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sorts of electronic "stuff" with God
knows how much electricity running
through them and I'm hooked up to

some of it and my one shoe 1s starting
I finished that

to f11l up with water!
show balancing a waste basket on one
knee. Why me...all the time me???
John Otto has been in broad-
casting for a number of years and he
is virtually unflappable. He 1s a

cool character and always under control

so naturally Chuck and I try to mess
him up every chance we can. He used
to give a five minute newscast before
we would go on the air and we figured

BY BOB DAVIS _
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J

"ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND"
Part 2

that that's when he was

most vulnerable.

We'd mugg at him and make faces but the

sunofagun just wouldn't

break up. One

time Chuck brought in a yoyo and as

soon as the newscast st

arted was making

And then there was the time we
were doingthe show and suddenly we
were off the alr. Nothing..abso-
lutely nothing, was golng out over
the air. A call to the transmitter
told us that the problem was right
at the statlion. No signal was
getting to them to transmit.

The engineer was frantlcally
checking his board and heaven knows
what else but nothing seemed out of
line. Still, the problem persisted,
Finally, after about thirty minutes
of dead alr the englneer came into
the studio and went behind a large
console and came out with a sheeplsh
look on his face. "You'll be back
on the air in just a few seconds."
he sald and left to return to his
glass booth. Sure enough, a few
seconds later, we were broadcasting
agaln.

After the show we found out
that just before we went off the
alr the engineer had been behind the
console making some adjustments and
as he walked out he accldentally
kicked an important cord loose from
the console. The cord took us right
off the alr. A&ll he could say after
the show was "OOPS"!

Now as I sald before these
people are pros but accldents do
happen. Sometimes things Bo wrong
no matter how careful you are., We
were dolng a show one night and out-
side 1t was really raining hard. It
was a real frash mover and gutter
washer but we didn’'t have to worry.
We were snug and dry inside a nice
broadcasting studio...at least we
were for a while!

The rain bullt up a glant sized
pool on the flat roof of the station
and sure enough, the roof sprung a
leak. Now I'll give you one guess
who was sitting directly under that
leak when 1t finally worked 1t's way
through. Yeah, that's right..me.

There I was, surrounded by all

eradles and walking the dog. John
looked at the yoyo and then at Chuck

and then contlnued on with the news as

i1f nothing was happening.

We finally did gethim by clowning

around and giving silent signals that

we had no volume on our headsets. There,
amid the mid-east crisls and the latest

from OPEC John, in a quivery volce
sald.."There, how's that for volume?"

and then finished the news calm as could
be. Meanwhile Chuck and I are rolling
From that

on the floor with laughter.
day on John taped the news ahead of
time..at least every time we were on.
Obviously we do a very loose,
very light hearted type of show. Our
forte 1s show bilz trivia and that, in
1tself, 1s a light subject but there

was one time when the show turned very
Last December we were
doing our regular type thing when, even

serious 1ndeed.

in a soundproof studlo, we heard or
mostly felt a large boom.

Naturally our curloslty was
plqued but we carried on.
later the producer came running into
the studlo with a news bulletin., An
entire city block in the heartof mid-

town Buffalo had blown up and a massive
Detalls were sketcy

fire was going on.
but 1t was apparently a major type
dlsaster.

The station turned into a bedlam

of activity with people seemingly
coming out of the woodwork to set up
phone relays, send out news-crulsers,
and correlate all the bits and pleces
of information into a comprehensive
and factual news story.

There still weren't enough facts

or moblle setups to allow them to cut
away from us so we carriedon with our
show. That was probably the hardest
show we've ever done. Trying to be

comical and light when you are sitting

in the middle of one of the wors?t
disasters ever to hit the clty 1s an
almost impossible job and 1f John
hadn't been the pro that he is, would
have made us look like uncaring,

A few minutes
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CHAPTER VII
GALBAN'S CLEW

There was a friendliness about
old E1i Galban that made an imme-
diate impression upon the men who
had come to see him. Galban's eyes
were sparkling as they surveyed
Terry Barliss.

"You remind me of your uncle,”
declared Galban, in a modulated
tone. "I was sorry, indeed, to
learn of his death. Shattuck Bar-
liss and I were scarcely more than
acqualntances, yet I always re-
garded him as a friend."

"It is about my uncle that I
have come here," stated Terry
soberly. "In fact, he mentioned
your name Just before he died.”

"In reference to a manuscript?”

questioned E11 Galban.

"Yes," returned Terry, picking
up a small brief case that he had
brought with him.

"I know," nodded El1i Galban
sagely. "The Villon manuscript. I
saw 1t at your uncle's home several
months ago. When was 1t, Mercher?
Do you recall the exact date that
I went there?"

"I disremember, sir," sald the
secretary, in his plaintive tone.
"It was shortly after one of your
severe rheumatic attacks."

"Rather vague, Mercher,"
laughed Galban. "I had so many of
those. They keep gettlng worse as
they go along. I may look healthy
gentlemen, but actually, I am in
hopeless physical condition."

"Rheumatism?” queried Terry.

"Chronic," replied Galban.

"I am used to 1is now, however.
First I installed the elevator to
eliminate the stairs. Since then,
I have ceased to descend at all.
It is difficult for me to even
leave this chair."

Terry Barliss was opening his
brief-case while E11 Galban talked.
The young man removed the manu-
script which had been his uncle's
prize. Eli Galban received 1it.
Both Harry and Terry could see the
glean that came into the old man's
eyes.

"A forgery!" exclaimed Galban,
opening the volume. "That 1is my
speclalty, gentlemen--the detection
of spurious manuscripts and other
items of accepted value. This
manuscript----"

"One moment," interposed Terry.

"I have an important question to
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ask you, Mr. Galban. Like yourself,
I am convinced that this manuscript
1s a fake. In fact, my uncle stated
his own bellefr at the time he died.
That, however, 1s not the point. My
uncle was sure that he once possessed
a manuscript containing the Fifth
Ballad of Francois Villon, He stated
that you had seen that manuscript.”

"I did see 1t."

"Then tell me. Is this the manu-
script that you examined at that time?"
Eli Galban did not reply. He

studied the parchment pages of the
manuscript until he reached the very
end. His head was nodding as he
passed the book back to Terry Barliss.

"This," he declared, "is the very
manuscript that I saw at your uncle's
home. It 1s a forged copy of 'Les
Rondeaux de Paris' of Francoils Villon.
It 1s worthless. It containedthe four
ballads only; 1its spurious markings
are obvious."

