THE MYSTERY OF THE TALKING SKULL

i alluiéﬁﬁigg beé%ﬁse Jupiter Jones read the NeWSpapers

The Three Investigators--Jupiter, Pete Crenshaw, and Bobr

- Andrews--were taking it easy back in Jupe’s workshop section of iher
'Jenes Salvage Yard. Bob was writing up some nat@mf on thelr last

case, Pete was jast enjoying the California morning sunshlne.

. And Jupiter was reading the papers

Presently he looked up from its pagess

"Have either of you ever been to an auction?” he asked.

Bob said no. Pete shook his head.

"Neither have I,” Jupiter said, "F

e e T T PL—’E-"-WQ'@M o
= Lh® paper says there s to be an anction this mornlng E

at the Yavis Buction Company in Hollywood. They’ll be auctiding off




to the highest bidder unclaimed luggage from a number of hotels,
The paper says there are trunk:??sultcases; with wunknown cort ents,
left behin%éy people who moved, or couldn’t pay their bill,

or who just forgot te call for thems I think it might be inters
ewting to visit an auction,”

"Why?” Pete asked,.smiEgaasned =L Ne

’gI don’t need a suitemse full of somebody’s ocld clothes,”
nNeither do I,” Bob said. “Let’s go swimming.”
"We should seek out new expmrlences,' Jupiter said.
#“Lvery new experience helps broaden our background as investifators
ﬁ“An.aégéion will be @ new experience. 1’11 see if Unele Titus will
let H@ﬁé’ﬁriva us up to Hollvywood in the light truek. ”

And so, an hour later, they were standing in a large,
hot roomaqum%a crowded with people, watching a Ehotgolump amctlon-
eer on a raised platform auction off trunks and sultcases as

suit case
rapidly asqpossible. At the moment he had a new-looking Twmmi& in

front of him , and was trying to get one more bid on it.




THE MYSTERY[OE THE AUCTION TRUNK
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came next.”

"Now we come to lot 981" ¥ sang out. "A very

. interesting item, ladies and gentlemen. Interestinqﬁnd unusual.
’ : £
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ﬁoistAup where everyone can see it, boysa”
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"C'mon, Jupe, let gos” Pete muttered to his stocky
companion, J
#Just a little 1onger,iﬁe!U¢‘ Jupe whisperdd back, "This
looks like an interesting item. I think I’11 bid on it.”
»on that?” Pete stared at the trunfg “You're crazy.”
nyust the same, I think I'11 try te buy it. If it’s werth
anything we’ll all share.” :
"jorth anything? It & probably full of clathﬁ% that went
out of style in 18%0;” Bob said, joining the conversatiqn.
The trunk indeed looked old. It was smaller than a regula;;
~trunk, made of wood, with leather straps and leather binding, and
had a muun&ftop tamiok, It was stoutly locked

n1adies and gentlemen{” the auctioneer shouted. "I invite

your attention to this fine trunk. Believe me, folks, they den’t

make trunks like this one any morel 'f
”{
A snicker went through theﬁg;ﬁd It was certainly true
- AL

no one made trunks like the old-fashloned one they were looklng at

aﬁg—ugUEa The trunk could 3551ly have b@en fllty yearg old QL
»T think it’s an eld acter’s trunk,” Jupe whlspered to
his two cempanions. “The kind acters touring in plays used to

Ji
take with them to keep thplr costumes in ﬂ

"@ne thing we don’t need i% a bunch of old costumes,”

Pete mutterea:b&ck. "For gosh sake, Jupe-=w»




-4“

0

But the auctiong?r was already shouting his sales talk ‘be-

"Look at it, ladies and gentlemen, look at it:” he cried.
“Not new, not modern, ha indeed, But think of it as an antigue.
Think of it as a fond memento of grandfather’s day. And whayhay be
in 41

S
He rapped the trunk with his knucklgﬁ and it gave off a

hollow sound.

v

"Whg knows what it hodids? =-,a:.-;.-r .“"::-. ‘ [_’_' 2R

It might hold
anything. Why folks, the crown jewels of the former Czars of old
Russia might be in that trunk. I don’t guarantee it, but certainly

the possibility can’t be denied, Now what am I bid? %ive me an

offer, someone. Pive me an offer,”

The crowd was silent. Apparently no one wanted an old,

_ #a The auctioneer looked anno%Fd.
“"Come on, folksi” he implored. "Give me a bid: ?@t's get
this started. This fine old, anti%;e trunk, this precious.relic of
yesterday, this----"
He was just getting wound up in his talk/ when Jupiter Jones
toock a step forward. 7
"One dollar:” he called, his voice squeskinc slightly with

i&xcitementg ]
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”"One dollar:i” the auctionger interrupted himself to shout.

