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" A   HERD  OF  WILD  HORSES

gallop ed  into  ou r  path  as 

w e  w ere  speeding  across 

the  N ew   M exican  desert 

o n e   p it c h -d a r k   n ig h t ,” 

w r i t e s   M r.  S ta r.  " I n stantly,  I  jam m ed  on   the brakes!  T h e   lights  w ent 

out  as  the  car  struck  and 

careened  o f f   the  nearest 

horses. 

"PANDEMONIUM  BROKE  as

the  bewildered,  enraged 

animals  tried  to  kick  the 

car to pieces!  W e cow ered 

inside  as  their  thudding 

h o o v e s  sm ashed  lig h ts, 

h ood  and  w indshield!  It 

looked  as  i f   w e  were  as 

good   as  dead! 

" TH E N ,  GR OPING  FRANTICALLY,  I  found  our  flashlight,  flashed  its  brilliant beam  into  the  eyes  o f   the  nearest  horses.  Blinded,  they  hesitated. . .  then  retreated  in  a  rout.  Thanks  to  dependable  'Eveready’   jr es b   DATED  batteries, w e  cam e  out  o f   ou r  adventure  alive. 

 ( 7  

 /?  y fy - 

” 

e x t i

 (Sign'd)

L O N G

B A T T I

 The word  Eveready  is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Company, Inc. 
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WOULDN’ T  TAKE  $1,000  FOR  COURSE 

PLAYS  ON  RADIO 

FOUND  ACCORDION  KASY

'T h e   1 arsons  ire  so  simple.  I hire learned 

" I   i n   hippy  to  tiU  yoa  thit  tor  tour 

 "I've  alwaya  wanted  to  play  the  piano 

to  play  by  note  In  i   little  more  thin  i  

weak,  I  h irt  h im   on  th i  air  orer  our  local 

accordion."  write.  *H.  E.   from  Canada. 

month.  I  wouldn’ t  tik e  i   thousand  dollars 

radio  itatlona.  So thanki  to  your  lnitltutlon 

"But  thoutht  I 'd   oarer  learn  I t   Then  I 

for  my  coarse.'*

tor  nich  a  wonderful  oouraa." 

read  about  your  leaaooa  I  don't  know  how 

 •8.  B.  A.,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

•IF.  H.  B..  Alabama. 

to  expresa  my  aatiifaction." 

HOW  LONG  HAVE  YOU 

I  BEEN  STUDYING  ? 

 M

 u

 s

 i c

 Lessons

JUST A  FEW WEEKS

for  less than 

7 t  a  day

Here’s your chance to learn to play your favorite musical instrument— quickly  and  easily —in y o u r own  home•

Y OU  thought  It  wan   expensive  to  learn  m usic 7  That  it  proverb.  And that is the secret of this easy and fascinating t o o k   lota  o f   m o n e y   t o   p a y   f o r   a   p r iv a t e   t e a c h e r ,  sh eet w a y   t o   le a r n   m u s ic   a t   h o m e   in   s p a r e   t im e .  Y o u r   le ss o n s m u s ic   a n d   a ll  th e   o t h e r   e s s e n tia ls  ?  T h a t   it   r e q u ir e d   y e a r s   c o m e   t o   y o u   in   p r in t   a n d   p ic t u r e   fo r m .  L a r g e ,  c le a r   illu s o f   s tu d y  ? 

t r a t io n s   s h o w   y o u   e v e r y   p o s it io n ,  e v e r y   m o v e .  A n d   th e T h e n   h e r e ’ s   g r a n d   n e w s   f o r   y o u  I  Y o u   ca n   le a r n   t o   p la y a c c o m p a n y in g   t e x t   is  lik e   th e   v o ic e   o f   y o u r   t e a c h e r   a t y o u r   fa v o r i t e   m u s ic a l  In s tr u m e n t,  a n y   in s tr u m e n t ,  f o r   less y o u r   s h o u ld e r,  e x p la in in g ,  c o a c h in g   a n d   e n c o u r a g in g   y o u . 

th a n   S E V E N   C E N T S   a  d a y  I  T h a t 's   A L L   It  co s ts .  N o t   a Y o u    c a n ’ t   g o   w r o n g . 

p e n n y   e x t r a   f o r   s h e e t  m u s ic   o r   a n y t h in g   e lse. 

A n d   it 

d o e s n ’ t   t a k e   y e a r s ,  e ith e r. 

 Send fo r  Illustrated Booklet

 Play  a  Tune  in  One Lesson

 8 c t   f o r   y o u r s e lf  h o w   ea sy  it   is  t o   lea rn   y o u r   fa v o r it e A c t u a lly ,  y o u   s t a r t   p la y in g   a   f a m ilia r   m e lo d y   in   y o u r   v e r y m u s ic a l  in stru n ^ en t  t h is   m o d e r n ,  s h o r t -c u t   w a y .  A n d   b o w F I R S T   less on .  T h e n   y o u   g o   o n   f r o m   o n e   t u n e   t o   a n o t h e r , in e x p e n s iv e .  M a il  t h e   c o u p o n   b e lo w ,  c h e c k in g   th e   in s tr u u n til  y o u r   fr ie n d s   a r e   s u r p r is e d   t o   h e a r  y o u   p la y . 

Y o u   lea rn   t o   p la y   b y    p la yin g — ju s t   as  y o u   le a rn e d   th e m e n t   in   w h ic h   y o u   a r e   in te re s te d .  D o  it  n o w .  In s tr u m e n t s E n g lis h  

la n g u a g e  

b y  

s u p p lie d   w h e n   n e e d e d ,  ca s h   o r   c r e d it .  U .  S .  S ch o o l  o f s p e a k in g   it.  T h e r e   is  n o  

M u aie,  2946  B r u n s w ic k   B ld g .,  N e w   Y o r k   C ity . 

F o r t y - 

Easy  as  A -B -C

lo st 

t im e , 

n o  

w a s te  

t h ir d   y e a r . 

( E s t .  1 898)

m o tio n . 

Y o u   le a r n   b y   a   re

|----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

m a r k a b l e  

s h o r t - c u t  

]  U.  8.  School  of  Musie.  2M5  Brunswick  Bid*..  New  York  C ity m e t h o d ! 

A  

m o d e r n , 

s im p lifie d   m e th o d   th a t 

.  I  »m  Interested  In  learning  the  musical  Instrument  checked. 

s k ip s   all 

th e   te d io u s, 

Pleese  send  me  your  llluitrsted  booklet  explaining  bow  I   can o ld -fa s h io n e d   s tu d y   a n d  

J  learn  quickly  at  home,  for  less  than  7o  a  day. 

p r a c t ic e .  A   m e th o d   th a t 

h a s  lite r a lly   s w e p t   th e  

Plane

Mandolin 

Trombone

Plano  Accordion 

V iolin

Banjo

Plain  Aooordlon 

w o r ld , 

e n r o llin g  

o v e r  

Saxep hone 

Guitar

larfnet 

Ukulele

Hawaiian  Guitar 

700.000  p u p ils .  I t ’ s  a c 

Celle

rum pet

Comet

Other  Instrument

Look  at  the  notei  above—they 

t u a lly  

F U N   t o   lea rn  

are  F A C - E . 

Coold  anythlns 

m u s ic   th is  

e a sy   w a y . 

be  ilm plert 

You  are  already 

learning  to  read  muile.  And 

Hare  you  Instrument ? 

It's  easy  to  play.  loo.  for  a 

remarkable 

Invention. 

the 

Name  . 

"N ote-Finder."  tells  you  Just 

where  each  note  li  located  on 

 Secret

Address

the  keyboard. 

" A   p ic t u r e   is  w o r th   a 

City

............................................ ..............   S tste.  .. 

th o u s a n d   w o r d s .”   say s 

♦ A ctu a l   pupils'  n a m es  on  req u est.  

□   Check  here  If  under  16  yeari  of  age. 

I

t h e   a n c i e n t   C h i n e s e

 P ictu res  by  P rofession a l  Models. 

I______

_ i









E V E R Y   S T O R Y   B R A N D - N E W

V o l.  X V I,  No. 3 

M ay, 1941 

Price  10c

 Featuring  a  Complete  Colonel  Crum   Novelet

THE  DEATH  E L U E S

By  JOBK  h .  K n o x

 The  Trailer Detective  Travels  into  the  Grim 

 Realm  of  the  “ Little  People’ ’  and  M eets  a 

 Murder  Challenge  that  Comes  from   the 

 Pages  o f an  Age-Old Fairy  Tale!   - 

- 

- 

-  14

Other  Complete  Novelets

D A N G E R   IN  TH E  D A R K ............................. G .  T.  Fleming-Rob.rts 52

 M e n a c e d   b y   a  H ea d less  T h in g   th a t  S ta lk s  th r o u g h   th e   N ig h t,  D a ve  H arris  P its H i m s e lf  A g a in s t  a  F r a n k e n s te in ia n   M o n s te r ! 

TH E  T O R C H   K I L L E R .............................................. 

Michael  O ’Brien

90

 D e t e r m in e d   to   B low   D o w n   a  S a va ge  B lo w -T o r c h   M u rd er er ,  L ash  D a g g e t t  R is k s A ll in  a  R e c k le s s   S tr u g g le   A g a in s t  “ T h e  S a crifice r!” 

Thrilling  Short  Stories

C A N D ID   C A M E R A  

- 

.........................................Seabury  Quinn 35

 W h e n   S u lk a s  S n a p p e d   th e   S h u tte r ,  H e  T ra p p ed   H im s e lf! 

TH E  D A Y   O F   D E B T S .......................................................... Will  Garth 46

 C h u n g   L e e   P a id   th e   N ew   Y e a r ’ s  T o ll  in  F u ll S E V E N   KEYS  T O   D O O M ......................................... 

Henry  Kuttner

68

S even    P e o p le   M u s t  T h rea d   a  M a d m a n ’s  M a ze— to   D e a th ! 

B A C K   T O   TH E  G R A V E .........................................Ralph  Oppenheim 79

 T h e   C ad a ver  o f  P ie r r e   D u p r e y   L ea v es  His  T o m b   fo r  a  T o u r   o f  M u rd er A N D

M Y S T E R Y - S C O P E S ................................................................ 

Chakra

10

 S p e cia l F R E E  C r y s ta l-S c o p e   R ea d in g   O ffer!  C o u p o n  o n   P a g e 13

TH R ILLIN G   M YSTERY,  published  bi-monthly  by  Better  Publication*,  Inc.,  at  11  Ea«t  39th  8 t .   New  York,  N.  Y . 

Subscription  yearly.  3.60;  single  ooptea,  1.10. 

Foreign  and  Canadian  postage  extra 

Enured  as  second-class  t a t t e r   July  I I . 

1935.  at  the  Post  Office  at  New  York.  N.  Y ..  under  the  Act  of  March  3.  1879. 

Copyright,  1941  by  Better  Publications. 

Ino.  Manuscripts  will  not  be  returned  unless  accompanied  by  self-addressed stamped  enrelopea,  and  are  aubmlttad  at  the 

author’s  risk.  Names  of  all  characUrs  need  In  stories  and  semi-fiction  articles  are  fictitious.  I f  a  name  o f  any  Urlng  person  or  existing  Institution  la  used  It  la  a  coincidence. 
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Preaid ent

National  Radio  Institute 

EitabIMied  25  Year! 

 *- ui ill*  ~

Viil'iiii

Send  for  FREB  Sample   Umtn  today!  Bramtoa  i*-^

 mum  md it — soe how dear it ia. how «iy to undonrtand. 

Find  out  how  this  lesson,  and  others  in  my  Courae mske  it  easy  for  you  to  train  at  home  to  be  a  R adio, Tsohnicisn. 

Discover  the  many  opportunities  uua 

training  opens  for  you. 

 These Men WHY  MANY  RADIO  TICHNICIANS 

MAKE  $30.  $40.  $50  A  WEEK

Hundreds  of  millions  of  dollars  in  defense  orders  on top  of  a  record  business  year  are  opening  new  opportunities  for  Radio  Technicians.  W het’s  more —  Radio Chief  Operator 

Technicians.  If  selected  for  military  sendee,  can  get Broadeastloo 

in  line .quickly  for  better  ratings  with  more  pay.  mors prestige.  Technicians  in  the  Army  and  Nary  earn  up Station

to  6  times  e  private's  base  pay. 

Radio  Technicians 

Before  I  comare  well  paid  because  they  use  their  minds  as  well  as pleted  your  lee-their  hands.  It  takes  both  to  repair  a  home  or  auto sons.  I obtained 

Radio  set;  to  operate  and  maintain  a  Broadcast  or 

raj 

R a d i o  

Commercial  transmitting  station;  to  install,  operate 

Broadcast  Opand  repair  Police.  Aviation.  Television  sad  Public erator’ s  llceoee  and  Imme

Address  equf 

toment. 

That's  why  so  many  beginners 

d ia t e ly   j o i n e d   S t a t i o n  

who  become  Radio  Technicians  lump  their  pay.  ret 

W M P C   w h ere  I  am  now 

better  Jobe,  steady

or*.  That’ s  why.  too.  many  Radio 

Chief  Operator.  HOLLIS  F. 