A disappointed look showed on
Terry's face. The young man seemed
nonplused. It was Harry Vincent who
took up the conversation.

"Mr. Galban," he questioned, "can
you give any reason why Shattuck Barliss
would have been convinced that he
possessed a unique work when he actually
owned a forgery?"

"No," returned Galban. "That was
what perplexed me at the time. I saw
forgery in this manuscript the moment
that I looked at 1it. Yet Shattuck Bar-
liss was indignant.”

"Do you think he wad deluded?"

"Perhaps. Nevertheless, it 1s
explainable. Collectors sometimes
harbor strange opiniona. They build
up thelr own love of a treasured book
into a sort of mania."

A pause., Eli Garban became re-
flective. He pondered for a while,
then leaned back in his chair and de-
livered a new opinion.

"This matter of the Villon ballads
is an odd one," he asserted. "Not
long after I examined the manuscript
belonging to Shattuck Barliss, I
learned that another collector--
Wendel Hargate--had purchased what he
claimed to be the only copy of Villon's
'Les Rondeaux de Paris' containing a
Fifth Ballad. I was naturally curious.
I knew Hargate--he is a millionaire in
New York--and went to see his manu-
script.”

"The same story held again. The
moment that I looked at his manuscript,
I saw signs of forgery. I told him
that the work was not genuine. He
was furious."
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CHAPTER VII
GALBAN'S CLEW

There was a friendliness about
old Eli Galban that made an imme-
diate impression upon the men who
had come to see him. Galban's eyes
were sparkling as they surveyed
Terry Barliss.

"You remind me of your uncle,’
declared Galban, in a modulated
tone. "I was sorry, indeed, to
learn of his death. Shattuck Bar-
liss and I were scarcely more than
acquaintances, yet I always re-
garded him as a friend."

"It is about my uncle that I
have come here," stated Terry
soberly. "In fact, he mentioned
your name Just before he died."”

"In reference to a manuscript?"
questioned E11 Galban.

"Yes," returned Terry, picking
up a small brief case that he had
brought with him. "I have it here."

"I know," nodded E11 Galban
sagely. "The Villon manuscript. I
saw it at your uncle's home several
months ago. When was it, Mercher?
Do you recall the exact date that
I went there?"

"I disremember, sir,"” said the
secretary, in his plaintive tone.
"It was shortly after one of your
severe rheumatic attacks."

"Rather vague, Mercher,"
laughed Galban. "I had so many of
those. They keep getting worse as
they go along. I may look healthy
gentlemen, but actually, I am in
hopeless physical condition.”

"Rheumatism?" queried Terry.

"Chronic," replied Galban.

"I am used to 1s now, however.
First I installed the elevator to
eliminate the stalrs. Since then,
I have ceased to descend at all.
It is difficult for me to even
leave this chair.”

Terry Barliss was opening his
brief-case while E1i Galban talked.
The young man removed the manu-
script which had been his uncle's
prize. Eli1 Galban recelved 1it.
Both Harry and Terry could see the
glean that came into the old man's
eyes.

"A forgery!" exclaimed Galban,
opening the volume. "That is my
speclalty, gentlemen--the detection
of spurious manuscripts and other
items of accepted value. This
manuscript----"

"One moment," interposed Terry.

"I have an important question to
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ask you, Mr. Galban. Like yourself,
I am convinced that this manuscript
is a fake. 1In fact, my uncle stated
his own beliefr at the time he died.
That, however, is not the point. My
uncle was sure that he once possessed
a manuscript containing the Fifth
Ballad of Francois Villon, He stated
that you had seen that manuscript.”

"I did see 1t."

"Then tell me. Is this the manu-
script that you examined at that time?"
Eli Galban did not reply. He

studied the parchment pages of the
manuscript until he reached the very
end. His head was nodding as he
passed the book back to Terry Barliss.

"This," he declared, "is the very
manuscript that I saw at your uncle's
home. It is a forged copy of 'Les
Rondeaux de Paris' of Francois Villon.
It 1s worthless. It containedthe four
ballads only; its spurious markings
are obvious."

A disappointed look showed on
Terry's face. The young man seemed
nonplused. It was Harry Vincent who
took up the conversation.

"Mr. Galban," he questioned, "can
you give any reason why Shattuck Barliss
would have been convinced that he
possessed a unique work when he actually
owned a-.forgery?"

"No,"” 'returned Galban. "That was
what perplexed me at the time. I saw
forgery in this manuscript the moment
that I looked at 1t. Yet Shattuck Bar-
1liss was indignant."

"Do you think he wad deluded?™"

"Perhaps. Nevertheless, it is
explainable., Collectors sometimes
harbor strange opiniona. They build
up their own love of a treasured book
into a sort of mania."

A pause., Eli Garban became re-
flective. He pondered for a while,
then leaned back in his chair and de-
livered a new opinion.

"This matter of the Villon ballads
is an odd one," he asserted. '"Not
long after I examined the manuscript
belonging to Shattuck Barliss, I
learned that another collector--

Wendel Hargate--had purchased what he
claimed to be the only copy of Villon's
'Les Rondeaux de Paris' containing a
Fifth Ballad. I was naturally curious.
I knew Hargate--he 1s a millionaire in
New York--and went to see his manu-
seript.”

"The same story held again. The
moment that I looked at hls manuscript,
I saw signs of forgery. I told him
that the work was not genuine. He
was furious."
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"Does Hargate still own the
manuscript?”" questioned Terry.

"I imagine so," stated Galban.
"He 1s sald to have paid at least
one hundred thousand dollars for it.

"One hundred thousand!" ex-
claimed Harry.

"A low figure," smiled Galban.
"A very low figure, for Villon's
'Rondeaux' with the Fifth Ballad."

IIWhy?ll

"Because I doubt that any such
work exists."

Both Harry and Terry looked up
in surprise as they heard this
statement. El1 Galban proceeded to
explain.

"This early work of Francols
Villon," declared Galban, '"was
extensively copled. The originals--
of which there are quite a number--
contained only four ballads."

"Somewhere, the rumor of the
Fifth Ballad found its 1inception.
It came to be regarded as a fact.
Due to the odd arrangement of the
verses and thelir breaks, 1t was
quite possible that some one mis-~
took four ballads for five."

