N QHTCLUB'

DON'T FORGET TO CHECK
THE SASSAFRAS ON THE
CAGSERO_LE 1

YEAH... DON'T.
FOQGET THAT
MPLUMBER

Al YOoU'LL ADMIT 1

) HE'S PRETTY HANDY

Ny WITH A WRE
THOUGH

'NCH
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%EHEVEIIER

LIFTS AND FLATTENS YOUR

POSTURE BAD?

Got a ‘Bay Window's B BULGING “BAY WINDOW"
Why go on day after -lly with an “old-man’s” mid-section bulge :
ot needs posture suppert? Jus
how “Chevalier” b n.- you vital control wi
most! “Ch in strap. You adjust the belt the.

way you want. Presto! Your “Bay-windew” bulge is lifted in ..y
fattened sut—yet you feel wonderfully comfortablel

FRONT.
BIUSTMENT
Works quick as o &
: gt S Sl
v strapondpres
DO YOU ENVY MEN  The'balt wpdtedly
adjvsted 1o your

greatest comfort

who can
*IEEP ON THEIR FEET'2

and then he got & ”‘f&"“ ik
Y“CHEVALIER” « . « Air-cooted! Scientfcaly desions and
X o 1o gi derful support aod

rotaction].

= : P
Henlthful, Enjoyable Abdominal Control
11's greot! You can wear “Chavelier” el day long.
Vil net bind o make you el consrictd, Thet's Fat o 1o
becouse he two-way3- h cloth. o % o | movasle R,
front l‘wl!mn! Yyou ized"fit. The $NUG forcble fobric e
“'Chev designed according fo
of heaibiy pollv ¢ sontial, ' made are i, comforiable |
i et and h support, Feels goodt
ant. )
YOU NEED A And r
CHEVALIER”Y nu TRIAL. m.{wn Soupon 1

. i - RONNIE SALES, INC. Dept. 2701-8
q, Yoo sk getinal Just mait couponcbe ure fo oivy ; u7 Broadway, New York 13, N. Y.

eisieme, ondiacdrats (ohe waist mediuresate s £ rs 3 me for 10 days' FREE TRIAL 6 CHEVALIER HEALTH.

WV 5 i SU"O!VEK BELT. | will pay postmer n $3.98 (plvl wlllﬁ'] with

i oo understanditia Mt ol edes tay. FREE pou 9 days.

e endie B R el ves ard you wil o

oar. the Chavelier” my maney, of ofharwise my payment will be a full and finsl

) ehole drs 1 you purchate price.

To'w

LR Lt ——
(Send string She sixe of your waiet i 75 Tape meatore is handys |

RONNIE SALES, INC., Dept. 27011 £, 487 lrcudwuy, R0 LI A si‘nz';"u‘.'i;..:'..‘.‘:’,,f"""' L
s

R e |




DON'T LET
HIM HIT
You, JoE!

SHUT up,L
YOU BAG
OF BONES!

DARN IT! I'M TIRED OF BEING HERE'S A LOVE-TAP-——
A SKINNY SCARECROW.

CHARLES ATLAS SAYS HE

REMEMBER ?

FROM THAT “BAg OF BONES)

—

= WHAT

OH, JOE! You

ARE A REAL
HE-MAN, AFTER | — A “ —_—
M o D e

/AND, HE USED
TO BE SO
SKINNY !

EOPLE used to laugh at
my skinny 97spound body.

I was ashamed to strip for
sports or for a swim. Girls
made fun of me behind my
back. THEN I discovered my
body - building system,
“Dynamic Tension.” It made
me such a complete specimen
of manhood that I hold the
title, “The World's Most Per-
fectly Developed Man.”
What's My Secret?

When you look in the mirror and see a
healthy, husky, fellow smiling back at you
— then youll be astonished at how fast
“Dynamic Tension” GETS RESULTS! It is
the easy, NATURAL method and you can
practice in the privacy of your own room —
JUST 15 MINUTES EACH DAY. Just watch
your scrawny chest and shoulder muscles
begin to swell . . . those spindly arms and legs
of yours bulge . . . and your whole body starts
to feel “‘alive,” full of zip and go!