Technicians  operate  their  own  profitable  full  time 

B A TH S   327  Madison  St.. 

Radio  Service  businesses;  and  others  make  extra 

Lapeer.  Michigan. 

money  firing  Radios  in  spare  time  while  holding 

other  Jobe. 

Maker  HO  to

MO  a  Week

BEGINNERS  QUICKLY  LEARN  TO  EARN 

$5  TO  $10  A   WEEK  EXTRA  IN  SPARE  TIME

I  era  making 

When  N.  R.  I.  trains  you  to  be  a  Radio  Technician, b etw een  

ISO 

you  learn  to make  extra  money  quickly.  Many  students and  ISO  a  week

report  making  extra  money  in  spare  time  within  s 

after 

all 

exfew  months;  others  tall  how  they  paid  for  their  entire penses  are  paid, 

Course  with  extra  money  made  In  spare  time  while 

and  I  am  eet- 

learning. 

tln i  all  the  Radio  work  T 

can  take  ears  of.  thanks  to 

MAIL  THE  COUPON  BELOW

BROADCASTING  STATIONS  (top Illustration)  em - 

N . k l . 

H. 

W. 

S P A N 

Mall  the  coupon  today  for  SAM PLE  LESSON  and 

play  “  

Ra “

d  

io  “T  e *

c  

hnicians  aa  op rat

era er

to s. 

rs,  Installation. 

GLER.  1M H  B.  Oi t   S t . 

FR EE   oopy  of  “ Rich  Rewards  in  R a d io."  You'D  see __

m__

ai _

n___

ten___

an __

ce ___

m __

en_

__

a _

nd_



_

to  __

ot__

he fa

r  s

f c

a inating,  steady. 

Knoxville.  Term. 

letters  from  men  who  got  Into  Radio  this  way.  telling wall-paying  technical  jobs.  FIXING  RADIO  8ETS

what  knowing  Radio  means  to  them;  what  they  are 

*10  to  *25  «  

doing  and  earning.  You 'll  see  why  the  N.  R   I.  Coarse Week  In  Spare 

Is  easy  to  study,  furinating  to  learn,  practical  to use. 

You'll  gal  facte  on  Television  and  other  fast- 

Time

growing  branches  of  Radio. 

Act  NOW. 

Write  your 

I  am  now  makname  and  address  on  the  coupon  below.  Paata  It  on ing  from 

*10 

a  Denny  postcard  or  mail  it  in  an  envelope  — 

to  *25  a  week 

RIGHT  NOW. 

in  spare  time 

J.  E.  Smith.  President 

#

i - *  

r , • > -

while  still hold

Dept.  IE 09.  National  Radio  Institute 

ing  my  regular  job  ae  a 

Washington.  D .  C. 

machinist.  I  owe  ray  success 

to  N.  R   I.  WM.  F.  R I T P . 

<11  Green  8treet,  Bridge

 This  F R E E  BOOK has Helped Hundreds 

v   li»fo  /

port.  P a

 o f Men  to  Make  More  Monei/

 %   3 m * * ' 

DRAFT  REGISTRANTS  f   Hr. J. E. Smith, President, Dept. IE09 

■

ATTENTION

N A T I O N A L   R A D I O   I N S T I T U T E ,  W a s h i n g t o n ,  D .  C . 

j

M a ll  m e   F R E E ,   w i t h o u t   o b l i g a t i o n ,   y o u r   S a m p l e   l«aaon  and  64-page  book I 

“ R i c h   R e w a r d s   In  R a d i o . ”   ( N o   S a le s m a n   w i l l   c a l l .  Pleaae  write  plainly.)

 \ 

N a m e ...........................................................................................................................   A g e . 

 l

A d d r e s s ................................................................................................................................... 

M

K

& 

i O

  • 

C ity   ............................................................................................   S ta te .....................................2 F K  

! 

M a t ...........................................................................................................................................a ..................................... 

•

Hundred!  of  ra*n  who  know  R id  to  S 

when  they  enter  military  aervlce  J 

a n   going  to  win  epecUlltt  rttlngi  J 

In  li e   Army,  Navy  and  Marine  J 

Carp* 

These  rating!  pay  up  to  6  . 

tin ea   a  private’ #  or  Seaman  •  bate  I  

nay.  In  Mldltloa  to  carrying  « * m   I 

rant  and  prw tlgel  Whether  you  I

Slut  or  wait   ta r ----- --------

'8   SMART  TO 

r— NOW 1









GROUP  LIFE  POLICY  THAT 

INSURES  THE  ENTIRE  FAMILY

TO TA L  C O S T   ONLY

 $ M O O

B   A MONTH

GRANDPARENTS,  PARENTS, 

CHILDREN,  AGES  1  TO  75 

ALL INSURED IN ONE SINGLE 

LIFE  INSURANCE  POLICY

Genuine  Life  Insurance —

No  Medical  Exam ination

Maximum  Indemnity for  Nat- 

Maximum  Indamnlty for

The extremely low cost of this marvelous Family 

ural or Ordinary Death 

Auto Accidental  Death

Group  Life  Insurance  Policy  is  made  possible 

because the Bankers Life and  Casualty Co.  has 

reduced  selling  costs  to  a  minimum  .  .  .  this 

3 000.00

*

, 

policy  is  sold  by  mail—no  high-priced,  high- 

Maximum  Triple  Indamnlty 

pressure  selling  agents  will  call  on  you.  Book

for Travel  Death

keeping  costs  have  been  reduced  because  an 

LIBERAL  BENEFITS  SHOWN  IN  TABLE  BELOW

entire family can be insured in a single policy— 

T h e   a m o u n t   o f   in a u ra n ce  p a y a b le   u p o n   th e   d e a th   o f   a n y   o f   the requiring  only  one  policy,  one premium  notice, 

persona  inaured  h e r e u n d e r anall  b e   th e   a m o u n t   s e t o u t  in  th e  f o llo w etc., etc., for as many as ten persons in a family. 

ing  ta b le  fo r   th e  a tta in e d   a ge  n ea rest  b ir t h d a y   a t   d e a th   o f   such p e rs o n   d iv id e d   b y   th e   n u m b e r   o f   p ers on s   in a u red  h e r e u n d e r  im m e d ia te ly   p r e c e d in g   su ch  d e a th . 

FR EE  Inspection  for 10  Days

Table of  amount  of  Insurance  purchased  by  a

Now everyone in your family may enjoy  sound 

monthly  payment of one dollar. 

life  insurance  protection.  Regardless  of  which 

Natural

member  of  your  family  dies  . . .   or  how  they 

or  Ordinary 

Auto

Travel

die,  after  this  policy  is  in  full  benefit,  it  pays A ttained

Accidental

Accidental

Accidental

cash  promptly. You don’t  have  to risk  a penny 

A ga

Death

Death

Death

at  Death

A m ou n t

A m ount

A m ou n t

to inspect this policy . . .  we want you to examine 

1-40

$1000.00

$2000.00

$3000.00

it  carefully,  ask  your  friends  about  it.  Don’t 

41-50

750.00

1500.00

2250.00

delay  .  .  .  you  never  know  when  misfortune 

51-56

500.00

1000.00

1500.00

strikes.  Be prepared with  safe,  sound life insur57-62

300-00

600.00

900.00

63-68

200.00

ance  for  every member  of your  family. 

400.00

600.00

69-75

100.00

200.00

300.00

Send No  M o n e y -N o  Agent Will  Call

 A C T  N O W —  AND RETURN COUPON  A T  ONCE

Don’t send money! Just fill out the coupon and 

get  the  details  now,  without  a  single  penny  of 

BANKERS  LIFE  AND  CASUALTY  CO. 

B  is

expense  to you. Learn all about the free  10-day 

Bankers hnuraoca  Bldg.,  Jefferson Sta.,  Desk 3 9 ,  Chicago,  IB. 

inspection  offer. 

P l e a s e   t e n d   d e t a i l s   a n d   t e ll  m e   h o w   t o   g e t   t h e  F a m i l y _______________________________________________________ W

G r o u p   P o l i c y   f o r   f r e e   i n s p e c t i o n . 

ACT  NOW  •  SEND  COUPON! 

r











11! Minutes a DayI

 Give me Ljust this

 and I’ll prove  I can

ANEW  MAN! 

I’M  ‘trading-in”  old  bodies  for 

new! 

I’m  taking  men 

who 

know  that  the  condition  o f  their 

arms,  shoulders,  chests  and  legs—  

their  strength,  “ wind,”   and  endurance— is  not  100%.  And  I ’m  making  N E W   MEN  o f  them.  Right now  I’m  even  training  hundreds  of 

soldiers  and  sailors  who  KNOW 

they’ve  got  to  get  into  shape 

F A S T ! 

 Only  15  Minutes  a   Day

Are  you  A L L   M AN — tough-muscled,  on  your  toes  every  minute, with  all  the  up-and-at-’em  that  can 

lick  your  weight in  wildcats?  Or  do 

 Charles  Atlas— America's

 you  wont  the  help  /    can  give  you—  

 Greatest  "Builder  of  M en " 

the  help  that  has  already  worked 

 A m o n g   all  th e  physical  in stru ctors  a nd  "co n d itio n e r s   o f such  wonders  fo r  other  fellows, 

 m e n "  O N L Y   O N E   N A M E  

everywhere? 

 S T A N D S   O U T .  T hat  na m e  is 

A ll  th e   w o r ld   k n o w s   I  w a s   O N C E   a Charles  A tla s ! 

s k in n y ,  s c r a w n y   9 7 -p o u n d ,  w e a k lin g . 

A n d  

 In   e v e r y   p a r t  o f   th e   cou n try 

N O W   it   k n o w s   t h a t   I  w o n   th e   title ,  " T h e C harles  A tla s  is  recog n ized   as 

W o r ld 's   M o s t  P e r f e c t l y   D e v e lo p e d   M a n .” 

 "A m e r ic a 's   G rea test  Builder  o f 

A g a in s t   all  c o m e r s ! 

H o w   d id   I  d o   It ?  H o w  

 M e n ."   A lm ost  tw o   m illion  m en 

d o   I  w o r k   m ir a c le s   in   th e   b o d ie s   o f   o t h e r h a ve  w ritten   to   him .  Thousands 

m en   in   o n ly   15  m in u t e s   a  d a y .  T h e   a n s w e r u p o n   thousands  h a ve  p ut  their 

is    D yn a m ic  T en sion ,   th e   a m a z in g   m e th o d   I p h ysical  d ev elop m en t  in to   his 

d is c o v e r e d   a n d   w h ic h   c h a n g e d   m e   f r o m   a ca p a ble  h a n d s! 

9 7 -p o u n d   w e a k lin g   in t o   th e   c h a m p io n   y o u A n d   n ow   that  th e  call  is  fo r  

s e e   h ere 1

m e n    ca p a b le  o f  h elp in g  A m erica  

In   ju s t   15  m in u t e s   a   d a y ,  r ig h t   in   th e m ee t  and  corupier  a n y  national 

p r i v a c y   o f   y o u r   o w n   h o m e ,  I ’ m   re a d y   to e m e r g en cy ,  m an y  thousands  o f 

p r o v e   t h a t    D yn am ic  T en sion   c a n   la y   a  n e w oth ers   ( e v e n   those  already  in 

o u t fit   o f   s o lid   m u s cle   o v e r   e v e r y   in c h   o f th eir c o u n tr y 's  A r m y   and N a v y ) 

y o u r  b o d y .  L e t   m e   p u t   n e w .  s m a s h in g   p o w e r a re  callin g  u p on   C harles  A tlas 

i n t o   y o u r   a r m s   a n d   s h o u ld e rs — g iv e   y o u   a n to   build  th e  kind  o f  

a r m o r -s h ie ld   o f   s to m a ch   m u s cle   th a t  la u g h s m en   A m e r ic a   vitally 

a t   p u n c h e s — s tr e n g t h e n   y o u r   le g s   in to   rea l needs. 

c o lu m n s   o f   s u r g in g   s ta m in a . 

I f   la c k   o f  

e x e r c is e   o r   w r o n g   liv in g   h a s  w e a k e n e d   y o u inside.   I 'll  g e t   a f t e r   th a t  c o n d it io n ,  t o o ,  a n d s h o w   y o u   h o w   it  fe e ls   t o   L I V E  1

MAIL  THIS  /   c 

COUPON  NOW!  /  fB

FREE

 This  Famous  Bealt  that  Tells  You  H o w   to  Get a  Body  that  Men  Respect  and  Women  Admire

|  CHARLES  ATLAS,  Dspt  77 E 

A lm o s t   t w o   m illio n   m e n   h a v e   s e n t   f o r   a n d   re a d   m y   b o o k . 

|  115  East 23rd  St.,  Haw  York  City

 “ E verla stin g   H ea lth   a nd  S tr e n g th ."  

I t   te lls   y o u   e x a c t ly   w h a t  

I  want  th«  proof  thst  your  system  of   "Dynamic  Ten

 D yn am ic  T en sion   c a n   d o .  A n d   i t 's   p a ck e d   w ith   p ic t u r e s   th a t   S H O W  

 sion"   will  help  make  a  Now  Man  of  mo— fir e   mo  a healthy,  husky  body  and  big  muscular  dorelopmont.  good y o u   w h a t   it  d o e s. 