"Obviously, the Fifth Ballad,
1f 1t existed in a single manuscript
could not be imitated. Hence
collectors llke Shattuck Barliss
and Wendel Hargate might easily
mistake-~tlimough a miscounting of
the ballads--any forgery of the
0ld four-ballard manuscript for
the famous missing version with 1ts
five ballads. Is that plain?"

Harry and Terry agreed that it
was. However, Harry still became
persistent.

"Suppose,"™ he suggested, "that
Shattuck Barliss possessed the copy
of the much-sought manuscript in
five-ballad form. Suppose that
some one stole the manuscript and
substituted this spurlous one in
1ts place---"

"Ah!" interposed Galban. "There
you have a different story, my friend.
Collectors are always in danger of
theft. It 1s quite possible that
some one,prior to my examination of
the manuscript, could have substil-
tuted a false Villon."

"Possibilities, however, are
not probabilitles. Thieves are
alike the world over. They rifle,
like vandals. No, my friend, I fear
your theory 1s without basic ground.
Substitution 1s not vandalism. Take
for instant the theft of the 'Mona
Lisa.' It was dellberately cut from
1ts frame where it hung in the
Louvre. There was no attempt at
substitution.”

There “was conviction in Galban's
tone. Harry Vincent's interest
was dispelled. Terry Barliss was
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totally discountenanced. Seesing the
forlorn expressions on the faces of
his visitors, E11 Galban resumed a

cherry conversation.

"Shattuck Barliss," he declared,
"was well provided against theft. In
addition, he had an imagined prize.

No one would have visited his library
to steal a forgery."

"My situation is different. Actu-
ally, I am no collector; yet certain
items have come into my possession,
You gentlemen saw my waxworks on the
ground floor. They came from the old
Antoinette Museum in Paris--an obscure®
place that has been closed for many
years."

"In rooms on the second floor, I
have odd bits of statuary, paintings, ,
some books of falr value., I also
possess Oriental taperstries. This
place would be an easy prey for robber:
except for the precautions which I
take."

"My man Fawkes admitted you. He
1s an odd sort, Corry Fawkes, but he
1s faithful and he 1s no dullard.

He treats all visitors with suspilcilon,
which 1s well, Then I have Mercher,
who brought you here. He is faith-
ful also. Last but not least----"

As Galban broke off his words,
the door of the elevator slid open and
a Japanese entered. The man was
dressed in American clothes. His
manner was qulet, almost servide, as
he stepped into the room.

"Sanyata," observed Galban, with
hils gentle smile. "I was Just about
to mention his name when he arrived.
Sanyata, gentlemen, is my valet. He
serves, also, as a guardian of my
household. With Fawkes, Mercher,
and Sanyata, I have little to fear."

"Fawkes 1s an odd character,”
remarked Terry.

"He 1s indeed," agreed Galban,
shifting uneasily in his chair while
Sanyata adjusted a pillow behind his
back. "Fawkes 1s—---"

Galban's volce ended: his lips
writhed in intense pain as he tried
to settle back upon the cushions.
Sanyata sprang to his aid.

It was a few minutes, however, be-
fore the 0ld man recovered from the
rheumatic twinges that had seized 3
his frame. Harry Vincent stared admir-
ingly as he saw Galban fight to '
regain his smile.

The cheery voice was a trifle
dry when Galban again took up the con-!
versation. It was plain that he had
felt the effort of motion.

"Fawkes," he said, "is like a
huge watchdog. He 1s powerful,yet
cautious. Intruders would fare badly
if they fell into his clutches."

"So Vincent and I decided,"
remarked Terry Barliss.
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"There 1s no danger at the
front door", laughed Galban. "You
gentlemen--either or both of you--
are welcome here. You must expect
short treatment from Fawkes; he
keeps people walting on my doorstep.
Yet I would prefer him to be blunt."

"He recognizes people whom he
has seen before, but he never fra-
ternizes. You see"--Galban smlled
wistfully--"I used to be about a
blt in the past. No one ever visited
me here. It was a great assurance
to know all was safe during my
absence." )

"Mercher 1s
is clever; Fawkes
such a trlo at my

exacting; Sanyata
is stalwart. With
disposal, I had no

fear. Now that I am crippled, I
feel even greater security while they
serve me."

There was something in old El1
Galban's manner that showed a weak-
ening through effort. Having viewed
the paroxysm which had come over the
old man, both Harry and Terry reallzed
that it was useless to prolong their
visit. Harry glanced at Terry and
caught a nod.

Both arose. Terry placed the
forged Villon manuscript in his brilef

case. He extended his hand to Eli
Galban. TogetHer:, the visitors said
good night. They were ushered into

the elevator by Lycurgus Mercher. The
bent secretary ran them to the ground
floor.

Fawkes was walting 1n the wax-
work room. Despite the remarks that
E1li Galban had made in the servant's
favor, Harry Vincent could not re-
press a shudder at slght of this un-
couth man. He sensed the strain of
danger when Lycurgus Mercher returned
to the elevator.

Fawkes, however, did no more
than point to the curtains opening on
the front hall. Harry and Terry
followed his direction. The servant
Joined them., Fawkes removed a massive
bar from the huge front door and
showed the visitors out into the night.
The door clanged shut before Harry
and Terry had reached the walk.

At the wheel of the coupe,
Harry lighted a clgarette and pon-
dered. Terry sat in silence beside
him.

Both were thinking of the in-
terview with E11 Galban; thelr
glances were 1nstinctively directed
to the gloomy old mansion where the
rheumatic man resided high on the
third floor.

"Well," decided Terry, "That
matter 1s settled. My uncle was
evlidently a dupe. Nevertheless, I
am glad we saw Galban. Hls recog-
nition of the false manuscript was
proof sufficient--at least to me."
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"Yes," agreed Harry, "he gave us
a new slant on the Villon situatlon.
The man in unquestlonably an expert
at detecting forgerles; his fund of
information 1s also large."

Sitting 1n the darkness of the car
the two continued an easy resume of
their vislt. After several minutes,
the conversatlon reached the inevitabl
Corry Fawkes.

"Fawkes gave me the creeps," ad-
mitted Terry. "I wouldn't like to
live in the same house with him."

"Glaban says he 1s reliable,"
inserted Harry, "but I must admit I
didn't feel safe with him around.”

"I guess with o0ld Mercher and the
Jap there, 1t's easy for Galban to
keep Fawkes in hand."