"I have one dollar from fhat intelligent looking young man in
the first rows And you know what I'm going to de, folks® I’'m going

to reward his intelligence by selling it to him for one dollar:

I

Sold Te

And he brdught his gavel down hard to show the sale was
final}: The crowd chuckled, Nobfne else had wanted the trunk,
=2
and the auctionner had realized it so he hadn’t wastéytime trying

o s AR A

to get any more bids, He had made a fast sale oFFfENGYFronk, and
somewhat b
now Jupiter Jones£ wags the mXiwhkiy surprised owner of one sy

antigue trunk, tightly locked, contents unknown.

At that moment, however, there was a stir in the back of the =
woman,. . a little old
crowd, A NEeas trying to push his way through=---a.sekler=tee. e
ady with white hair, an old-fashioned hat, and wearing gold=
wilitibadiewhaisrent o bdvanmme s c RSO TRTNSE,
Ilmmedqﬁ@ﬁﬁ?%f%ﬁ%ﬁte:”She called despugmai$®y. "I want to bid.

Ten dollars? I bid ten dollars for the trunki”

her. gseemed h
Heads turnedk to look at hem. People A;;ﬂug& surprised at

anyone wanting to pay ten dollars for such an old trunk, afe-

#Tyy = : woman .
enty dollarsi” the whitershaired mea calleddeag-giy, waving

h;é hands ”“I”11 bid twenty dollarsa”
i [T

; 2
"I’'m sorry, siﬁrd the auctionﬁpr called bgck. “The article
has been sold an lﬁkales are final. Take it away,ﬁigééi take it

away., We have to get on with the sale.”




The two workmen lifted the trunk down from the platform,
swinging it toward The three Invest;gators.

myere you are, boys,” one said. Pete and Jupiter stepped
forward.

"Jell, it looks as if we own one old trunk,” Pete grumbled,
ceizing a leather handle at one end. ”"Now what’ll we do with it?”

. npake it back to the salvage yarg&,and open it,” Jupe said,

\i::JEchu leather handle at the other end.

"Wait a minute, fellows,” the secendﬁorkman said.
nPiyst it has to be paid for. Mustn’t forget that important detail.”
“Oh, thatls ik ¥ Jgpe put down his end, reached in his
pocket for a leathef wallet, took out a dollar bill, and handed it to
the man, The man scribbled on something and gave it to him.

2
"Your receipt,” he said. "Now it’s yours. If there’ 8 any

royal jewels in it, you own them. Haﬁ haW.‘ He pr.ﬁ:m:;  laughed at
the idea and let the boys take the trunk., With Pete in the lead, and
Bob ahead of him pushing a way through the crowd; thegcarried the
small budeissaws trunk toward the rear of the room., They hﬁd just wi

,WW bty U

got it through the rows of people when the white=haired uaa—fhm had

come rushing in too late to bid bustled up to thems
"Boys,”She said, “I’ll buy that trunk from you for twenty-fiv
dollars. I collect old trunks and I w@nt this one for my* collection.”

”Gosh,iwentY'five dollarsi” Pete excéglmed. “Take it, Jupes”




~ News, and I'm 3 .

n1t’ s a very good profit, and the trunk isn’t really worth

5 ”E
& cent more even to a collector,” the mwm sald "Here you are,

twenty—five dollars.”

: . d—”—*‘;-- “ v V’I.cr e l|‘l=hﬂ.!l:ﬁ. .L““- ":"'(A = .—“h: ‘-« = - ‘ =N
She took the money from a barge pocketbook and thrast
Jupitei Jomees, Td the amazement of Bob and Pete, Jupiter shook his

it

head, pNCQVWW&
"T'm sorry, si#® he said. “We don’t want to seld it. We
want to see what's in it.”
LA
nThere can’t be anything in it of value,” the mfR said,
looking up,_set. ”"Here, I’ll give you thirty dollars. Tiatte

"

e

_ {‘ Jupiter shook his head. fs
NNQ' thank YO’[}_.” M. "I Ieally don!t ’W‘an‘t 'tQ Sell

¥

i + 3 ” |
rweda & "{*@
The mgm sighed heaﬂﬁ&y. Then, ;i'us‘l:‘k s hewas about to
S
say something more, She seemed to take alarm.’ﬂk turned and
ﬁaa?‘;’

scurried away, losing in the crowngke had apparently been

frightened by the approach of a young man carrying a camera.
” #1'm Fred Brown,.. Iim a reporter for e Hollywoo
”ﬁl, boys,” the young man saidg smiedeinm...h. aeaeses @

pictuxe with the trunk. It’s the only thing at all unusual in the

sale, Just 1ift it up, will you? That’s fine. And you-~" he

spoke to quf---”stand behind it so you’ll be in the picture.”
There didn’t seem any harm in having their picture

taken, so Pete and Ju?e lifted the trunk and I?ﬁ%l%estoaﬁ. behind it.