R E S U L T S   it   h a s  p r o d u c e d   f o r   o t h e r   m e n . 

me  your  free  book.  "Bverlastina  Health  and  Strength" —  

R E S U L T S   I   w a n t   t o   p r o v e   it  ca n   g e t   f o r   Y O U ! 

I f   y o u   a r e  

and  full  details  of  your  TR IAL  OFFER. 

sa tisfie d   t o   ta k e   a   b a c k   s e a t   a n d   b e  p u s h e d   a r o u n d   b y   o t h e r N a m e ... 

f e llo w s   w e e k -in .  w e e k -o u t,  y o u   d o n 't   w a n t   th is   b o o k .  B u t   i f   y o u (P L E A S E   PRINT  OR  WRITE  P L A I N L Y ) 

w a n t   t o   lea rn   h o w   y o u   ca n   a c t u a lly   b e c o m e   a  N E W   M A N .  r ig h t  

- ■



In   th e   p r iv a c y   o f   y o u r   o w n   h o m e   a n d   in   o n ly   15  m in u t e s   a   d a y . 

A d d r e s s .......... ........................................................ .. 

t h e n   m a n !— g e t   th is   c o u p o n   In to  th e   m a il  t o   m e  a s  fa s t   a s   y o u r C it y ..... 

----------- ---- -  S ta te .. 

le g s   c a n   g e t   t o   th e   le tt e r b o x  1 

C H A R L E S   A T L A S ,  D e p t   77  E , 

J

115  E a s t  2 3 rd   S t.,  N e w   Y o r k   C ity . 



















A U D E L S   Carpenters   Your Horoscope For 

and  Builders  Guides

[4vols.$6

 the  Entire  Year! 

lo T c a r p tn U r a ,  Builders.  Joiners.  B uildln*  M scKsaJcs  end 

• 11  W o o d w o r k e r * . 

t h r u  

G uides  s ir s   you   tb s  short  cut 

Instructions  th a t  sou   went—  

Includin*  nsw  methods,  ideas, 

 if

solutions.  (Jans,  system s  and 

m oney  savin*  su**sstions.  An 

sa sy  p ro*rtstlrs  course  for ths 

apprentice  and  student. 

A 

p rsctk a i  dally 

helper  s o d  

Q uick  Reference for the master 

PROPHECy

w orker. 

Carpenters  everywhere  are  uoint  these  Quid** 

•s  s  H elplnt  Hand  to   Be tier 

W ork .  Better  W ork  and  Bette r  P ay. 

T o   sat  Ihl*  assistance  for  yourself,  simply  Ril

Inside  Trsds  Information  O m   E M s S *

f lo w   to  one  the  steel  ecu  are— H ow   t o   file  and  eet 

•a am— How  to  bulk!  furniture— H ow   to   use  a  

tritre box— H ow  u> use the sheik Hoe— H ow  to use 

rules and scales— H ow  to  maks Joint*— Carpenters 

arithmetic— Solving  roeneuratlon  problem e—  Estimating  strength  oI  timbers— H ow   to   set  girders s o d  siUw— H ow  to frame boueee and roofs— R ow   to 

estimate  coats— H ow   to   build  bouses,  barns,  garages.  bungalows,  eto.— H ow   t o   read  and  drew plane—  Drawing  up  specifications— How  to   excavate— H ow   to  use settings  12.  13  and  17  on  the steel  oqoaiw— How   to  build  hoists and scaffolds—  

skylights— H ow   to  build  stairs— H ow   to  put  on 

interior trim — H ow   to  hang doors— H ow   to l a t b -  

lay  floors— H ow   to  paint 

•■••■■■•••a*■■■■■■■■vsBsssaassasaa*•■■■■■■*•■■■»•.*•**■■■■■■•*>•

T H C O .  A U D E L   *   C O .,  49  W .  23rd  S t.,  Nsw  Y o rk   C ity MaO  A ode la  Carpeatera end  B u id e re   G uides.  4  sole.,  on  7  deyr*  free  trie]. 

If   O K .  

j^w U U ^m H ll  t e 7  d e f e n d  t ^ g e y t h l y   until M  is  paid.  Otherwise  1  will return them-fi?rou«  hwoicom  ro. » n  w r tm»  y«a» ^ 9

----   -3_____________

V ia * .... 

Address.. 

THE  HANDY  ASTROLOGICAL  GUIDE

P A L

Now  on  Sale  1 0 ®  Everywhere 

^F IN G E R P R IN T   EXPERT

T H E   B I G   N E W   F U N   B O O K  

 „,O U SM «>i X C tO toH to

P O P U L A R   C R O S S W O R D  

Get  in   m u y  Job.  M tko  rood  mo

Le&m  the  moat  lnU rnU n*

_  pr ofn 

I n

P U Z Z L E S
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essional  Acta,  Armament  Program,  Social  Security,  Registration  o f  Aliena,  etc.,  create  an  I M M E D IA T E   N E E D  

ONLY  10c  A T   A LL  STA N D S

for  T H O U S A N D ^   of  F IN G E R P R I N T   E X P E R T 8 . 

Be 

one l  Qualify  NOW 1

C O M P LET E  C O U R S E / £ f4fV   LESSONS

IS   E A S Y   L E S S O N S ,  clearly  m itten   by 

tbe  world's  forvmoet  anthorltr.  Profueety 

llhutreted.  C o rn   erery  etep  . . .   all  new 

development*.  A ll comee  at oooe.  M O N E Y  

B A C K   G U A R A N T E E .  Send only $2  00 or 

pay  poatman  13.00  phu  p oetu e.  Don’ t 

d«oa>.  Bu,h  your  $2.00  T O D A Y   for  thla 

amaxinx  BARGAIN  Juet  releuad. 

W A Q G E N E R  

C O R P . 

of 

/AM ERICA. 

D ept  107.  Memphla.  Team

W A N T E D   A T   O N C E I

SONG  POEMSIMother.  Home,  Lore. 

P a t r io t ic , 

S acred, 

Comic  or  any  subject. 

D o n 't   d e la y  —  send

us  your  original  p o «n   today  for  IrnmecHgt#  cons! 

R IC H A R D   B R O T H E R S .  74-A   W o o ^ B u l l d l M^. H

c

t
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. 

I L U N O I f t

ANY  PHOTO  ENLARGED

Size  8 x I t   Inches  s r  smaller  N  desired.  Same  price  for  full  length  or bust  form,  gr

 w  oups,  landscapes.  pet 

animals,  etc. ,  o r enlarg

_ e

ments ox any

_   _

part o f group picture.  Safe  return o f 

■    m  

original photo guaranteed. 

3  for $1.00

SEND NO M O N E Y r ^ S

and  within a  week  you  will  receive  your  beautiful

anlary amac t.  guaraptaad  fadalaaa.  Pay  po«tj 

p o s te rs — or  *aod  4&c  with  ord*r jmvJ  wo  pwr  p ooUco.P

b!I 

1 6 x 2 0 - l n c h   a n la i-ga roa n t  * « o t  C .O ^D .  78c pin*  poataga itaga o f  th b  amaa-SaoodSOoa

 f  off or » o w .  »•**! y oor pnoioo  iooi

Bpwciry  i Im  w aetaa. 

S T A N D A R D   A R T   S T U D  10 8 , 113 8 . Jefftrion S t , Dept. 40I<E, Chicago









Increased  production 

means  more  jobs  for 

MACHINISTS

 ‘—and MORE PA Y  for  men 

 who  know  their  work

T h i i   h o m e - s t u d y   c o u r s e   g i v e s   y o u   t h e   p r a c t i c a l   f a c t s   o n   m o d e r n m a c h i n e s ,  u p - t o - d a t e   m e t h o d s ,   y o u   n e e d   t o   a d v a n c e   In  m a c h i n e   s h o p w o r k . 

T a k e   a d v a n t a g e   o f   t h e   o t h e r   m a n ’ s   e x p e r i e n c e   a s   f o u n d In  b o o k s ,   t o   s o l v e   y o u r   p r o b l e m s ,   i n c r e a s e   y o u r   e f f i c i e n c y ,   w i t h AMERICAN  MACHINISTS’  LIBRARY

WITHIN the covers of these five books are to be found all  Combined  Home-Study  Course the  facts  that  you  will  want  to  increase  your  practical and  Reference  L ib ra ry  by 

knowledge  o f  machine  shop  work  and  to give you the ability Practical  Experts

to  handle  all  kinds  o f  jobs  swiftly,  smoothly,  correctly. 

Each  o f  the  five  volumes  contains  a  complete  record  o f F e e d   C o l v i n   a n d   F r a n k   S t a n  l i t , w e ll-k n o w n   a u t h o r s   o f   m a n y   in te n s e ly work as it is done today in 

gractical  books  for  m achine  shop  men, 

America’s  most  progresa v e   h a d   y e a r s   o f   e x p e r ie n c e ,  n o t   o n ly s i v e   a n d   e f f i c i e n t   s h o p s .  T h e  

in   o n -t h e - j o b   p r a c t ic e   t h e m se lv e s ,  b u t b o o k s   a n s w e r   y o u r   q u e s t i o n s  

a ls o   in   k e e p in g   a b r e a s t   o f   la te s t  m e th 

W H A T   T h is   L ib ra ry  

o n   m e t h o d s   a n d   m a c h i n e s —  

o d s   f r o m   o n e   e n d   o f   th e   m e t a l-w o r k in g t e ll   w h a t   y o u   n e e d   t o   k n o w  

In d u s try   t o   th e   o t h e r ,  t h r o u g h   t h e ir G IV E S   Y O U

a b o u t   t h e   o p e r a t i o n   o f   m a e d ito r ia l  c o n t a c t s   w ith   le a d in g   s h o p s c h i n e   o f   a l l   t y p e s   a n d   s iz e s  

th r o u g h o u t   th e   c o u n t r y . 

—complete  guide  for  everybody,  from 

f o r   t h e   w h o l e   r a n g e   o f   m e t a l 

In   t h e ir   b o o k s   t h e y   g iv e   y o u   th e   b est 

•hop  executive#  to  apprentice*.  Inter*

c u t t i n g ,   f o r m i n g ,   a n d   f i n i s h o f   all  th e   d a ta ,  id e a s ,  m e th o d s ,  a n d   e x 

*  ested  In  the  operation  of  machines 

i n g  

o p e r a t i o n s   —   s h o w  

b y  

a m p le s   c o m in g   f r o m   th e s e   s o u r c e s  —  

used  In  turning  and  boring  practice

t e x t ,   d i a g r a m   a n d   i l l u s t r a th e   g is t  o f   m o r e   e x p e r ie n c e   th a n   a n y t i o n   t h e   e s s e n t i a l   p o i n t s   o f  

o n e   m a n   c o u ld   a m a s s   In  a   life t im e   o f  

—essential  principles  and  major  probs e t t i n g   u p   w o r k . 

w o r k . 

lems  Involved  In  turning  and  boring 

operation! 

— description  of  all  Important  varieties 

Puts  the  M astery  of  Machine  Shop  W o rk   at  Y o u r o f  machines,  both  manual  and  automatic.  and  methods  o f  operating  them Finger  Tip s

— data  on  speeds  and  feeds,  new  cutting 

T h e s e   fiv e   b i g   v o lu m e s   a r e   d e a r l y   w r it t e n   in   s im p le   la n g u a g e ,  fu lly   illu stra te d , alloyi  and  materials,  use  of  coolants. 

e a s ily   u n d e r s t o o d .  W it h   t h e m   y o n   g e t   th e   fa c t s   o n   m o d e rn   m a c h in e   s h o p   p r a c etc. 

t ic e ,  n e w   m a c h in e s ,  u p - t o - d a t e   m e th o d s — th e   c o m p le te ,  p r a c t ic a l  t r a in in g   c o u r s e  

— th a t  y o u   c a n   u s e   t o   im p r o v e   y o u r   s k ill  a n d   a d v a n c e   y o u r   e a r n in g   p o w e r   n o w . 

— practical  Information  on  grinding  m achine*  and  abrasive  wheel!,  showing what  they  do,  how  to  operate  them, 

and  how  to  make  best  use  of  them  on 

No  Money  Down —  Special  Price —  Easy.  Te rm s

various  types  of  work

Let  us  Mod  you  these  fact-packed  books  for  10  daya'  free  examination.  with  no  obligation  to  buy  the  books  unless  you  want  them. 

—preferred  methods  of  leading  shop*, 

Remember  that,  if  you  decide  to  keep  the  book#  the  special  library on  speeds,  feed*,  precision  grinding, 

price  represents  a  saving  of  $2.00  on  the  prlo#  of  the  books  If  you automatic  machines,  special  work.  etc. 

were  to  buy  them  separately. 