"Yes; but he 1s a monstrosity,
nevertheless.”

In the pause that followed, Terry
Barliss uttered a musing grunt.

"Let's get away from here," he
suggested., "I've got a hunch that
some one 1s watching us. It seems
almost as though every word we saild
was being heard.”

Harry Vincent emitted a hollow
laugh. He was trying to down the
same feeling of an unseen presence.
He started the motor. The coupe
rolled into the night.

’ Elil Galban's mansion loomed dimly
in the darkness after the car had
moved away. It was like a living
creature, waiting motionless to
swallow up 1ts prey. The house,
1tself, seemed to sufficient reason
to have caused Terry Barliss concern-
ment .

Then came the sign of a closer
cause. Directly beside the spot where
the coupe had been, a swish sounded
in the dark. A living form came into
being. It stood Invisible, shrouded
by the thickness of the night.

Burniing eyes were directed on the
old mansion. A whispered laugh lost
itself in darkness, caught by the
sighing of a light wind. Unseen,
the watching figure drifted toward
the row of deserted housed that
adjoined El1i Galgan's stronghold.

That figure was the answer to
Terry's suggestion of listenlng ears
and watching eyes. It had been
lurking by the coupe, waiting for
Galban's visitors to emerge from the
mansion. Nothing betokened the 1invi-
slble being identity; yet the very
sllence of motlion gave the answer.

Harry Vincent and Terry Barliss,
during their vislt to El1 Galban, had
been under the protection of one whose
purposes they were serving. The
Shadow had come to this forlorn, de-
serted spot. He had been here to make
sure his agent and his friend had
safely completed thelr appolnted
misslon.
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CHAPTER VIII
THE SECOND MANUSCRIPT

It was late the next afternoon.
Terry Barllss was seated in hils
lving room. Harry Vincent was
there with him. Conversation was
lacking..

To Terry, the matter of the
Villon mansucript seemed a dead
1ssue. He possessed a worthless
forgery instead of a volume worth-
one hundred thousand dollars. To
Harry, the situation would have
seemed the same, but for one pecu-
liar circumstance.

That morning, Harry had dropped
in to see Rutledge Mann., He had
glven the investment broker a re-
port to be forward to The Shadow.

He found a message awalting him;
word to go back with Terry Barliss.

Harry could see no connection
between last night's episode and
the future. Nevertlieless, he re-
allzed »that The Shadow must have
found sométhing in the report--
Harry had been careful to record
every detall--that lndicated a
possibility of a further quest on
the matter of the manuscript.

Thus Harry had returned to the
old brownstone house where Terry
Barliss lived. He and Terry had
become real friends on short acqua-
intanceshlp, due 1in part to the
fact that Terry knew no one else in
New York. Hence Harry's return had
been welcomed by Terry.

Terry had Just suggested that
they go out to dinner when the door-
bell rang. The servant appeared
bringing a telegram. Terry looked
at the yellow envelope and expressed
surprise.

"It's for you," he said to
Harry. "How did 1t happen to come
up here?"

"I remember how," recalled
Harry, "that I left word at my hotel
to send any message up here. They
should have telephoned that a tele-
gram had come for me., Instead, they
sent 1t there."

Harry tore open the envelope and
read the message. It was a regularly
printed telegram, but across 1its
face was a wrltten line in code which
Harry understood:

VISIT WENDEL HARGATE.

The writing faded almost as
"Harry read it. The Shadow's agent
tossed the telegram over to Terry
Barliss.

"I should have expected this,"
laughed Harry. "I get one of these
every month or so. It's from the
folks out in Michigan, suggesting
that I take a trip home. The usual
story--some friends have arrived.
Good times 1n the offing."
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"Are you golng?"

"I can't. Harry shook his head
ruefully. "I have business pending
here in New York. I like to go back
to the old town, but 1t can't be
done . "

While Harry spoke, he was think-
ing of The Shadow's message. The
telegram, he knew, was a mere blind.
Those three bPrief words inscribed upon
the yellow paper were the real message.
Words that Terry Barliss had not seen,
yet words which concerned Terry more
than Harry.

Wendel Hargate!

Harry had included that name in i
his report. Wendel Hargate was the .
millionaire whem E1i Galban had men-
tioned last night. Wendel Hargate, like'

- Shattuck Barllss, had shown-a Villon

manuscript to E11 Galban. The old
expert on forgeries had pronounced
Hargate's manuscript spurious also.

The task now was to bring up the
matter to Terry Barliss. Harry de-
cided to do it tactfully. It was not
until he and his friend had arrived
at the restaurant and were eating
dinner that Harry gave voice to a
sudden inspiration.

"Say, Terry'!" he exclaimed. "I'd
forgotten something that El1i Galban
sald last night. Do you remember
that he spoke of some millionaire who
also claimed to own a Villon manuscript
that contained a Fifth Ballad?"

"Wendel Hargate," returned Terry.
"That was the name. But Galban saw
his manuscript and pronounced it a
fake like mine."

"I know," agreed Harry, "but 1t
might mean something Just the same.

If Hargate would show you his manu-
seript, we could compare it with yours,"

“I'm sick of this talk about
manuscripts. Let someone else worry
about it." :

"Who, for instance?"

The question puzzled Terry for a
moment; then a smile showed itself on
the young man's features.

"You didn't meet that detective
who was up at the house, did you?"
qulzzed Terry.

Harry shook his head.

"A fellow named Cardona," Terry
resumed. "He seemed sort of sore be- :
cause we sent for him. He seemed to "
have the 1dea that he couldn't trace-
anything that couldn't be identified.”

"Good logic," remarked Harry.

"Well," said Terry, "I'll give
him the chance he wants. Let's call
him up and tell him that Wendel Hargate
is supposed to have a genuine Villon
manuscript with the Fifth Ballad---"

"But Galban said it was a fake--"

"Hargate apparently thinks 1t is
a real one. I'm going to call CGardona
and put him on the Jjob."

Chuckling, Terry went to a tele-
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phone. He returned and motloned to
Harry to accompany him. The two left
the restaurant and on the way Terry
€XP1ained that he had talked to Car-
dona. The detective was coming out
to the house:and would go with them
to Hargate's.

Cardona arrived shortly after

stone house. Terry Barliss produced
his forged manuscript. The trio left
in a taxicab.