Bob noticed that across the top of the trunk mas stencilled in

faded white paint the words Gisises THE F'REnT; CULLWVER




The young man aimed the camera, a flashbulb went off, and the picture
was taken.

"Thanks,” the reporter said. "Now may I have ‘your names.
And will you tell me why you refused thirty dellars for it? Seems
like a nice profit to me.”

"We're just curious,” Jupiter said. "I think it’s an old
theatrical trunk and we want to see what:s in it. We just bought it
for fun, not to make a profits”

#Then you don’t believe it has the Russian crown jewels in
it?” fhe young man chuckled. It might have old costumes in
*That’s just talk,” Pete saida

S i it
: ™ pomiesdypae®™T "Could be,” the young man agreed. “That
’A’raxq ﬁf nam VGuldllver_thanﬁmuat $ounds Very thentrlaal -eaklng_of names

}éﬁg%i} what,dld goa say yours.vere?”

“We didn’t say,” Jupiter answered. “But here’s our card.

We’re--uh-=well, we invesgigate things.”

< s

He handed the reporter one of The Three Investigator’s

business cards, of which all three carrzed a supply at all 'I_':i.me.-s.Mﬁ_,,,,éw

SR Mm O
e ——
NG

: f“ It said:

THE THREE INVESTIGATCRS
"We Investigate Anything”
TR 2
First Investigator.a..s..Jupiter Jones
Second Investigator.s.s..Pete Crenshaw

Reconds and Rsearcé?...Bab Andrews




- e

"S0?” The reporter raised his eyebrows. “You're investigaters,

eh? What do the cuestion marks stand for?”

»That’s our symbel,” Jupiter teld him,}

R e e AR

bt 7T Guestion mark stands for mysteryes

@ riddles unanswered, puzzles of anyéxgnd'
y be

: : &
So we use it 9$ as our trademark. We investihate any %@nd of

mystery.”

;
"And now you're inestigating an old theatrical trunk.
ng

Y
WETIfﬁﬁﬁ§S$E The younyg man smiled and#nmeéq%&y put the card in his

pocket. ”ThankaF lot. Maybe you’ll see yout picture in tonig?t's

papera. Depends on whether the elitor likes the story or not. [lmmed

}
—

Y A

T&&'ﬁ: raised his hard in a gesture of goodbye, and turned away.
Jupe picked up his end of the trunk again.
"Oome on, rete, we have to get thég;eutside,“ he said,

"We can’t keep Hans waiting baesen

-~

ek any longera”

With'adb leading the way, he and Fete lugged the trunk
toward the street entrance. Pete was still grumbling.

"Why did you tell that fellow our names?” he said.

"Publicity,” Jupiter said. “Every business needs publicity
for people to know about it. Lﬁtely good mysteries:g;;?have been scarc

v
and we can use some business or we’ll get rusty.
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They went through the big door and out onto the sidewalk.
Hans and the light truck were parked a few yards down the street.
They carried the trunk te the truck and heaved it into the back.
Then they idamisimdsry climbed into the cab of the truck with Hans.
"Back home, Hans,” Jupiter said. “We have made a purchase
anqﬁe wish to examine it.”
»Sure thing, Jupe,” Hans agreed, getting the truck started.
"You buy something, huh?”
"An old trunk,” Pete said. "How’re we going to open it,
B
"We have many keys around the salvage hard;” Jupiter told
him. "If we’re lucky one of them will worka.”
"Maybe we’ll have to break it open,” Bdb suggested.
"o, Jupiter shook his head. "That would spoil it.

We’ll get the lock open somehow.”

They rode the rest of the way in silence&_%ﬁk%?*}
. wiel When they reached The Jones

Salvage Yard in Rocky Beach, Pete and Jupe handed down the trunk

“ty €l Cusly o
to Hans, who set it im-dhe-shede., Mrs. Jones, who was in the little

cabin that served as an office, came out. A)

N

"Mercy and goodness,twhat have you bought?# she asked. J
\

"Whiathat trunk looks old enough to have come ovef on the Mayflower,
“Not quite, Aunt Mathilda,” Jupiter said. ”"But it is old.

We paid a dollar for it.”




wlle

"Well, at least you didn’t waste much money on it,” said
his aunt:yﬂaunﬂﬁgﬁg. ”1 suppose you need the bunch of keys to
trig‘to open it. They’re on a nail over the desk.”