Furthermore,  you  may  have  the 

privilege  of  paying  In  small  monthly  Installments,  while  you  use 

— training  in  the  various  operation*  perthe  books.  Send  the  coupon  today. 

formed  In  drilling  and  surfacing  materials  In  the  machine  »hop

— valuable  data,  methods,  suggestions, 

F R E E  

E X A M IN A T IO N  

COUPO N

end  illustrations  from  accepted  practice,  showing  plainly  bow  to  handle M cGRAW   HILL  BOOK  CO..  Inc..  330  W.  42nd  St..  N.  Y.  C. 

the  cutting  of  materials,  the  care  of 

tools,  methods  of  production,  etc. 

Send  me  the  American  Machinists*  Library.  5  volumes,  for  10  days*  enramtnstlon  on approval. 

In  10  days  I  will  send  $1.50.  and  $3.00  monthly  until  the  price  of  $16.50  la 

— exact,  descriptive  data  on  all  aspects 

paid,  or  return  the  books  postpaid. 

(To  insure  prompt  shipment  write  plainly  and  (111  in of  gear  cutting  practice,  useful  In 

all  line*.)

shops  of  any  else

Name 

.............................................................................................................................................................. 

—essentials  of  selecting  machine*,  setting  up  work,  and  handling  operations in  reaming,  tapping,  planing,  shaping. 

Address.  ....................................................................   P osition .................. ................................................. 

Blotting,  milling,  and  broaching. 

City  and  State..........................................................   C om pany................................................ TH-5-41







By  CHAKRA

 Famous  Mystic

Strange  stories  will  always  be  popular,  especially  when  these  strange  stories  are true.  T h e  person  who  has  a  number  o f   od a   and  m ystifying  stories  at  his  fingertip will  always  be  the  center  o f   attraction  in  any  conversation. 

T h e  purpose  o f  this  department  is  to  furnish  such  entertainment. 

It  presents 

true  stories  o f  strange  happenings  gathered  from   all  com ers  o f   the  earth  and  authenticated  by  reliable  persons. 

Your  CRYSTAL-SCOPE  Reading  Free! 

Send  in  C oupon  on  Page  13

THE  BLOODY  SHARK

was  waiting  with  an  iron  bar  to  bash  it  to 

death,  Giffert’s  eyes  bulged  with  bew ilder

DURING  the  summer  of  1918,  a  large  ment.  There,  just  above  the  shark,  as man-eating  shark  was  reported  off 

though  standing  on  the  water,  appeared 

the  coast  o f  Charleston,  S.  C.  It  had  been 

the  image  o f  an  old  man  who  was  grinseen  several  times  in  the  past  few   days— 

ning  with  glee  as  though  overjoyed  in 

so  one  afternoon  Martin  Giffert  and  John 

seeing  the  death  of  the  shark.  The  old  man 

Little  decided  to  catch  it  if  possible.  G ifwas  dressed  like  a  fisherman  and  his  right fert  took  his  m otor-boat  ana  with  a  large 

leg  was  missing  from   the  knee  down. 

hook  and  line  started  out  into  the  Atlantic. 

It  was  only  a  flash,  fo r  the  vision  faded 

Little  brought  along  a  small  pail  o f  beef- 

as  Giffert  regained  his  senses  and  once 

blood  which  he  had  secured  from   a 

again  pulled  in  the  shark,  this  time  close 

slaughter  house. 

enough  fo r   Little  to  complete  the  kill. 

About  a  mile  off  shore,  Little  poured 

Giffert  tried  to  dismiss  the  vision  as 

the  blood  on  the  water,  and  the  two  men 

due  to  excitement,  and  the  two  men  headed 

waited  anxiously  for  the  shark  to  be  atfor  the  shore,  with  the  shark  on  board. 

tracted. 

It  is  uncanny  how  sharks  can 

Amid  the  praise  o f  friends,  Giffert  cut 

sense  blood  for  miles.  Giffert  dropped  his 

open  the  shark’ s  belly— and  it  was  then 

line  over  the  side  of  the  now  drifting  boat. 

that  the  vision  of  the  one-legged  sailor 

Soon  they  were  rewarded.  The  shark’s 

left  lasting  questions  in  Giffert’s  mind.  In 

evil  fin  was  noticed  circling  around  the 

the  belly  o f  the  shark  was  a  human  leg- 

bloody  section  o f  water  looking  fo r  flesh. 

bone. 

Gradually  it  headed  toward  the  line  where 

Had  the  old  sailor’s  vengeance  been  fula  piece  o f  meat  hung  on  the  hook  a  few filled  on  the  shark  which  had  bitten  off 

inches  below  the  surface. 

his  leg?  Martin  Giffert  still  wonders. 

Then  the  shark  struck.  The  line  was 

pulled 

through 

Giffert’s 

fingers 

with 

THE  SNAKE  INITIATION

enough  force  to  tear  the  skin. 

But  he 

held  on  and  began  reeling  in  his  monster 

Y OUNG  Tod  Wilson’s  dead  grandcatch  which  fought  savagely,  splashing  the father  had  worshipped  T od  when  they 

water  with  foaming  fury. 

lived  on  the  W estern  Texas  ranch.  Once, 

Foot  by  foot  the  struggling  hyena  of  the 

when  T od   was  six  years  old,  his  grandsea  was  pulled  closer  to  the  boat.  The father  had  saved  the  boy  from   a  rattleshark  was  weakening. 

snake. 

He  had  cautioned  the  lad  that  if 

Then  something  happened  which  Martin 

ever  thereafter  the  boy  was  confronted 

Giffert  will  never  forget  to  his  dying  day. 

by  a  snake,  he  must  remain  motionless  and 

Just  as  the  shark  was  within  ten  feet  o f 

call  fo r  his  grandfather.  The  call  would 

the  side  o f  the  boat  where  John  Little

 (Continued  on  page  12)
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MYSTERY-SCOPES

 (C ontinued  from   page  10)

not  frighten  the  snake  into  striking— only 

the  house  had  burned  down  about  3  o’ clock  

m otion  o f  the  body  could  do  that. 

the  previous  day. 

It  would  have  been 

T od   was  eighteen  when  he  joined  a  fraphysically  impossible  for  anyone  to  make ternity  and  had  to  be  initiated.  The  initiaa  call  from  that^ place  at  4  o ’clock,  unless tors,  in  order  to  give  T od  a  good  scare, 

tapped  in  by  some  lineman  from   a  pole. 

decided  to  borrow   a  tame  rattlesnake 

But  there  was  no  record  o f  this,  fo r   when 

from   a  certain  farmer.  The  poison  sac 

she  returned  to  the  telephone  company 

had  been  removed,  and  the  snake  was 

the  first  report  was  verified. 

harmless. 

But  T od   didn’t  know  that,  of 

Her  strange  call  had  come  through  on 

course. 

that  burned  wire  at  the  recorded  time.  N o 

They  ordered  T od   to  lie  on  his  back, 

one  could  account  fo r  it— no  one  but  the 

naked.  His  hands  and  feet  were  tied.  Then 

hired  man  who  said  he  had  seen  an  old 

they  dropped  the  snake  from   a  basket  so 

man  standing  by  the  wires  when  they 

that  it  rested  on  T o d ’s  stomach. 

The 

dropped  from   the  burning  walls  and  curled 

snake  coiled  and  was  ready  to  strike  at 

up  on  the  lawn.  He  ran  to  the  old  man  to 

the  first  movement. 

pull  him  away  from   the  live  wires— but 

T od  was  terrified— and  involuntarily  he 

the  old  man  had  disappeared  in  thin  air. 

called  fo r  his  dead  grandfather,  not  re

The  hired  man  couldn’t  understand  where 

alizing  what  he  was  saying. 

he  had  gone. 

Then  something  happened. 

The  snake 

And  neither  can  anyone  else,  except 

opened  its  mouth  as  though  some  invisible 

those  who  maintain  that  psychic  power 

force  were  strangling  it. 

In  a  moment 

can  be  manifested  when  aided  by  vibrathe  snake  rolled  over,  dead.  T od  fainted. 

tions  o f  intense  heat  or  rays  o f  high  fr e 

The  boys,  bewildered,  after  reviving 

quency.  What  do   you  think? 

T od,  had  to  take  the  dead  snake  back  to 

the  farmer.  They  knew  the  farmer  would 

be  furious,  as  he  prized  that  snake  highly. 

THE  DIAMOND  IN  THE  WATER

They  decided  to  pay  the  farmer. 

But  when  they  confessed  what  had  hap

SOME  people  might  call  it  coincidence 

pened.  he  looked  at  them  strangely. 

— but  Miss  Elsie  Martinson  o f  Chi

“ W nere  did  you  get  this  snake?”   he 

cago  thinks  otherwise. 

asked. 

When  Elsie’s  Aunt  Emma  died  in  1938, 

“ W hy,  we  took  it  from   the  box  in  your 

she  bequeathed  to  Elsie  a  valuable  so libarn.  You  weren’t  home,”  the  leader  antaire  diamond  ring. 

The  diamond  had 

swered. 

been  in  the  Martinson  family  fo r  genera

“ This  isn’t  my  tame  snake,”   said  the 

tions. 

Elsie  had  the  diamond  re-set  in  a 

farmer.  “ I  took  the  tame  one  with  me  to 

modern  ring  which  she  cherished  dearly. 

town  this  morning.  This  is  a  wild  one—  

But  one  evening  Elsie,  while  at  the 

it  must  have  crawled  in  the  box  fo r  food. 

movies,  discovered  that  the  diamond  was 

I t ’s  a  good  thing  it  didn’t  bite  one  o f  you, 

missing  from   the  setting. 

A  com plete 

fo r  you’d  be  dead  by  now.” 

search  was  made  by  the  theatre  management,  but  the  diamond  could  not  be BURNING  WIRES

found. 

Heartbroken,  Elsie  returned  home  and 

A   STRANGE  s t o r y   was  reported  by  looked  in  vain  all  over  the  house.  She an  official  o f  the  telephone  company 

finally  threw  herself  into  an  armchair  in 

in  northern  New  Hampshire. 

the  living  room  and  wept,  calling  upon 

On  September  3rd,  a  Mrs.  Jonas,  a  telethe  spirit  of  her  aunt  to  forgive  her  fo r phone  subscriber,  about  sixty  years  o f  age, 

losing  the  family  diamond. 

Soon,  excame  into  the  main  office  o f  the  company 

hausted,  she  fell  asleep  and  dreamed  that 

and  asked  fo r  inform ation.  She  was  checkher  aunt  was  standing  beside  her. 

The 

ing  on  a  phone  call  she  had  received  from  

aunt  was  smiling,  and  Elsie  heard  her 

some  stranger  the  day  before  about  4 

aunt  say:  “ D on’t  worry,  child— you  will 

o ’clock.  She  wanted  to  thank  the  man  for 

find  it  in  the  water.” 

telling  her  where  her  dead  husband’s  will 

Elsie  awoke  with  a  start  and  fo r  a 

was  buried,  fo r   right  after  the  phone  call 

moment  her  dream  was  dismissed  as  she 

she  had  looked  in  the  reported  place  and 

noticed  a  goldfish  struggling  on  the  floor 

had  found  it.  H er  husband  had  been  killed 

in  front  o f  her.  It  must  have  jumped  out 

suddenly  and  never  could  tell  her  where 

o f  the  bowl  while  she  slept. 

he  had  hidden  the  important  document. 

Instantly,  Elsie  picked  up  the  gasping 

A fter  a  careful  check-up,  it  was  disfish  and  put  it  back  in  the  bowl. 

As  she 

covered  that  the  call  had  com e  from   a 

gazed  into  the  water  watching  the  fish 

farm  located  some  distance  away. 

Mrs. 

recover,  her  eyes  caught  a  gleam  in  the 

Jonas,  with  her  daughter  drove  to  that 

white  sand  on  the  bottom  o f  the  bow l.  It 

farm-house  wondering  how  the  farmer 

was  her  lost  diamond  which  had  evidently 

had  known  where  the  w ill  was  hidden,  fo r 

dropped  off  her  ring  when  she  had  cleaned 

she  had  never  heard  of  the  man  and  she 

the  bow l  that  afternoon. 

was  sure  her  husband  hadn’t  known  him 

The  fish  which  had  made  its  strange  leap 

either. 

out  o f  the  water,  was  the  one  that  Aunt 

But  her  quest  was  in  vain. 

W hen  she 

Emma  had  given  Elsie  a  week  before  the 

reached  the  farm-house,  she  was  inform ed 

aunt  had  died.  The  aunt  had  had  that  fish 

by  several  people  standing  around  that

fo r   many  years. 
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A  STRANGE  PREDICTION

A  READER  in  South  Carolina  wrote 

Spore  Time  Training

to  this  department  recently,  asking

t/wt   helps  you

if  there  was  any  story  reported  in  his 

section  o f  the  country  which  he  could 

verify  himself. 

He  seemed  inclined  to 

 Speed Up 

doubt  these  stories. 

In  addition  to  the  B loody  Shark  storv 

(addresses  o f  the  men  have  been  sent  him) 

 Prosperity! 

the  follow in g  story  is  reported,  which 

came  from   Edward  M cD ow ell  o f  North 

F Y )  Y O U  want to  speed up the return o f  prosperity L J  to you— insure your early and larger participation W ilkesboro,  North  Carolina. 