They arrived at the pretentious
home of Wendel Hargate. Like the
house which Shattuck Barliss had
wllled to Terry, this was on old
New York resldence, but 1t was larger
than Terry's house and stood alone
in an apartment neighborhood.

Joe Cardona had quickly re-
sponded to Terry's suggestlion of a
visit. On the way 1n the cab, Terry
had recounted the events of the in-
terview with E1l1 Galban, at Houlton,
New Jersey. At Hargate's home, Car-
dona became the spokesman as soon
as the door was answered. He
announced himself as a detective and
demanded to see Wendel Hargate.

Cardona and his companlons
were ushered into a study. A big
mustached man was seated behind a
desk. He looked up with an annoyed
alr when he saw the three who had
entered.

"What 1s the meaning of this?"
he quibbled. "Which one of you is
the detective?”

"I am," replied Cardona. "We
want to talk with you about an old
manuscript--they call 1t a Villon
mansucript.”

Hargate scowled. He evidently
did not relish this visit. Before
Cardona could insert another remark,
Terry Barllss spoke. He introduced
himself and noted immediately that
Hargate recognized the name of
Shattuck Barliss. Briefly, Terry
explained all that had happened.

"You have your manuscript
there?" questioned Hargate.

Terry nodded.

"Let me see 1t," requested the
millionaire.

Terry offered the manuscript.
Hargate opened it and studiled the
parchment pages. When he came to
the last one, he shook his head.

"I'm not much on forgeries,"
he asserted, "but I can tell you
right away that this manuscript does
not contaln the Fifth Ballad.

"Yours does?"

"Certainly."

"Could we see 1t?"

Hargate became harsh. He glow-
ered at the visitors and shook his
head.

"There's no purpose 1in that,
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he snorted. "Your manuscript 1is a
fake. Mine 1s genulne; the only one of
of 1ts kind in existence., Your uncle
was deluded--that's all."

- "Wait a moment," interposed Joe
"We want to get somewhere,
"It's my Job to locate

"I didn't steal the one I have,"
broke in Hargate, sharply.

"No accusation, Mr. Hargate
Cardona was emphatic "I want to see
a genulne manuscript--1f you have

- done--so I can conduct a police inves-
tigation.” ’

Stolidly, Hargate pressed a button
on his desk. A minute later, a man
appeared. He was a powerful, hard-faced
fellow, who looked 1like a rufflan more
than a millionaire's servant.

"I'1ll show you my Villon manu-
script,” challenged Hargate. "I pur-’
chased 1t from the owner. It is unique.
You talk of a stolen manuscript. I
don't see how such a one could exist."

The millionalre paused and turned
to the servant,

"Thibbel," ordered Hargate, 1n a
bluff, overbearing tone, "open the
library. Turn on the lights. We are
coming in there. Let me know when
the room 1s ready."

Thibbel took the large key that
Hargate gave him. He went through
a slde door of the study. Ten silent
minutes elapsed before his return. )
When he came back to announce that the
library was gen, Hargate led the
vislitors through the door and up a
small, winding stairway.

They entered an open room; 1its
walls were lined with shelves fronted
by glass panels. Books 1n great
number were on display. The room had
two narrow windows; both were barred.
Thils third~floor library was a safe
and secluded spot that had a single
entrance.

Harry Vincent noted a freshness
about the place. He was taking in
every detall, for this visit had been
ordered by The Shadow. Evidently :
Hargate's library had just been re-
decorated. )

"I'm doing you a favor." growled
Hargate, in a reluctant tone. "“So
far as I am concerned, this room 1s
a vault. I don't go browsing arounc
among my rare books, opening them for
everyone. I keep my volumes intact."”

He opened a book case as he
spoke and picked a volume from a shelf.
The binding of the book, 1ts appearance
in every detall, was ldentical with the
forged Villon manuscript which Terry
Barliss carried.

"Open your book," ordered Hargate.

Terry compllied. Hargate did the
same with his. Both volumes showed
identical title pages, inscribed on
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MAY, 1949
parchment. Page by page, Terry and
Hargate went through their indivi- Program Natwerk  Ratlsy
dual books. To the unpracticed eyves
that viewed them, the manuscripts . Favorite
were the same. At last Hargate News Commentator
called for a stop. WALTER WINCHELL AK 212
"Here's the difference," he LOWELL TROMAS ' 180
asserted. "Thils makes my manuscript GABRIEL HEATTER NS ws
the genulne, yours the false. This EWAID 2, RURNOW @
1s the Fifth BAllad you have talked mrm.w A
about. Turn over your page."
Terry did as told. The next Favorite
page showed blank. With a short Comedy Program
laugh, Hargate turned the pages of 25
his manuscript, holding the book so JACK sany s -
all could see. Then came consterna- SLONDIE .. - W 190
tion; the smile faded from Hargate's MY FRIEND IRMA CBs 13
lips. FIBBER McGEE & MOLLY NS¢
The millionaire's manuscript, RED SKELTON NS¢
like the one held by Terry Barliss,
showed a blank page where the Fifth Favorite
Ballad should have begun. A cry of Dramatic Program
anger blurted from Wendel Hargate's LUX RADIO TREATRE 13 113
throat. THEATEE G0 a N4
"A fake!" he shouted. "A fake SCREEN GUILD PLAYERS e
like this other one!" HOLLTWOOO STAR THEATRE MRS 55
Furlously, Hargate threw his DR, CHRISTIAN @ 54
manuseript to the floor. He leaped N
to the book case and pawed over Favorite
volumes there. Then, with glaring Paily Musical Program
ferocity, he turned to the astonished a 134
men about him. s 15 y
"This is robbery!"™ he roared. FRED WAKING W m23
"You think that you have been robbed; SUPPER LU .. L 66
I know that I had been robbed! This JACK SMITH s 65
book has been substituted for the SREAKFAST (LB AXC 59
one I owned. My genuine Villon manu- Favorite
script has been stolen!" Quiz Program
#%% CONTINUED NEXT ISSUE *#** 100 THE HUSKC o w2
- BREAX THE BANK [ 182
Listeners Panel oo
' [ S NBC 90
QUT KIDS NBC (1]
Milion Berle
Veteran actor is radio's favorite “new"” pcnonalit? m::;’;;::‘:'u'
e TELEPHOME HOUR NeC 258
ALOUM OF FAMILIAR MUSIC  NBC 250
RCA VICTOR SHOW NBC 19.2
YOICE OF FIRESTONE NBC 9.6