Bob ran in to get the keys,

|side. It said The

g M
over a period of years. Ju?e began trying all that see,ed the right
size. Afte?ébout half an hour he had tried all of the keys and

none of them would open the trunk.

"Now what’1ll we do?” Pete asked.

"Pry it open?” Bob suggested.
ﬁ‘%e,g
"Not yet, ”téup§ told them. ”I believe Uncle Tltu‘
more keys Fut awvay someplace., We’ll wait until he comeg;aﬁd ask

him for them,”
At this point Jupiter’s aunt came out agdin.

o
“Well, boys,” she said briskly, "can’t w,ste all day.

A
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Time to get to work. First lunch, then work. 7You’ll have to let
the old trunk wait.”

Reluctantly the boys gave up trying to open the
trunk. They had lunch in Mrs. Jones' kitchen, then they set

to work mending and gpairing broken articles in the salvage yard,

articles Titus Jonds would later sellylam .~;; them part of the
profit for spending money, This kept then well-occupied until
late in the afternocon, when Titus Jonds and Konrad, the other
yard helper, came lumbering into the yard in the big truckf
bearing a 1oa3£of articles Mr, Jones had bought that day.
= Titus Jones, a small man with a large nose and an enormous
black moustache, hopped down as lightly as a boy an&émbraced his
wifes Then he waved a newspaper he held in his hand.
#"Gather round, boys!” he called. "You're in the newspaper?E
Curiously the three boys joined him and his wife, and
Titus Jones spread out The Hollywood News to show them the

first page of the second section. There, sure enough, was their

:«r—Bupe and Pete holdlng the old trunk Bob atandlno:_ . °

-~ J@8 clear on_ thgwi s
ﬁﬁﬁf “t The story that went W1

of their buying the trunk, of refusing to sell it for a profit,

, in & humorous manner,

and hinted that they expected to find something very mysterious
or valuable inside it, Of course, this last was just the reporter”’:
imagination, because they had nd idea what they'd find inside it,

9
but it was obviouslwy thrown in te makﬁ the story more entertaining
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The stéry alse gave their names and said theyr headquarters
was in The Jones Salvage Yard in Rocky Beach,

"Well, that’s publicity, all right,” Pete said. "It makes us
sound kind of foelish, thouch, thinking there’s something valuable
in the trunk.”

#7hat was because the auctieﬂﬁ;x talked about the Russian
crown jewels,” Jupiter said. “We’ll have to cut this out and add if
to our scrapbook.”

“Later,” Mrs. Jones said firmly. “It’s dinnertime nows,
Put the trunk away and wash up. Bob, Pete, are yeu going to eat with
usitonight?" gr

Bob and Pete ate %g Jupiter’s home about as often as they
did at their own, but this time they thought they’d better get on
home, So they peddled off on their bicycles. Jupiter pushed the old
trunk dm@mx around the corner of the office, where it should be safe
enough. Mr. Jones locked the big iron front gates of the salvage yarde--
fancy, ornamental gates bought from an estate that burned dewn=-
and they all went in to eat.

The Iest of the evening was uneventful, until just as
Jupiter was going up teo bed§w£here came a cautious knocklng on the

" J -__
(\* e, &% oK é, | 1 W PN
door, It K was,.Hans and Konrasﬁ@ﬁ@qg }%%mkm S goodholt &

iﬂ,;;m, wﬁml x}:’%@f‘? #
"Just wanted to tell you, @é‘ Jones,” Hans said softly.

"We §%§ha light in the salvage yard, we take look through fence,
somebody fooling around in there. Maybe we all better have look,
huh?”
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i +
i}% "Mercy and goodness andsweggess and light! Burglarsti” lrs,.

#"With Hans and Knorad, we can handle any burglar.Sékes
“ﬂe'll slip ap on*ﬁi the intruders and catch them by surprise,”

He and the two husky yard helpers began to move cautiously
toward the front gates of the salvage yard. Jupiter tagged aleng
behind., No one had suggested he come, but on the other hand no one
had said he couldn’t.

Now, through the cracks in the board fence surrounding the

yard, they could see flickers of light as someone used a flashlight

inside, They tiptoed cautiously forward. Then--disaster! Haps
B
tripped over s@methlnq'mad fell heavily te the ground il

"W PO Ly

e gave a loud ”OQf" of suxprlse.
%"%ﬁe i

Whoever was inside the yard heard him. Immealgtely there was

the sound of running feet. !wo dark figures ran out through the

front gate, leaped into a car parked across the street, and roared
awaya
W
Mr., Jones, Konrad and Jipiter ran swiftly to the salvage
yard. The front gate stood open, the lock obviously picked.

The thieves were gone., But Jupiter, with a sudden suspicion,

ran to where he had left the old trunk he had bought.

The mystery trunk Was goneg

=