It  concerns 

in  the  new  Jobs,  promotions  and  salary  increases— 

a  Carson  Surles  who  lived  at  Dunn,  Harget fullest benefits from  the  business pick-up? 

nett  County. 

Y ou  can d o  iL

For many months to  com e,  individual competition 

Fifteen  years  ago,  Surles,  age  59  prein business will be tremendous. Employers— up against dicted  the  day  he  would  die. 

The  week 

new  problems,  fighting  for survival and  profits— will 

before  July  27,  1940,  he  cleaned  his  cem ebe able to pick and choose. Naturally they will prefer the  trained  man— the man who has special ability  to 

tery  lot  in  readiness,  and  hundreds  o f 

offer them. 

people  whom  he  had  invited  to  his  funeral 

I f   you  wish  this  advantage,  simply  mark  on  the 

declared  it  was  unbelievable  when  he  died 

coupon  the  field  o f  business  in  which  you  are  most o f  natural  causes  on  July  27th,  the  date 

interested.  W e  will  send  you   full  information  about the opportunities in that field,  tell you  how our com predicted. 

Surles  told  them  when  he  inplete  success-building  program  helps  you  plan  your vited  them  to  the  funeral  that  he  would 

future, trains you in your spare time, and works with 

com e  back  fo r  a  visit  now  and  then. 

you all  through your career.  Send the coupon N O W . 

W hat  has  happened? 

Let  Mrs.  Lamn 

Byrd,  with  whom  Surles  had  lived,  speak 

LASALLE EXTENSION  UNIVERSITY

fo r  herself. 

A    Correspondence  Institution

“ I  just  couldn’t  stand  it  any  longer.  It 
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 (C oncluded  on  page  113)
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tion*  in   S h op   M a nagem ent,  such  as  that 

o f  Superintendent,  G eneral  F orem an,  Forem an ,  S u b -F orem an , e tc. 

□   I n d u s t r i a l   M a n a g e m e n t :   T ra in in g   fov W ork s  M anagem ent,  P rodu ctio n   C on trol, 

Industrial  Engineering,  etc. 

M Y S T E R Y -S C O P E S , 

□   M odern   Business  C orrespondence

T H R IL L IN G   M Y S T E R Y , 

□   E x p e rt  B o o k k e e p in g  

 ^otojckoUs c f

□   C o m m e r c ia l   L a w  
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C ity.................................  State................. 

Date  o f  birth.............................................. 
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THE DEATH ELVES

 A  Complete  Colonel  C rum   Novelet

By  JOHN  H.  KNOX

 Author  of   “ The  Devil's  Lottery,” “ The  Cyclops’  Eye,”  etc. 

CH APTER  I 

had  caught  his  roving  eye.  The  original  article  had  been  headed: Killers  from  Fairyland

K IL L E R   W H O   SAW   G N O M E S 

D E C L A R E D   IN SA N E

T HE  long, sleek limousine sped  It  had related in a brief,  amusing westward  down  the  moonlit 

way,  how  a  young  farmer  of  the  Red- 

highway,  drawing  its  gleaming 

cliffs  community,  who  had  been  contrailer  behind  it  like  a  rocket. 

victed  of  the  murder  of  a  farm  girl, 

In  the  front  seat,  directly  under  the 

and  who  had  claimed  that  the  killing 

glare  of  the  bright  dash  light,  Colonel 

had  been  done  by  gnomes  or  elves, 

Fabian  Crum  sat  with  his  diminutive 

was  to  be  taken  to  the  state  insane 

body  of  less  than  five  feet  hunched 

asylum  for  observation. 

forward. 

The  story,  though  obviously  of  lim

The  trailer  detective  was  now  scanited  interest to  dwellers  in  this distant ning  the  sixth  newspaper  he  had 

city,  had  aroused  the  interest  of  the 

purchased  since  the  previous  night, 

famous  little  scientist-detective  to 

when  a  small  item  in  a  city  daily

such  a  pitch  that  Aga  Aslan,  his  as-
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The  Trailer  Detective  Travels  Into 

the  Grim  Realm   of  the  "Little  

People"  and  M eets  a  Murder 

Challenge  That  Comes  From  the 

Pages  of  an  Age-Old  Fairy  Tale! 
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T H R IL LIN G   M Y STE R Y

sistant,  bodyguard  and  chauffeur,  had 

lost  look.  “ This will give me a chance 

not  yet  recovered  from  the  shock  of  a 

to  try  out  my  whistle.” 

whim  which  had  kept  him  behind  the 

He  had  fished  in  his  pocket  meanwheel  of  the  car  for  nearly  twenty-while  and  produced  a  shiny  whistle, 

four  hours. 

“ How,”  he  asked  now, 

the  purchase  of  which  in  a  town  some 

“ can  you  be  so  sure  that  this  Bert 

distance  back  had  puzzled  the  Asiatic. 

Collins  is  innocent,  Efiendi?” 

For  it  was  one  of  these  dog  whistles 

Crum  leaned  back,  a  confident,  alwhich  produce  a  note  too  high  for  the most smug smile on that sharp, cynical 

human  ear  to  catch,  but  quite  audible 

face  whose  piercing  eyes  had  caused 

to  a  dog. 

shivers  to  run  down  the  spine  of  more 

Crum  put  it  to  his  lips  now  and 

than  one  burly  malefactor. 

blew.  No  sound  came,  so  far  as  the 

“ I  couldn’t,  at  first,”  he  said.  “ Then 

two men  could  tell, but  the dog at once 

it  was  only  intuition  and  curiosity. 

poked  his  head  toward  them.  Crum 

But  since  we’ve  neared  the  place,  and 

blew  again.  The  dog  rose,  came 

the  papers  are  carrying  more  details, 

toward them in a trot and  paused, wag

I  have  become  morally  certain  that 

ging  a  friendly  tail. 

the  man  is  neither  guilty  nor  crazy, 

“ Get  in,  old  fellow,”  Crum  invited, 

and  that  he  has  seen  exactly  what  he 

and  he  opened  the  door. 

The  dog 

claims  to  have  seen.” 

looked  him  over  and,  apparently  sat

“  Effendi!”   Aga’s  swart  face  exisfied,  hopped  in. 

pressed  shock  and  outrage.  “ You  be

“ But  you  do  not  want  a  d og!”  Aga 

lieve  in  fables—in  fairy  tales?” 

protested  as  the  car  rolled  on. 

“ Fables  and  fairy  tales,”  Crum  re

“ I’ve  been  looking  for  one,”  Crum 

plied,  “ always  have  something  behind 

replied,  reaching  back  to  pat  the  head 

them.  But  let  that  rest  for  the  mowhich  had  appeared between  two fore-ment. 

I  believe  this  young  man  is 

paws  on  the  seat  back.  “ If  a  dog  can 

not  guilty,  for  two  reasons.  First,  no 

hear  a  note  too  high  for  human  ears, 

sane  murderer  would  invent  such  an 

maybe  he  can  see  gnomes,  too.” 

alibi.  Yet  I  see  no  evidence  of  his 

Which  was  as  far  as  he  went 

insanity  in  the  report  except  his  claim 

to  satisfy  the  Asiatic’s  curiosity. 

to  having  seen  these  supposedly  non

They  drove  on  in  silence,  Crum 

existent  creatures.  I  find  that  his  tesleaning  back  with  closed  eyes  while timony  as  to  that  is  suggestive.” 

his  mind  ran  over  the  details  of  the 

“ Suggestive  of  what,  Effendi?”   Aga 

strange  case.  He  was  not  aroused 

sskcd. 

until  some  thirty  minutes  later,  when 

“ W ell,”  Crum  said,  smiling,  “ of 

Aga  brought  the  car  to  a  stop  under 

fairy  tales,  if  you  like. 

But  there 

the  marquee  of  a  lonely  filling  Staare  details  that  could  not  have  been ton  to  replenish  the  gas  tank. 

copied  from  any  fairy  tale. 

Hence 

Crum  looked  about.  A  combination 

I  am  forced  to  conclude  that  he  has 

restaurant  and  beer  tavern  was  built 

seen  the  actual  monsters  behind  the 

against  the  service  station,  and  his 

tales.  And  there’s  another  thing  in 

eyes  were  drawn  to  a  car  parked  near 

the  young  man’s  favor.  It  seems  that 

its  doorway.  It  was  a  station  wagon 

the  daughter  of  a  neighboring  farmer 

converted  to  some  grimmer  purpose, 

has  stood  by  him  staunchly,  despite 

for  the  window  behind  the  driver’s 

the  brutality  of  the  crime.  You  may 

seat  was  barred. 

And  while  Crum 

minimize  that;  I  don’t.  In  medieval 

stared  a  pair  of  hands  suddenly 

times  there  was  a  law  that  a  man 

gripped  these  bars,  and  a  face,  young 

could be  saved  from  hanging  if a  good 

but  haggard,  appeared  between  them 

girl was willing to marry him—”  Sudand stared out with the most desperate denly  he  broke  off.  Then:  “ Stop!” 

look  Crum  had  ever  seen. 

Slowly  Crum  opened  the  car  door 

A GA obediently applied the brakes,  and quietly got out. Hands in pockets, looked  at  him  in  puzzlement. 

staring  from  side  to  side  with  the  air 

“ The  dog  there,”  Crum  said,  pointof  a  tourist  stretching  his  legs,  the ing  to  a big  Belgian  police  dog sitting 

little  detective  strolled  around  to  the 

on  his  haunches  near  the  ditch  with  a

back  of  the  station  wagon. 

He
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stopped,  looked  up.  There  was  the 

bleary  eyes.  And  from  a  loose  mouth 

haunted  face  staring  at  him  again. 

still  fringed  with  beer  foam,  he  bel

Crum’s  bird-like  eyes  fastened  on  it. 

lowed :

“ You’re  Bert  Collins?”  he  asked. 

“ Come  on  in,  Shorty!  I  don’t

“ Yes,”  the  young  man  said,  “ but 

bite!” 

I  didn’t do what they claim I did.  I ’m 

“ Thank  you,”  Crum  said,  smiling 

not  crazy,  either.  If  I  had  lied,  had 

suavely.  He  approached  and  adroitly 

kept  to  myself  what  I  saw,  maybe  I’d 

flipped  himself  to  the  top  of  a  stool. 

have  got  out  of  it.  But  it  was  all  the 

The  fat  man  guffawed. 

truth. 

“ Hey,  the  little  gent’s  active,  by 

Crum  nodded  absently. 

Grabs!”  he  boomed.  “ Have  a  drink, 

“ Anybody else  in  there??” he asked. 

Shorty,  if  you  can  handle  one  of them 

“ No,” the youth said  in a lower tone. 

big  steins.” 

“ Nobody  but me.  Old  Bo  Hooten, the

Crum  chuckled  good-humoredly. 

“ I  was  just  going  to  offer  to  buy 

you  one.  You  look  like  a  man  whose 

conversation would be worth it.” 

“ Ho,  ho!”  the  fat  man  roared.  “ I 

reckon  Bo  Hooten  could  tell  a  tale  or 

two.  I  got  a  nut  out  there  in  that 

wagon  now,  for  instance.  He  killed 

a  girl  and  he’s  gettin’  off  soft.  But 

don’t  think  I  missed  the  chance  to 

kick  the  stuffin’s  outa him  as soon  as  I 

got  him outa  town.” 

T HE drinks came, and Hooten went 

on  in  this  vein  while  Crum 

listened  politely.  Once,  when  the 

agent  reached  drunkenly  for  the  salt, 

Crum  picked  it  up  instead  and  salted 

the  fat  man’s  beer  for  him.  Hooten 

might  have  been  interested  to  note 

that  while  the  salt  sprinkled  down, 

something  else  was  mingled  with  it— 

white  crystals  trickling  from  beneath 

the  signet  of  a  large  ring  on  one  of 

the  little  man’s  fingers.  But  Hooten 

didn’t  see. 

Presently  Crum  excused  himself, 

saying  that  he  must  give  his  chauffeur  the  money  to  pay  for  the  gasoagent  from the  asylum,  is  in there  getline.  He  went  out,  drew  Aga  aside ting  tanked  up.  We been  here  an  hour 

and  spoke  a  few  words.  A  small 

and  I  can’t  even  get  him  to  bring  me 

leather  kit  changed  hands.  Crum went 

a  drink  of  water.” 

back inside as Aga drew the trailer out 

Crum  nodded  absently  again.  He 

from  under  the marquee  and  parked  it 

was  staring  at  the  heavy  padlock  on 

alongside  the  asylum  wagon. 

the  wagon’s  ba^k  door.  It  was  heavy 

Bo  Hooten  was  more  noisy  than 

and  formidable  looking,  but  in  Crum 

ever. 

They  finished  their  beer  and 

it  inspired  only  a  shrug.  He  turned 

started  another,  but  suddenly  Hooten 

and  walked  into  the  tavern. 

began  to  feel  the  effects  of  Crum’s 

A  waiter  in  a  greasy  apron  leaned 

handiwork.  It didn’t  come all  at once. 

over the  counter talking to a mountain 

First  he  shivered  and  said  he  felt  a 

of  a  man  whose  fat  body  overflowed 

little  cold. 