METROPOLITAN AUDITIONS AK 9.5

Favorite Husband
and Wife Programs

BURNS & ALLEN NBC 209
OZZIE & RARRIET 13 200
FIBBER McGEE & MOLLY NXC 104

JACK BENNY & MARY LIVINGSTOM (BS 107
PHIL NARRIS & ALKE FAYE... NBC 100

Favorite New

Radio Personality
MILTON BEME AK 4
ARTHUR GODFREY as 100
el ... [1 .3 8.6
NERD SHRINER as 5.7
JOMMNY DESMOND s 29
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Pragram Naotes

It's time to stop those presses
a§a1n! Competing with Bob Davis,
with his new grandchild, are the
O'Donnells who on June 29, 1984,
even to our surplse, became the
instant and proud parents of three-
two girls and a boy. Although they
are not newly minted llke the Davis
baby~Michelle 1s 11, Nemo 8 and
Gina 6,-we think they are the most
beautiful, Intelligent, creative kids
around. No, we're not prejudiced,
just statlng the facts, ma'am.
Brought up on a diet of TV, they've
already dabbled in old time radilo
and tape recording. Who knows -
another generation of radlo buffs?

A beautiful summer contilnues,
and so does good old time radio.

Summer Camp, with Dave Leneck,
1s back, Monday through Thursday
evenings, 9:05 to 10:00 pm on CBC-AM
740 KHz, Toronto, Ontario. Also on
Sunday, same time, same station is
Play 1t Agailn with host Harry Brown.

Chuck Schaden's Radio Theater 1s
now heard Monday-Friday. 7 pm to
11 pm on WAIT Chicago, Ill, 820 KHz
and WMRO Aurora, Ill. 1280 KHz.

Beglinning September 1, 1984, old
time radio on WEBR, 970 KHz, Buffalo,
moves to a new time - 8:00 to 9:00 pm
Saturday and Sunday nights. The
Big Bandstand on the same statlion will
be heard from 9:00 to 10:00 p.m.
Sundays.

The Prairie Home Companion comes
" to WEBR Saturday, September 1 from
6:00 to 8:00 pm and will be heard
weekly. The program contlnues to be
heard on WBFO, 88.7 MHz, Buffalo,
Saturdays between 8:00 and 10:00 pm.

0l1d Time Radlo 1s now heard
Monday-Friday at 11:00 pm on WDOE,
1410 KHz Dunkirk, N.Y.

Just a note of 1nterest - as of
this writing WEBR has received only
3 (you read it here - Just three!)
calls concernlng the dropplng of old
time radio. Perhaps no one 1s listen-
Ing; maybe no one cares!

If you have any OTR programming
information, please let me know at
206 Lydla Lane, Cheektowaga,N.Y. 14225,

Joe O'Donnell

LN SN SN L BN BNE N B N BR 2R IR AR

MARVIN ] _

BOY! GRANDPA REALLY
MUST HAVE BEEN
STRONG...
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«w UNCOMMON .
CONVERSATIONS

e by Philip Noblle

Intarvi

“‘A fiery horse with the speed of light, a cloud of dust
and a hearty ‘Hi-o, Silver!’ The Lone Ranger."

The last man to say those stirring words on radic was
Fred Foy, the last voice of the Lone Ranger and
presenty the announcer of the Dick Cavett Show. Foy
stambled into immortality after World War 11 when he
joined an especially creative radio station in Detroit
which originated The Lone Ranger, Sergeant Preston
ﬂn;i The Green Hornet — three of the biggest shows In
radio. s

He did all of the announcing for The Lone Ranger
and occasionalty played a mean varmit. In the mid-
fifties, the Masked Man rode off to television and this
forced Foy to different tame and fortune.

Foy and 1 met in a subterranean room at the Cavett
Studios. After kicking out a goldbricking cop, we talked
sbout the golden old days and the plight of the modern
announcer.

Your job is a pretty soft touch, isn’t it?

1 guess a lot of people think it is. It always seems
like such a simple thing to the layman. I guess they think
that all an announcer does is walk into a studio and just
pick up the script and read i
the words. But it entails a
lot more than that. You do
have to rehearse.

There are’'nt many
jobs, though, that are
worth the kind of momey
you make for the kind of
effort you put out.

For the effort invelved,
perhaps there are jobs that
take a good deal more
work to earn the dollar,
tut in this business you
can't be assured of a long-
term employment. You
have to look to today, and
worry too much about to-
morrow. You can have a |
marvelous show and sud- R“h,"‘.‘ Lone Ranger
denly, like Dick Cavett now, if the ratings aren’t good,
you are looking for a new job in a month. I've become
80 accustomed to this over the years that I just don’t
think about it any more.

When you were doing the Lone Ranger show, did you
realize you were taking part in an important plece of
Americana?

" No, it’s surprising, but I really didn’t. These shows
originated from WXYZ In Detroit, which was a local radio
station. Even though 1 wouild close every night with the
identification — ‘‘Fred Foy speaking. This is the ABC
Radio Network” — 1 still did not feel that It had any
natlonal effect. I knew it was going out to the country on
the network, but somehow — because I was working in a

FRED FOY

“local area and not in New York City — I had the feeling

the show wasn’t going too far. _
CONTINUFD ON PAGE 15
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(DON*T TOUCH THAT @

Other words like ghost, phantom,
devil and horror were commonly used
to evoke fright amongst the audience.

The second most popular scare
word used on the Shadow was "murder."
It was used 53 different times. Some
of the more interesting titles were:
MURDER AND THE GHOST OF VENGEANCE,
MURDER ALWAYS KILLS TWICE, MURDER
FROM THE GRAVE, REVENGE IS MURDER.
MURDER BY A CORPSE and MURDER WALKS
0 = BY NIGHT.

3 — Quite ironically the SHADOW
signed off for the last time on
JERRY COLL'NS December 26, 1954. The final show
was MURDER BY THE SEA.

Once again it is time to delve Until next month"Goocdnight all.”
into the days of radio's past. EOR N K K K X K K X K ¥ ¥

To a young boy with a wild
imagination in the late 1940's and
early 1950's nothing was more fri-
ghtening than an episode of the
SHADOW. The thought that a mere
human could make himself invisible
and lurk in the darkness, the horrible
crimes committed and the gruesome
settings - the cemetaries, haunted
houses, bottomless lakes, swamps
marshes etc. These will all be
toples of future essays. The topilc
of my first article will be the bone
chilling and frightening titles
that always put us into the mood for
each episode of the SHADOW.

