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Trapping the

AMELIA EA

the last cloud had vauished long

before Amelia Earhart strode from the  of the tig ship.

hangar to ber plane. She walked up to “Has

the great Electra, listening to the roar Noonan come out

and beat of it= motors, and smiling.
“Well, Miss l-Z.nrharl," sud a young “Yes, ma'sm. He's

mechame, “looks like vou're going to inside, checking the

ride hid: and fast todav.” mstruments now.”

“Yes," she said quietly. “It’s a long “All right, Thanks" again, and avistion wrote another mys-

p to Howland Tsland, and I was hop- The mechanic started toward the tery mto its curious, exciting history.
:‘n Wl have it elear.” plane, hesitated, then spoke npun. But out of that mystery grew another.
Nothing but the best m New Gui- “Excuse me, Miss Earhart,” he said.  And this is the story of how it was
" the mechanio grinned. “Espeetally  “1 just wanted to usk you somet solved, an untold tale from the confi-
in July.” Did . . . do you ever carry a good luek  dential files of George Palmer Putnam,
Amelia Earhart smiled aguin, in that charm on your flight=?" Amelia Earhart’s husband.
quiet, confident way koown to every Esrhart’s  pleasant  laugh The sequence of extrsondinary events.
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in New York on August 2nd,
iy one month after Amelia Earhart’s
ominous SOS had sifted faintly
gh radio receivers aboard the
it Guard cutter [tasca.

Aviation experts, mariners, travelers
those who knew the treachery and
e of the South Seas—had long
abandoned hope that the grest wo-
flier and her navigator were alive,
There wasn't a chance in a thousand,
Bhev snid. Not in that endless sea. Not
Aty where

But George Putnam still hoped.

He had aslready dispatehed ships to
prowl the reefs and lonely islands along
%he route. He had cabled and radioed
atid telephoned 3 hundred pleading mes-
Mages 10 every distant place whose peo-
ﬁf might have seen or heard the plane.

e had run down countless clues and
argued with men who fly

And finally be eame 1o New York, be-
enuse New York seemed like home, and
he was badly in need of rest and sleep
And it was also the nerve center of the
world's airlines and shipping firms, and
perhups he would find a pew thread to
follow. Something . anvthing might
happen

Something did, beginning with a tele-
phone call one night 1n his rooms at the
Burclsy Hotel

George Palmer Putnam and
his famous wife study the
charts a few days before she
left on ber ill-fated Hight
At left is the check Putnam
signed for the extortionist, @
check that was never cashed
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Ceorge Putnam answered the insistent
ring, heard 2 wan’s whining voice. He
glaneed sleepily at his watch. It was two
A. ot and he realized that he had sept
ounly half sn hour

The voice was whispering: “Is this
G. P. Putnam?"
Y

“You're the hushand of Ameha Ear-
hart, whose plane disappesred out in the
Pacifie 5 month or so ago?”

R. PUTNAM left the bed and shid
into n chair. This was a familiar
prelude to the unending stories that had
fong thudded nto his tired mind, bring-
ing each time a strong thrill of hope
that faded . Inded
“Nes, 1 am,” he sxid
you, please?
“Never mind,” the voice murmured

“And who are

“But I've got-—"

Cat-and-mouse stufl, George Putnam
was used to that, too, “All right,” be
interrupted dully. “What's your prop-
osition ™

“1 know whers she is!’

The votee skidded upward sharply
It had a practised pitch as though
some ope was reading 4 seript and had
come to a place marked: “Make this
denmatie.” Mr. Patnam esught the pro-

fessional tone and stiffened. “Yes, go
on. Where i she?” be asked
“She's nght here in New York—and

I can produoce her!™

George Putnam sat up sharply. This
WAS & new :mgh‘. None of the others
had nsed that wedge—they had talked
to her spirit, they had seen her in
drenms, they had sent him noles written
by pevchic fingers in ressonally good




facsimiles of her penmanship. But alive,
and in New York—

“She’s alive, you say? It
ask. It seemed like tressem
And to another erank. . . .

“Yes—ulive. Now look, Mr. Putnam,
1 don't want to talk over the phone
How about my coming over to the
hoted 77

hurt to
sounwehow,

“All night. In hall an bour™
“You'll be alone?"

“Of course.”

Xy .

The voiee was gone.

The man came, mtroduced himeell as
Ed Johneon, a seaman. He was short
and eompact, unimpressive, and & guilty
secret was reflected in the shift of hw
weird blue eves

Wonlds spilled from his lipe without
any coaxing by George Putnaoy, words
that eomposed the moet extmonlinars
story he had heard since the disappear.
ance of the plane. Jobneon sajd be was
4 seaman sboard a fast freighter which
war lying off shore after s dope-running
vovage through the South Sess,

“THATS the reason,” he explained,
“why I'm not takg auy chapees
Anybow, here’s what happened. We
were down under, headed for Honoluly,
when we came across a little wland. |
think it was around the fourth of
July—"
“What island*” wid Mr. Putnam
Johnson nodded. “You got & perfect

A strange, uncanny

was told by
fate of C Fred N and A

nght to ask. Ounly 1 don't know, The
skipper said he never saw it before and
it wasn't on the chart=. The lookoumt
,‘:uml it and we pulled in closer, and
the first thing we saw was a big silver
airplane oo the besch. The skipper
thought that was queer as blases, and
ordered o boat ashore,

“Three of ws rowed in, jumped out
on the beach, and we got & pretiy good
look st the plane. 1t was all busted up.

Wilber Rothar (above).

There was a man lying on the sand and
his legs were sort of chewed up. Sharks,
I guess.”

George Putnam  shuddered
tarily, and Johnson shrugged

“I'm just telling you what I saw,” he
sanl a[l)lu'l'lkall\‘. “T guess this fel
low'd been dead quite awhile. So we
walks along the beach to a little ohff
abnit & hundred vards or so, That was
when we saw the woman. She was «it-
ting on & big stone sort of talking te
berself and moving baek and forth, hike
she was in a rocking chair, She just
looked st us—"

“Yon . . ., you recognized her?

“No, not then. That was later. She
didn’t sy & word, just looked st us. |
gues she was out of ber bead. She-
didn't have a thing on except
waf] .0

“Except what?” George Putnam was
wlready convineed the man was Yaking
This was the moment to trip him

“Why, just some underwear,” ~John-
son said

“What kind?”

“Well, ‘it waspt the kind women
wear.” Y

“What kind?" Mr. Potnam repested
“Men's?"

“Yéuh.  That's what it
mighty little of that
you'd call them.”

George Putnam. <tood up, erosed the
room to the window. This amazing con-
versation was {(Continued on page 8%)

mvalun-

was, And
Shorts; 1 guess

So accurately did he describe details surrounding the

dis Earhart, shown below with Mr. Putnam, that G-men almost believed him
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