Crum  suggested  that  a 

the  stool  just  as  his  red  jowls  overfew  more  drinks  would  fix  that.  Bo flowed  the  collar  of  his  khaki  shirt. 

decided  to  try  it,  but  with  his  stein 

He  looked  at  Crum  now  out  of  small, 

half  drained  he  suddenly  let  it  clatter
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to  the  counter,  while  he  himself  slid 

the  next  bend  is  old  Mart  Mason’s 

from  the  stool  and  slumped  to  the 

cabin. 

He’s  a  fearless  old  trapper, 

floor  like a  sack  of meal.  The  annoyed 

and  I  think  he  might—” 

waiter  tried  to  pull  him  up,  but  Bo 

His  speech  was  interrupted  by  the 

did  not  want  to  rise. 

lonely,  long-drawn  howl  of  a  dog. 

“ Dead  drunk.”  Crum  shook  his 

And  as  they  rounded  a  bend,  a  light 

head  sadly.  “ Well,  a  little  sleep, 

shone  dimly  among  the  trees  to  the 

then  a  dash  of  cold  water  and  he’ll  be 

left.  Aga  stopped  the  car  where  a 

all  right.”  He  paid  the  bill  and  left 

path  led  up. 

hurriedly. 

“ Well,  I  can’t  tell  you  how  grate

Speeding  down  the  highway  again, 

ful  I  am,”  Collins  said,  getting  out. 

Aga  Aslan  scowled  as  he  leaned  over 

Crum  frowned.  Up  near  the  cabin 

the  wheel. 

the  dog  howled  again. 

“ Bad  business,”  he  muttered.  “ Very 

“ I  think,”  Crum  said,  “ I’ll  go  with 

bad.” 

you.” 

“ Yes,  I  agree,  Aga,”  Crum  said. 

The  police  dog  in  the  rear  seat  was 

“ W e’ve  taken  quite  a  gamble  with  the 

bristling.  Crum  went  back  into  the 

law  tonight.”  He  shrugged,  turned 

trailer  and  returned  with  a  short 

around.  “ How  are  you  and  the  dog 

length  of  rope.  Leashing  the  dog,  he 

doing  back  there,  Collins?” 

started with the others up to  the  cabin. 

The  young  man’s  face  thrust  for

In  the  front  yard  they  stopped. 

ward. 

“ Mart! 

Mart!”  Collins  called. 

“ Fine,  thanks. 

But  Hooten 

will 

There was  no  answer.  A  lean  hound 

phone 

Redcliffs, 

and 

I’m 

afraid 

came  bounding  around  the  corner 

there’ll  be  trouble  for  you.” 

with  a  snarl. 

But  at  a  distance  he 

“ Trouble,”  Crum  said,  “ is  my  elestopped,  sat  down  and  howled  again. 

ment.  As  for  the  heroic  Hooten,  I 

“ Reckon  Mart’s  gone  after  some 

imagine  that chloral  hydrate will  hold 

wood  or  something,”  Collins  said. 

him  for  several  hours  yet.” 

But  Crum  was  watching  the  hound. 

The  road  had  now  reached  the  end 

After  howling  he  got  up,  trotted 

of  the  vast  plateau  they  had  been 

toward  the  corner  of  the  cabin,  then 

crossing,  and  had  begun  a winding  destopped  to  look  back  expectantly. 

scent  among  jagged  cliffs.  Far  be

“ I  think,”  Crum  said,  “ we’d  better 

low,  under  the  pale  moonlight,  a  ferfollow  that  dog.” 

tile  valley  stretched. 

A  cluster  of 

lights  in  its  center  marked  a  village. 

“ That’s  Redcliffs,”  young  Collins 

THEY  did  so,  going  quietly,  the 

police  dog  sniffing  and  tugging 

said.  “ And  all  this  badlands” — he 

at  the  leash.  The  hound  ahead  trotgestured  toward  the  dark  cliffs  and ted  into  a  path  that  led  up  through 

the  belt  of  cedars  and  tangled  underthe  woods.  But  suddenly,  at  a  point brush  that  separated  them  from  the 

where  the  trail  dropped  sharply,  he 

farmlands—  “ is  where  the  little  monstopped,  rearing back  on  his haunches sters  live.  The  strip  of  farmland  I 

with  savage  snarls. 

rent  adjoins  the  brush,  and  that’s  how 

The  men  came  up  and  stopped,  too, 

I  come  to  know  about  them. 

Not,” 

peering  down  into  a  shallow  bowl 

he  added,  “ that  others  haven’t  known 

with  a  grove  of  twisted  trees  in  its 

of  them,  too.  Only  they  say the  petty 

center.  Nothing  was  visible  at  first, 

thieving  is  done  by  packrats,  skunks, 

and  then  Crum  stiffened.  Down  there 

and  so on.  And  when a kid  would  tell 

in  the  grove  there  was  a  movement, 

of  seeing  little  creatures  like  gnomes 

a  rhythmic  flitting  of  shadows  and 

or  elves,  folks  just  said  they  made 

then  a  weird  shrill  sound  as  of  chantit  up.” 

ing  small  voices,  wild,  unearthly. 

“ I ’m wondering,”  Crum said, “ if you 

“ L o o k ! ”  Collins  gasped. 

“ It’s 

know  of  anyone  who  would  be willing 

them!  They’re  dancing!” 

to  hide  you  for  the  time  being.” 

But  he  spoke  too  loudly.  At  once 

Collins  frowned.  “ Reckon  I’ve  got 

the  chanting  ceased,  and  suddenly 

a  few  friends  left,”  he  said.  “ Still  I 

from  the  grove  a  line  of  dancing, 

hate  to  ask—  W ait!  Right  around

capering  shadow  shapes  flowed  out
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and  began  flitting  over  the  shoulder 

ils,  only  closer.” 

He  laughed  bitof  a  hill.  For  just  a  moment  they 

terly.  “ I ’d  have  been  better  off  if  I 

were  visible  against  the  sky—tiny 

had  stayed  with 

Hooten. 

They 

bent  shapes,  wild  and  hairy. 

couldn’t  have  accused  me  of  doing 

“ The  Men  with  the  Span-long 

this.  But  since  I’ve  escaped—” 

Beards,”  Crum  muttered,  as  if  to him

“ That  can’t  be  helped,”  Crum  inself.  Then:  “ Come  on.” 

terrupted. 

“ The  problem  of  where 

They  hurried  down. 

The  hound 

you  can  hide  remains.  The  authorhung  back,  but  the  police dog 

ities  will  have  to  be  told  of  this  at 

strained  at  the  rope.  They  reached 

once.” 

the  edge  of  the  grove  and  paused. 

Bert  Collins  scratched  his  head  in 

Already 

the 

moonlight 

s e e p in g  

puzzlement. 

through  the  leaves  had  revealed  a 

“ W ell,  I  can’t  think  of  anybody 

sprawled  shape  in  the  grove’s  center. 

but  old  Lutie  Keeber.  She might hide 

As  Collins  started  forward,  the  police 

me.” 

dog  growled  harshly,  and 

Crum 

“ W ho  is  Lutie  Keeber?”  Crum 

snatched  at  Collins’  coat.  A  sudden 

asked. 

hissing  sound  had  filled  the  air  and 

“ She  owns  most  of  this  wild  tract 

Crum’s  flash  snapped  on,  spraying  a 

as  well  as  the  farm  I  rent,”  Collins 

tree  bole. 

said.  “ She  lives  down  the  road,  all 

There,  shoulder  high  and  nailed  to 

alone  except  for  her  animals.  Some 

the  bark  by  a  crude  iron  spike,  a 

folks  say  she’s  crazy,  others  that 

deadly  Copperhead  snake  was  makshe’s  a  witch.  I  don’t  know.  Years ing  violent  lunges  into  the  air.  W ith 

ago  she  ran  away  with  a  fellow  that 

a  shiver  the  little  detective  let  the 

owned  a  carnival. 

About  ten  years 

light  drop  to  the  sprawled  figure  of 

ago,  after  he  died,  she  came  back  and 

a  grizzled  old  man  on  the  ground. 

settled  in  her  old  home  place,  bring

“ He  was  lured  here,”  Crum  said. 

ing  a  bunch  of  monkeys  and  queer

“ Startled  by  the  impaled  snake  he 

looking  birds  and  so  on.  She  might 

lunged  forward,  and  then—” 

hide  me  because  I’ve  always  been 

Cautiously  he  stepped  nearer.  The 

nice  to  her.”  He  paused.  “ Besides, 

old  trapper  waB  obviously  dead, 

she  believes  in  the  gnomes  and  elves, 

slumped  forward  over  the  shotgun 

too. 

Her  folks  came  from  Ireland 

he  had  been  carrying.  Crum  stooped 

and  she’s  always  believed  in  the 

down,  his  sharp  eyes  searching  for 

‘Little  Folk,’  as  she  calls  them.” 

the  source  of  the  blood  that  stained 

“ I  think,”  Crum  said,  “we’d  better 

the  khaki  shirt  and  made  a  puddle  on 

try  her.” 

the  turf. 

Aga  came  forward  then 

They  covered  the  corpse  with  a 

and  lifted  the  body  slightly.  He  let 

piece  of  tarpaulin  found  near  the 

it  drop  after  a moment,  and  the  others 

cabin  and  tied  the  police  dog  to  a 

gave  a  gasp  of  horror. 

tree  nearby  to  guard  it.  Then  they 

The  front  of  Mart  Mason’s  body 

returned  to  the  car  and  drove  on 

was  a  gory  mess. 

down  the  highway  to  a  point  where 

Crum,  still  crouching  there,  picked 

a  dirt  road  turned  off  and  followed 

up  one  of  the  dead  man’s  clenched 

it  to  a  gate  in  a  high  wire  fence.  Behands. 

A  few  whisps  of  coarse, 

yond,  a  sagging  old  frame  house 

crinkled  brownish  hair  were  caught 

could  be  seen,  half  buried  in  the  trees 

between  the  fingers. 

He  plucked 

and  wild  shrubs  crowded  about  it.  A 

them  out  and  slowly  stood  up. 

single  dim  light  shone  through  one 

window. 

C H A PTE R   II 

Again  Collins  got  out  and  started 

toward  the  house,  but  Crum  stopped 

 The  Witch  of  the  Hills

him. 

“ Better  let  me  see  her  first,”  he 

IT  was  Collins who  spoke  first,  his  suggested.  “You  wait  here.” 

voice  a  husky  moan. 

He  climbed  the  locked  gate  and 

“ The  girl  was  just  like  that  when 

went  up  the  weed-fringed  path.  An 

I  found  her,  and  I  saw  the  little  devodor  of  decay  hung  under  the  trees, 





20

THRILLING  MYSTERY

and  as  he  neared  the  dark  porch  a 

“ Then,”  Crum  said,  “ if  Bert  Colwild,  excited  chattering  from  the lins  should  escape,  should  come  here 

shadows  caused  him  to  pause.  Going 

and  appeal  to  you—” 

nearer  he  saw  that  is  came  from  a 

The  woman’s  face  went  sly. 

cage  of  monkeys.  Now  a  parrot  and 

“ Be  ye  a  friend  of  Bert’s?”  And  at 

several  other  strange-looking  birds 

Crum’s  nod,  “ Well,  we  should  see  in 

in  nearby  cages  set  up  an  eerie 

such  a  case.  W e  should  see.” 

squawking. 

“ Thanks,”  Crum  said,  and  turned 

Crum  stepped  to  the  door  and 

away. 

knocked.  For  moments  there  was  no 

sound.  Then  suddenly  the  door  was 

flung  open  and  the  barrel  of  a  shot

BACK  at  the  car  he  told  Collins 

that  the  woman  would  hide  him, 

gun  appeared. 

brushed  aside  the  young  man’s  thanks 

“ Git back!” a harsh voice screeched. 

with  a  warning  to  lie  low  and  await 

“ Git  back,  ye  little  d iv il!” 

developments. 

Then  he  and  Aga 

Crum  quickly  flashed  his  light,  not 

drove  on  into  town. 

forward,  but  on  himself. 

At  once 

The  business  district  of  the  town 

the  hunched  figure  holding  the  gun 

was  built  around  a  square,  with  an 

straightened  and  in  the  light’s  reold  sandstone  courthouse  in  the  cenflected  glare  Crurti  saw  that  it  was  a ter.  Cars  were  parked  about  it  and  a 

woman. 

She  seemed  not  over  fifty, 

single  light  in  the  basement  marked 

but  her  wrinkled,  leering  face  and 

the  sheriff’s  office. 

bent,  skinny  body  gave  her  the  look 

Leaving  Aga  with  the  car  Crum 

of  the  traditional  witch. 

In  growent  in  alone.  As  he  walked  down 

tesque  contrast  was  the  coquettishly 

the  basement  corridor  a  buzz  of  excurled  brownish  hair  and  the  garish cited  voices  coming  from  an  open 

smear  of  rouge  on  thin  lips  and  cheekdoorway  caused  him  to  slacken  his bones. 