Your imagination would be set in
motlion as soon as the title was
announced. Just reflect upon the
fright of a youngster when reacting
to such titles as: WHEN THE GRAVE
IS OEPN, THE THREE MAD SISTERS OF
THE LONELY HOLLOW, THE MAN WITH NO
FACE, THE MAN WITH THE BURNING HEAD,
THE CURIOUS CORPSE, THE LIVING CORPSE,
THE RUTHLESS CORPSE, THE HALF DEAD e
CORPSE, THE LEGEND OF THE LIVING . Walter Winckell
SWAMP, THE MYSTERY OF THE MAN EATING Listenern Pazel rates him way oat front
MARSH, PHANTON OF THE SWAMP, HORROR
IN THE NIGHT, THE CASE OF THE VANISH-
ING KILLER, THE CASE OF THE TALKING
SKULL, THE HOUSE WHERE MADNESS DWELT,
THE NIGHT MARAUDER, THE CREATURE THAT
KILLS, THE VAMPIRES PROWL BY NIGHT
and THE CAVE OF THE ZOMBIES.

The words "dead, death or dieing"
are mentioned in 202 different titles
. of the SHADOW. Quite appropriately
the title of Orson Welles first show
on the SHADOW on September 26, 1937
was DEATH HOUSE RESCUE. Other emotion-
ally charged titles were: THE CHILL OF
DEATH, THE HOUSE THAT DEATH BUILT,

THE LAUGHING SEA, THE WILD EYES OF
DEATH, THE FANGS OF DEATH, THE CASE
OF THE LIVING DEAD, DEATH AND THE
TERROR OF RAVENSCOTE, THE CRAWLING
DEATH and THE CULT OF DEATH.

The word "terror" was used in at
least a dozen titles; THE TUNNEL OF
TERROR, THE UNCAGED TERROR, PREVIEW OF

LISTENERS PANEL

T Jack B
TERROR and THE NIGHT OF TERROR. His comedy ,,:;,.m i:::.:,,.-. tavorite
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Iletters

Dear Bob, In which clty was the
Green Hornet set? I haven't the vaguest
i1dea. I've never even thought about it.
Let's guess, shall we?

If Casey had to take a street
car, or even a double-decker bus to
work and home agaln I'd say Detroit..
New York, 1f she went by subway or
the EL. You'd guess San Francisco?

I don't think so. Somehow, I can't
see her riding the cable car up and
down those hills, Boston? Uh-uh...
Kato cdould never have found an aban-
doned warehouse for the Black Beauty
in conventional o0ld Beantown, Phila-
delphia? Hmmm, you may have something
there. Y'know, 1f Britt and Kato, and
even Axford (bless him) had been
berthed in Philly those many, many
years ago I'd chance a wager that
today's pollice scams and stings there
might never have gotten off the
ground. That leaves Washlngton and
Los Angeles among others to shrug off
too, because I'll bet not one of the
cities mentioned needed another News-
paper even 'way back then - especially
one which published no news except
about the Green Hornet. And always

an EXTRA!

No, Bob, I doubt that any city
would have wanted to claim as 1ts
own our Hero and his faithful valet,
thereby admitting that there were
crooked politicians in the nearby
woodplles that 1ts own police force
and/or G-men couldn't handle.

It's an interesting question
you ask, Bob, and I wish I knew
the answer.

Lee Allman
P.S. Incidentally, if anybody's
really curious about how Casey did
get to work, especially during the
early war years, she'll tell you
that it involved Raymond Hyashi's
big black Bulck. Raymond played the
first Kato on the show. He also
owned and ran a delightful Sukiaki
restaurant in Detrolt where many
of the "HORNET" casts enJoyed his
Japanese cooklng after many of the
broadcasts.

(2]

Our buslness 1is interested in
receiving all available information
regarding Quaker Oats' sponsorship
of the "Sergeant Preston of the
Yukon" radio program. It 1is our
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understanding that Quaker Puffed Wheat
and Rice was the sponsor of this pro-
gram when 1t ran between 1947 and
1955.

When first broadcast over the
Mutual Radio network in 1947, the
program was known as "The Challenge
of the Yukon". It was not until 1953
that the program was changed to
"Sergeant Preston of the Yukon". At
that time, the American Broadcasting
Corporation ("ABC") carried the pro-
gram. Between 1955 to 1958 Sergeant
Preston went from radio to television
on the Columbla Broadcasting System
( "CBS") .

Especially, we would like to
recelve information pertalning to the
type of premlums, 1f any, offered by
Quaker Oats when 1t sponsored the
Sergeant Preston show. As you know,
sponsors of the early radio shows
offered toy blow-guns, six-guns,
decoders, rings, flashlights, Jack
knives, booklets, compasses, maps,
pedometers and whistles as well as
stationery and secret ink to use on it

Thanking you in advance for your
assistance 1in this matter.

Charles E. Byrd

SHIPLEY ENTERPRISES

275 Shipley St.

San Francisco, CA

RUGGLES, ASTOR,
AUER at 7:00 p.m.

Charles Ruggles, Mary Astor,
Mischa Auer, for great gusts of
laughter...plus the Andrews Sis-~
ters for a smooth job of singing

9l107

their torrid songs as only these
three girls can sing them. Another
thirty minutes expertly woven
of ‘comedy and music for your
enjoyment, ‘

THE FIRST LINE
at 9:00 p.m.

Here comes the Navy! First
line of defcnse, and now first line
of \attack, the story of the U. 8.
Navy is told in this thrilling series
of our fighting naval men on the
surface, below the tosstng waters,
and high in the clouds ahove. If
you like autbentic action, this pro-
gram is a “must” on your listen-
ing list!

(BS Network—Radio’s Finest
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TAPESPONDENTS-Send in your wants and
we'll run them here for at least
two months.
WANTED: Cassette or open reel tapes
of "THE BLACK HOOD" radio serial of
the 1940's. Also, I would like to
know if any of the following shows
survived and are available: The
Spider, ThePhantom Detective, Black-
hawk, The Web, Pete Rice, and Bill
Barnes Air Adventurer. Can anyone
help?