Thousands are becoming husky — my way
I give you no gadgets to fool with. With
“Dynamic Tension” you simply utilize the
dormant muscle-power in your own body
— watch it grow and multiply into real, solid
LIVE MUSCLE.

CHARLES
ATLAS

Holder of title.
“The World's
Most Perfectly
Developed

P il

FRE My 48 Page lllustrated Book is Yours
— Not for $1.00 or 10c — But FREE

Send for my book, Everlasting Health
and Strength. 48 pages of photos, valu-
able advice. Shows what Dynamic Ten-
sion can do, answers vital questions. A
real prize for any fellow
who wants a better build,
I'll send you a copy FREE.

st # It may change your whole
WL‘L““ 1 life. Rush coupon to me
5 { personally: Charles Atlas,

1 % Dept. 376N 115 E. 23rd

| Street, New York 10, N. Y.

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept 376N
115 East 23 St., New York 10, N.Y.

] _ Send me — absolutely FREE — o
your famous book, Everlasting Health and.
| Strength — 48 pages. with phe
tographs, answers to vital questions, and
] valuable advice. This
and sending for it does not obligate me
| in any vay

1 e ki Age
] (Piease brint or Write plainly)

Address

I cuy tat

Jom e o o i o e o e e o e




Get Yours Now!

Every year thousands of Boys
and Girls get these swell prizes for
themselves and gifts for Mother and
Dad. Many prizes shown here and
lots of others in our Big Prize Book
are GIVEN WITHOUT A CENT OF COST
navy blue or ing | Famous Chemcraft Set for | for selling one 45-Pack order of
brown. Sell one 1000 shot Air Rifle | - interesting experiments, with American Vegetable and Flower
order of American Seeds.|  Sell one order plus $2.00 | Magic Book. Sell one order Seeds at 10¢ per large pack. Some
of the bigger prizes require extra

Available
in red, green,

s I

4 L cIND?’::;: WALKIE SELKIE money as stated in our Big Prize Book.
(| WATCH A~ ,

TEXAN Comes packed in Everybody wants American Seeds

HOLSTER beautiful glass —they’re fresh and ready fo grow.

SET d._ slipper.Adainty| You'll sell them quickly to your

Cap Pistol puffs
smoke at each

shot. Leather
Holster & Belt. Sell one order.

R\ gueranteed| Complete2-waytalkingsystem family, friends and neighbors and
N watch forl Just string out the wire and get your prize at once, or if you
iy girls.| start talking. No batteries f k 2 A
Sell one order plus $3.00.| needed. Sell one order. prefer, take your one-third casl

on all seeds sold. GET
BUSY, send coupon today for Big
Prize Book and seeds.

Send no money —we trust you
AMERICAN SEED CO., INC.
; IS DEPT.538, LANCASTER, PA..

Big 19-piece outfit, including - MANY MORE PRIZES

all-metal carrying case. Sell See them in the Big Prize Book
one order of Seedsplus 75¢. Y pocket Watch, Baseball Gloves, Ukulele,

“LAGUNA". P Table Tennis, Movie Projector, Flash
5 EARES Comera, Tritone Pen, Girl's Purse , Skates.

i’
3-POWER BINOCULARS
Matched lenses. special shoul.
der strap. Sell one order.

5 full size
pieces. Sell one order.

| No goods sent outside u.s.A
R
AMERICAN SEED COMPANY, INC.
DEPY. 538, LANCASTER, PA.
Flest sand th BIG PRIZE BOOK and 45 pacs of Vegetabl and
|

Flower Soeds.
promptly, and get my prize.

o

Pearson for boys | Glowing si ted pearls,

‘includes hardwood | 3-strand necklace with I

L 4 4 : resll tham t 10¢ each, send you the mone
Camera, complete with carry- | bow, arm guard, instructions. | matching earrings. Sell et kit

ing case. Sell only one order. | Sell one order plus 75c. one order of Seeds.

Ahandsome guaranteed
watch with cowboy,

ideal for
beginners. s A e e S SRS

Complet EXS, KNIFE OUTFIT A
inumcl?on:, o Husky Hunting knife y ROY
nylon strings. plus 4 blade Camp [$7: ROGERS) @
Sell one Knife. Double leather WRIST WATCH Hy-
order plus 75¢. | belt sheath. Sell one order. v

OUR 34TH YEAR