Completing  the  picture  was 

pace.  Then  words  reached  his  ears: 

the  wide-eyed  monkey  perched  on 

“—says  Hooten  passed  out,  but  he 

one  shoulder. 

looked  in  the  wagon  and  it  was 

“ Lor’ !”  she  gasped  now.  “ I  thought 

empty.  There  was  a  trailer  parked 

ye  was  one  of   thim!” 

there,  he  says,  and  a  little  man—” 

“ One  of  ‘them’ ?”  Crum  asked. 

Crum  stepped  into  the  doorway. 

“ One  of  thim  we  don’t  name,”  she 

The  effect  was  electric.  The  redintoned.  “ One  of  thim  that  dances faced  sheriff  behind  the  desk  stopped 

’round  the  thorn.” 

in  the  midst  of  his  speech,  and  the 

“ Ah,”  Crum  said,  “ the  Little  Peogroup  of  half  dozen  men  crowded ple.”  He  produced  one  of  his  cards 

about  him  goggled  with  open  mouths. 

and  extended  it  to  her.  “ I’m  a  de

Crum  smiled, walked  toward  the shertective,  you  see.  “ I’m  here  to  invesiff  with  extended  hand. 

tigate  this  recent  murder  of  a  girl.” 

“ You’re  Sheriff  W ill  Page,  I  be

The  woman’s  face  froze. 

“ The 

lieve,”  he  said.  “ I  am  Colonel  Fabian 

light  of  Heaven  to  her,”  she  said  pi

Crum.” 

ously. 

“ But  I  know  nothin’  of  it.” 

The  sheriff  took  his  hand  uncer

She  started  to  shut  the  door. 

tainly. 

“ W ait!”  Crum  stuck  his  foot  in  the 

“ Crum?  Crum?”  He  blinked.  “ Oh 

door.  “ I  only  wanted  to  ask  you  if 

yeah,  I  read  about  you.  The  scienyou  believe  young  Bert  Collins  to  be tific  detective  that  travels  in  a 

guilty.” 

trailer.” 

He  paused. 

“ Say,  you

The  woman  frowned,  eyeing  Crum 

weren’t  the  fellow  drinkin’  with  Bo 

shrewdly.  Then  her  lips  drew  down. 

Hooten?” 

“ N o!”  she  said.  “ He  nivir  done  it. 

“ I  was,”  Crum  said.  “ Poor  Hooten 

It’s  thim  in  the  town  as  laid  it  on 

exceeded  his  capacity  a  bit. 

But 

him,  thim  mean  and  spiteful  villagwhat’s  this  about  the  man  he  had  in ers.  I  know  ’em.  Ain’t  they  hated 

charge?” 

and  hounded  me,  a-turnin’  up  of  their 

“ He  got  away!”  the  sheriff  exnoses  when  I  married  Clem  Keeber? 

ploded.  “ The  man  at  the  filling  sta

Ain’t  they  persecuted  me?” 

tion  just  phoned.  You  didn’t  by  any
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chance  see  Collins  make  his  getoffice.  He  heard  the  talk  stop  as  he away?” 

approached  and  was  at  once  con

Crum  looked  perplexed.  “ I  recall 

scious  of  the  narrow-eyed  hostility 

that  the  door  to  that  wagon  was 

with  which  the  gaunt  Reeder  eyed 

closed  when  I  left.  However,  there’s 

him. 

a  very  pressing  matter  that  brings 

“ Puzzling  affairs,  these  murders,” 

me  here.  I  had  stopped  to  change  a 

he  said  cheerfully. 

tire  near  a  cabin  just  below  the  pass, 

“ Huh!”  Reeder  grunted.  “ Nothin’ 

when  a  howling  dog  led  me  to  the 

so  puzzlin’,  except  that  this  Collins 

discovery  of  a  grizzled  old  man  who 

is  a  maniac.” 

had  been  rather  brutally  murdered.” 

“ But  I’ve  heard,”  Crum  persisted, 

“ Murdered!” 

The  sheriff,  sprang 

“ that  the  wild  stretch  of  land  where 

up. 

“ I’ll  bet  it’s  old  Mart  Mason! 

that  girl  was  found  has  had  a  bad 

That’s  what  comes  of  Bo  Hooten  let- 

name  for  some  time.” 

tin’  Collins  get  away. 

Well,  it’s  a 

good  thing  I  got  you  fellows  together.”  He  glanced  at  Crum.  “ These REEDER’S deep-set eyes watched 

him  closely. 

men  are  the  Vigilance  Committee. 

“ As  to  that,”  he  said,  “ I  reckon 

W ell,  let’s  get  outa  here  .  .  .  W ait! 

old  Lutie  Keeber  is  responsible.  She 

One  of  you’ll  have  to  stay  to  answer 

owns  the  land. 

She  tells  fortunes 

the  phone  till  Deputy  Barnes  gets 

and  they  say  does  witchcraft. 

If 

back.  How  about  you,  Crib  Lansing?” 

she’da  sold  that  place  to  me,  like  I 

The  wiry  little  man  with  the  butt 

been  tryin’  for  years  to  get  her  to, 

of  an  old-fashioned  revolver  protrud

I’da  had  that  tract  cleared  and  burned 

ing  from  the  hip  pocket  of  his  overthat  old  house  of  hers  clean  down.” 

alls,  shook  his  head. 

“ But  the  land  doesn’t  look  like  it’s 

“ Not  me,  Sheriff. 

Remember  it 

worth  much,”  Crum  muttered. 

was  my  daughter  that  was  killed.  I’m 

“ ’Tain’t,”  Gus  Reeder  said,  “ except 

goin’  with  you.” 

for  one  little  strip  of  farm  land.  But 

“ Reeder,  you  stay.” 

The  sheriff 

the  rest  could  be  cleared  for  fair 

addressed  a  lanky-looking  man  with 

pasturage.  And  at  least  our  pigs  and 

a 

scowling, 

lantern-jawed 

f a c e . 

chickens  would  be  safe  from—” 

Reeder  nodded  and  sat  down  behind 

“ Skunks  and  coyotes,  I  suppose?” 

the  desk. 

Crum  asked  innocently. 

A 

second 

man, 

short, 

stocky, 

Reeder  looked  at  the  other  man, 

dressed  in  a  business  suit,  and  lookwho  burst  out  laughing.  Crum  turned ing  somewhat  more  intelligent  than 

and  the  man  extended  a  hand. 

the  others,  volunteered  to  remain,  too. 

“ I’m  Graves  W ilton,”  he  said, 

Crum  walked  out  with  the  sheriff  and 

“ president  of  the  little  bank  here.  I 

the  others  but  stopped  at  the  curb. 

happen  to  know  something  about 

“ There’s  no  point  in  my  going  back 

that  land  because  our  bank  holds  the 

with  you  now,”  he  said,  “ since  my  asmortgage  on  it.  What  amuses  me  is sistant  can  lead  you  to  the  place. 

that  all  these  scare  tales  have  raised 

There’s  a  little  matter  I’d  like  to  atthe  value  of  that  worthless  land  to tend  to  in  my  laboratory.” 

where  Gus  here  has  offered  the 

He  stepped  over  to  his  car  then, 

woman  twice  what  it’s  worth  just  to 

gave  Aga  brief  instructions  and  sent 

get  rid  of  her.  But  the  more  she’s 

him  along  with  the  sheriff  and  his 

offered  the  more  stubborn  she  gets.” 

party.  After  they  had  gone  he  stood 

He  laughed  again.  “ W e  could  forea  moment  in  thought.  He  did  intend close,  but  the  land’s  worthless.  And 

to  examine  the  hairs  he  had  taken 

I  don’t  care  to  run  the  poor  old  hag 

from  the  dead  man’s  hand,  but  at  the 

o f f . ” 

moment  he  was  more  interested  in 

“ Yeah,”  Reeder  growled,  “ you’re 

gathering  local  gossip.  And  the  man 

willing  to  leave  a  plague  spot  there. 

named  Reeder  was,  he  guessed,  the 

For  years  I  been  say in’  somethin’ 

father  of  the  Rose  Reeder  who  had 

devilish  goes  on  out  there.  I  knew 

stood  so  staunchly  by  young  Collins. 

it  was  bound  to  bust  out,  and  then 

Slowly  Crum  walked  back  into  the

young  Collins  goes  mad.” 
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“ Exactly  what,”  Crum  asked,  “ does 

“ That’s  interesting,”  Crum  said. 

the  woman  really  do?” 

“ Would  it  possible  to  see  it?” 

“ What  do  witches  usually  do?” 

“ That  bone?”  Wilton  asked.  “ The 

Reeder  mumbled. 

“ Carry  on  traffic 

sheriff  keeps  it  in  that  case  over 

with  devils. 

Put  spells  on  animals 

there.” 

and  steal  them  for  sacrifice.  Get  hold 

Crum  didn’t  hesitate.  He  went  to 

of  young  men  and  women  and  turn 

the  glassed  book  case,  reached  in  and 

them  into  maniac-killers.  Like  Coldrew  out  from  among  a  pile  of  palins—” 

pers  the  long  gleaming  bone. 

His 

He  stopped,  his  head  jerking  toeyes  ran  over  it  with  keen  interest. 

ward  the  door.  A  girl  stood  there. 

“ I  think,”  he  said,  “ I’ll  just  take 

Slender,  shapely,  she  wore  a  simple 

the  liberty  of  borrowing  it  for  a  few 

little  cotton  frock  and  her  hair  fell 

minutes.” 

in  rippling  corn-silk  waves  on  either 

W ilton  frowned,  seemed  about  to 

side  of  a  lovely  oval  face.  But  she 

protest.  But  Crum  hurried  out. 

was  flushed  and  her  blue  eyes  were 

A  moment  later  he  stepped  into  his 

flashing  with  anger  now. 

trailer  and  snapped  on  the  brilliant 

“ Father!”  she  cried.  “ I  won’t  hear 

lights  in  his  spotless  white  laborayou  say  those  things  about  Bert! 

tory. 

Here,  compact  but  complete, 

They’re  all  lies.  You  know  he  was 

was  all  the  equipment  of  the  chemist, 

convicted  only  on  circumstantial  evall  the  latest  paraphernalia  for  sciidence.  But  you’ve  always  hated  him entific  crime  detection. 

Working 

just  because  he  rented  from  Lutie 

feverishly  with  calipers  and  steel 

Keeber.  And  as  long  as  she  rented 

tape,  Crum  made  delicate  measureto  him,  she  wouldn’t  sell  to  you.  If ments  of  the  bone. 

He  consulted 

you  had  only  said  a  word  in  his  betables  and  charts. 

half,  only  helped  him—” 

Presently  he  laid  the  bone  aside 

Gus  Reeder  sprang  to  his  feet.  His 

and  took  from  a  small  envelope  some 

leathery  face  had  turned  ugly. 

of  the  coarse  hairs  he  had  plucked 

“ What  do  you  mean  by  speaking 

from  the  dead  man’s  fingers.  He  exto  your  father  like  this,  and  about  a amined  these  carefully  under  the 

convicted  killer!  If  we  get  our  hands 

microscope,  affixed  an  eye-piece  mion  that  maniac—” 

crometer  and  took  delicate  measure

He  made  a  threatening  move  toments.  Next  he  prepared  a  solution ward  her.  The  girl  had  gone  white, 

of  caustic  potash,  placed  the  hairs  in 

her  lips  trembled. 

it  and  was  watching  the  effect  of  the 

“ If  you  let  them  lay  a  hand  on 

strong  alkili  on  the  roots  when  a 

him,”  she  cried,  “ I’ll—I’ll  tell!”  Then 

gabble  of  voices  outside  caused  hint 

she  turned  and  ran  from  the  room. 

to  leave  the  laboratory  table  and  step 

Reeder  plunged  after  her,  yelling 

to  the  door. 

and 

threatening. 

Graves 

W ilton 

The  sight  that  met  his  eyes  as  he 

looked  at  Crum  and  shook  his  head. 

swung  it  open  was  not  reassuring. 

“ Something  of  a  brute,  old  Gus,” 

At  the  forefront  of  an  angry-looking 

he  said,  “ but  you  can’t  much  blame 

crowd  of  men,  Sheriff  W ill  Page 

him.  After  all  the  evidence  against 

stood  with  drawn  gun. 

Collins  was  pretty  strong. 

They 

“ W ell,”  Crum  asked  pleasantly, 

caught  him  bending  over  the  dead 

“ what  can  I  do  for  you,  Sheriff?” 

girl’s  body  and  then,  afterward,  there 

“ You  can  come  along  quietly,” 

was  another  discovery,  too—a  bone 

Page  replied.  “ You’re  under  arrest!” 

fished  out  of  his  woodpile. 

He 

claimed  a  dog  had  dragged  it  there 

CH A PTE R   III 

and  that  he  hadn’t  paid  any  attention 

to  it.  But  it  was  a  human  bone,  a 

 The  Hanging  Sacrifice

thigh-bone. 

And  it  was  just  about 

large  enough  to  have  come  from  the 

body  of  another  girl  who  disappeared 

FOR a moment Crum said nothing, 

his  inner  start  of  alarm  swiftly 

about  a  year  ago,  and  who  was 

mastered. 