Chuck Juzek

57 Hutton Avenue

Nanuet, NY 10954
WANTED: I Love A Mystery: The Stair-
way to the Sun; The Thing That Cries
in the Night; Bury your Decad, Arizona.
Star Wars. Oscar Broadcast of 1940
(1939 Winners). N.B.C.'s Salute 1o
50 years of great N.B.C. comedians
hosted by Johnny Carson last Thanks-
giving.

Rusty Wolfe

1626 North Gunbarrel Road

Chattanooga, Ternn. 37421
Interested in trading radio shows.

Henry Placke

553 Manor Circle

Schaumburg, Illinois 60194

RADIO PREMIUMS-Sky King Spy
Detecto Writer, Tox Mix Brass Compass
and Magnlfler, Lone Ranger 6-Gun ring,
Captain Midnight Secret Compartment
Ring, plus many more rings, badges,
decoders, Pep Rings. Send for
free sales list.

F. E. Gabryelski

61 Lincoln Avenue

Clifton, NJ 07011

(201) 772-3254

WARTED: Jack Armstrong Shows from
1930's starring Jim Ameche.

Mr. J. Sekeres

9902 Rosehill

Cleveland, Ohio 44104

Tapespondents is a free service
to all members. Please gend your
ads- to the Illustrated Press.

***************

Ihl Buffale an/'lhunday August 23, 1984

~ Howard Culver,
Actor, Dies at 66

HACIENDA HEIGHTS, Calif.
Culver, 66

Radio Network and Howle, the
derkattheDudgeCltyHotelon

,dud Aug. Solnnnmgnm in Hong
Kong.

Mr. Culver was a regular on
“Gunsmoke’ from 1955 to 1975, He
also had roles in such radio pro-
grams as “Mystery in the Air,”
’ “We Deliver the Goods,” “‘Strange

Wills,” “Ellery Queen,” “The De-
fense Never Rests" and ‘‘Defense
Attorney.”
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THEATRE OF TODAY
at 11:00 a.m.

“Theatre of Today” brings you
the stories of people today...the
romance of their lives at home, or
as they fight in all parts of the
world. Fielden Farrington opens
each broadcast with five minutes
of late news reports. Top screen
and stage personalities are starred
in the complete three-act plays
each Saturday.

FOOTBALL TODAY
TECH vs. GA. NAVY .
2:45 P_M.

" GROUCHO MARX
NEW TIME - 7:00 P. M.

BOB HAWK
at 6:30 p.m.

Quick-witted Bob Hawk leads
arollicking half hour of quips and
quizzes. Members of the audience
are subjects for his brain teasers
...and winners can name service-
men to receive welcome gifts from
the sponsor: It’s a double-barreled
“Phanka to the Yanks”,

(BS Network—Radio’s Finest

LUX RADIO THEATRE
at 9:00 p.m.

Count on Cecil B. DeMille to
produce a great show every Mon-

- day evening, when the familiar
words ring out, “This is Cecil B.
DeMille, from Hollywood”. You'll
hear topflight stars in topflight

R

1930 on your dial

N
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so our annual picnic was rained out.
Oh well, so next years picnic will
be twice as good to make up for it.
Summer is almost over by the time
you read this column and our regular
monthly meetings have resumed. If
any of our out of town members are
visiting the Buffalo area on the
second Monday of the month, please
drop in our meeting. Next month
MEMORIES will be sent out along with
the I.P. Below is a picture of your
staff hard at work. See you next
month.

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 11

Who played the Lone Ranger when you weré there?

Brace Beemer. Brace Beemer was the longest-
running Lone Ranger. He started in the 1830s after the
first Lone Ranger was killed in an auto aceident. They
broke Beemer’s volce in gradually by having the Lone
Ranger mortally wounded so he could not speak for a
while and then 8% finally said one word, then another
word and so on.

I think Brace would have been the only hero
character on redio that you would not have been
disappointed .in if you met him in person. He was the
picture of what you would imagine the Lone Ranger to
ook like — a tall, handsome, rugged outdoorsman,

How come he never made 1t on televislon?

What they finally decided to do it on TV, they tested
him, but Brace was not youthfu! any longer. He had been
the Lone Ranger for 20 years.

Who was the man behind Tonto?

Tonto was played for a number of years by Jehn
Todd. He was a short, bald Irish an ex Shakesperean
actor and & marvelous man.

I suppose they kept Todd out of sight then?

1 don’t know whether they publicized the fact he was
an Irishman. Of course, we never had a studio audience
for the show. We had a little sponsor’s section which
could seat maybe 10 people and sometimes you could
have visitors — but never any children because it would
shatter all of their illusions.

Do you think Tonto could be played as a wooden
Indlan today?

It’s a character that should remain in the storybooks
I guess. Don’t forget, the Lone Ranger was the hero and
Tonto his “faithful companion.” I do remember a similar
circumstance when we were doing the Green Hornet.
Cato was the Green Hornet's right-hand man. But when
the war ¢ame, they had to change the character of Cato
from a Japanese valet to a Filipino valet.

The weatherman didn’t cooperate
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Do you miss radio?

Yes, I do. Namely, because it was in many ways
easier than television. You could be very comfortably
dressed, unshaven if necessary, because there was no
one around. It was more relaxing and a lot simpler.

What makes Ed McMahon of the Johnny Carson
Show so successful? How is it that he has achloved a
status that no other announcer has?

1 don’t think he's dome anything that no other
announcer has. I think it’s the old story of bemg in the
right place at the right time and getting the lucky break
to work with someone like Carson, which then leads to
other areas. It’s the old snowball effect — one thing
always leads to another.

Essentlally, you are just another pretty voice In the
business, aren’t you?

Yes, but strangely enough, in today’s market, they
aren’t looking for the pretty voice any more, They are
looking for the unusual voice, I am speaking
commercially mow. They feel that beautiful tones that
used to enchant people on radio are not what's in demand
at the moment. They get the off-beat voice.

What are the problems in your business? How far
can you expect to go?

As far as “ ” for an , that word
today is sort of passe. The announcer — in the big days
of radio when you were a network staff announcer —
held a certain prestige and class because he was called
upon to do everything. Today however, this has all really
vanished because radio Itself has changed so much. You
have disc jockeys and newsmen and what they call
reader-writers, who write and announce their own
material. The picture has entirely changed. An
announcer — the term really doesn't hold that much
today. The announcer has to try to become a personality
and how far he can go depends on Lady Luck.
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