His  cool  eyes  traveled 

thought  to  have  run  away.” 

over  the  mob,  and  again  the  sardonic
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smile  was  on  his  lips. 

He  sighed, 

the  murder  of  my  pore  girl,  I  reckon 

glanced  at  Page. 

we  ought  to  listen  to  the  feller.  Now 

“ And  why  am  I  under  arrest?”  he 

they  say  that  there’s  a  bone  from  Ed 

asked. 

Trotter’s 

daughter 

that 

we 

all 

“ You  know  why,”  Sheriff  Page 

thought  ran  away  last  year.” 

growled. 

“ It  was  you  that  helped 

“ In  which,”  Crum  put  in,  “ they  are 

Bert  Collins  to  escape  and  turned 

mistaken. 

It  is  not  the  bone  of  a 

him  loose  oh  us  again.  You may  think 

woman  at  all.  The  difference  in  the 

we’re  dumb,  but  we  know  a  footmale  and  female  skeleton  in  the  reprint  when  we  see  one.  There  was gion  of  the  pelvis  is  marked. 

The 

a  third  man  with  you  when  you  went 

rounded  end  of  the  bone  that  fits  into 

up  to  Mart  Mason’s  place.  W e  seen 

the  socket  of  the  hip  joint  has,  in  the 

his  footprints,  and  they’re  just  about 

woman,  a  somewhat  different  tilt 

the  size  of  Bert  Collins’  shoes!” 

with  respect  to  the  shaft  of  the  bone.” 

Crum,  with  an  actor’s  perfect  mas

“ Then  it  was  a  boy?”  Lansing  detery  of  facial  expression,  let  his  feamanded. 

tures  relax  in  a  grin  of  incredulous 

“ It  was  a  male,”  Crum  said,  “but  a 

amusement. 

male  less  than  four  feet  tall.  That 

“ But,  my  dear  Sheriff,”  he  said, 

is  arrived  at by  a  table  compiled  from 

“ you  don’t  mean  you’re  arresting  me 

thousands  of  tests,  which  establishes 

on  the  basis  of  a  few  doubtful  footthe  height  of  the  male  skeleton  as prints? 

Didn’t  it  occur  to  you  that 

equal  to  3.7  times  the  length  of  the 

the  prints  were  made  by  that  hitchthigh  bone.  It  was  not  the  bone  of hiker  I  left  there  with  the  dog  to 

a  boy,  but  of  a  full  grown  adult,  as 

guard  the  body?” 

is  evidenced  by  the  degree  of  classifi

“ H i t c h - h i k e r ! ”  the  sheriff  ex 

cation.” 

ploded.  “ There  wasn’t  no  hitch-hiker 

“ W hat?”  Crib  Lansing  exploded. 

there. 

There  was  a  dog  tied  to  a 

“ What’s  all  this?  A  grown  man  less 

tree,  but—” 

than  four  feet  high?” 

He  paused. 

“ Why,  he’s  littler  than  you! 

Look 

CRUM  laughed.  “Then the fellow  here,  you’re  a-handin’  us  this  stuff must  have  bolted.” 

about  elves  and  fairies.  But  I  never 

“ That  big  flunkey  of  yours  never 

heard  of  elves  and  fairies  murderin’ 

said  nothin’  about  a  hitch-hiker,”  the 

people!” 

sheriff  snorted. 

“ Didn’t  you ?”  Crum  asked.  “ Then 

“ What  did  he  say?”  Crum  asked. 

your  knowledge  of  anthropology  and 

“ He  wouldn’t  say  nothin’,”  the 

folklore  is  at  fault.  For  our  remote 

sheriff  complained.  “ Acted  like  he’d 

ancestors,  who  coined  the  terms 

forgot  how  to  talk  English.” 

‘Fairies,’  ‘Little  People,’  ‘The  Fair 

Crum  laughed  again. 

“ He  has  a 

Ones,’  were  simply  hiding  under  pohabit  of  letting  me  do  the  talking,” 

lite and flattering language their dread 

he  said.  “ But,  Sheriff,  we’re  wasting 

and  terror  of   beings  so  frightful  that 

time.  If  you’re  going  to  jail  me  you 

they  were  afraid  to  call  them  by  apmay  as  well  go  ahead. 

Only—”  he 

propriate  names.  Dim  shadowy  shapes 

paused,  sweeping  the  crowd  with  his 

of  horror  they  were,  flitting  on  the 

glance— “ only  it’s  a  shame  just  now 

borders  of  life.” 

when  I’ve  made  some  interesting  dis

“ And  you  mean,”  a  hoarse  voice  decoveries  with  regard  to  that  bone manded,  “ that  such  things—” 

that  was  found  in  Bert  Collins’  wood- 

“ Are  here,  haunting  your  countrypile.” 

side,”  Crum  finished  for  him.  “ So  I 

Again  he  eyed  the  crowd. 

Crum 

wonder  that  you’re  ready  to  lock  up  a 

had  not  studied  mob  psychology  with 

man  who  is  qualified  to  deal  with 

a  famous  magician  friend  in  vain. 

them.” 

Eyes  had  widened  with  interest,  and 

“ Crum  claims  he’s  a  witch-man,”  he 

now  the  wiry  figure  of  Crib  Lansing 

heard  a  native  hiss  in  the  ear  of  a  deaf 

was  elbowing  to  the  front. 

companion. 

But  for  the  most  the 

“ Hold  on,  Sheriff,”  he  said. 

“ If 

crowd was impressed. 

that  there  bone  throws  any  light  on

“ All  right  then,  prove  it!”  a  voice
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challenged  Crum  in  a  surly  tone. 

forest  god?”  Crum  asked. 

It  was  what  Crum  wanted. 

He 

“ Yeah,”  the  sheriff  said  uncomfortlooked  at  the  sheriff. 

ably.  “ It’s  the  senselessness  of  it that 

“ Do  I  get  a  chance?” 

makes  it  horrible.  Mind  you,  I  ain’t 

The  sheriff’s  political  sixth-sense 

doubtin’  that  Collins  is  guilty.  But 

was reacting to the mood of the crowd. 

maybe  he  fell  under—well,  influ

“ I  reckon  so,”  he  finally  conceded. 

ences.” 

“ What  do  we  do  now?” 

“ Meaning,”  Crib  Lansing  spoke  up, 

“ First,” Crum said,  “you will release 

“ Lutie  Keeber. 

Yeah. 

Me,  I  ain’t 

my  assistant,  who  will  drive  us  back 

never  been  satisfied  about  that  well- 

to  the  scene  of the  crime.  From  there 

digger  that  died  last  year.” 

we  will make  a reconnaissance  trip  in

“ More  strange  deaths!”  Crum  exto  the  hill  country.  You  can  bring claimed.  “ What  about  that  one?” 

along  a  couple  of  men  to  guard  us,  if 

“ Oh,  just  a  well-digger,  a  stranger,” 

you  like.  But  no  more.  W e  must  go 

Lansing  said.  “ He  was  diggin’  a  well 

stealthily.” 

out back  of Lutie’s  garden, but he died 

“ Okay,”  the  sheriff  agreed. 

“ But 

suddenly  before  it  was  finished. 

I 

first hand  over your  gun.” 

been  thinkin’  there  shoulda  been  an 

autopsy,  but  there  wasn’t.  And  after 

CRUM smiled as he passed his small  he died Lutie filled the well up.”  He but  high-powered  revolver  to  the 

frowned.  “ By  Grabs, that  gives me  an 

officer.  The  sheriff  had  paid  no  attenidea!” 

tion  to  the  little  watch-charm  pistol 

He  didn’t  say  what  it  was  and  Crum 

which  dangled  from a  chain  across  his 

quickly  changed  the  subject.  He,  too, 

vest.  This apparent  toy was  in  reality 

was  interested  in  Lutie  Keeber, but he 

a  deadly  weapon,  firing  one  minute 

did  not  want  to  encourage  any  search 

cartridge  loaded  with  the  deadly  arof  her  house,  which  would  certainly row-poison,  curare.   Crum  twirled  it 

expose  Collins. 

The  car,  however, 

idly as  he  led  the way  up to  his  car. 

passed  her  place  without  further  ref

Aga,  who  had  been  held  prisoner  in 

erence  being  made  to  her  and  was 

a  nearby  automobile,  was  released  and 

presently brought to  a stop  at  the  trail 

allowed  to  take  his  place  behind  the 

that  led  to  the  Mason  cabin. 

wheel.  Crum  and  the  sheriff  sat  be

Crum  and  the  others  piled  out.  A 

side  him.  Crib  Lansing  and  another 

deputy  squatting  on  the  front  steps 

armed  man  piled  into  the  back,  and 

had  nothing  to  report  except  that  Gus 

car  and  trailer  headed  back  for  the 

Reeder  had  been  by,  looking  for  his 

hills. 

daughter who  had  run  away  from  him. 

A thoughtful silence reigned as they 

He  had  gone  into  the  woods  to  look 

swung  through  the  outskirts  and  back 

for  her.  Crum  frowned  seriously  at 

onto  the  winding  highway.  The  men 

this,  then  led  the  way  up  to  the  trail 

seemed  to  be  mulling  over  the  strange 

toward  the  spot  where  Mason’s  body 

little  detective’s  sinister  words.  Finhad  been  found. 

ally  the  sheriff  spoke. 

The  police  dog  was  still  tied  there. 

“ You’re  a  queer  one,  Colonel,”  he 

He  bristled  as  they  approached,  but 

said.  “ I  heard  you were  quite  a  scienquieted  at  a  word  from  Crum. 

tist,  and  here  you  are  talking  fairy 

“ I  had  intended  to  use  that  dog,” 

tales.  But”—he  paused,  frowning  at 

Crum  said.  “ But  for  the  moment  I 

the  sombre  hills—“ there’s  no  denythink  we’d  better  rely  on  surprise. 

ing  something  devilish  has  been  at 

Now  the  little monsters  that  came  out 

work  there. 

It  ain’t  just  that  hen 

of  this  grove  headed  up  toward  the 

roosts  and  pig  pens  have  been  raided. 

cliffs.  I  suggest  that  we  scatter  out 

Lately  there’ve  been  uglier  reports, 

and  go  slowly  up  in  that  direction, 

things  that  really  do  look  like  witchlooking  carefully  for  caves into which craft.  Animals,  pigs,  chickens  have 

the  creatures  may  have  gone.” 

been 

found 

hanging 

from 

tree 

“ There  ain’t  no  caves,”  Crib  Lansbranches.  Not eaten,  you see,  but  just ing  said. 

“ Leastwise  none  a  man 

hanging  there.” 

could  get  into. 

Only  a  few  coyote 

“ Like  sacrifices  to  some  earth  or

holes.” 
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“ Then  we’ll  look  for  coyote  holes,” 

“ There’s  a  dead  pig  under  the  tree 

Crum  said. 

there.  Take  it  to  the  laboratory  and 

“ Not  me,”  Lansing  answered. 

“ I 

make a careful  chemical analysis of its 

got a better  idea.  I aim to  have  a look 

flesh.  Then  see  if  you  can  develop 

around  that  covered-up  well  on  Lutie 

any  fingerprints  from  this  paper.” 

Keeber’s  place.” 

Aga  nodded,  took  the  paper  and 

He  started  off  alone,  shaking  his 

went  after  the  pig. 

head  as  the  sheriff  tried  to  call  him 

“ Fingerprints  from  paper?”  the 

back.  The  four remaining men  spread 

sheriff  asked  incredulously. 

out,  the  sheriff  staying  close  enough 

“ It  can  be  done  with  iodine  fumes,” 

to  keep  an  eye  on  Crum,  and  moved 

Crum  said.  “ Now  let’s  go  on.” 

stealthily  up  the  brushy  slope. 

Quietly  they  climbed  on,  coming 

nearer  and  nearer  to  the  frowning 

A N eerie silence prevailed.  Moon-  cliffs.  Only the faint scrape of their rays  slanting  down  made  grofeet  broke  the  eerie  silence. 

tesque monsters of the shadows.  There 

“ Do  you  reckon,”  the  sheriff  whiswas a sense of being followed, watched pered,  “ that  old  Lutie  brings  these 

by  small  demon  eyes.  Suddenly  Crum, 

offerings—these  pigs  and  chickens— 

pressing  through  dense  underbrush 

to  feed  some  sort  o f—” 

near  a  gnarled  juniper  tree,  halted, 

His  voice  died  with  a  quaver  in  his 

sniffing.  The  smell  of blood had  come 

throat. 

From  somewhere  to  their 

to  his  sensitive  nostrils. 

right, a scream had  knifed  through the 

He  pushed  on  then  stopped,  staring 

darkness.  Shrill  and  ear-splitting,  it 

at  something  which  hung  dead  and 

vibrated  with  terror  and  agony:


awful  against the  sky,  something from 

“ Help!  Help!  In  heaven’s  name! 

which  blood  was  dripping. 

Devils!  Devils!” 

Quickly he flicked  on  his  light.  The 

Instantly the two men were running, 

hanging  thing  was  a  small  pig.  One 

Crum,  despite  his  short  legs,  easily 

of  its  hind  legs  was  fastened  in  the 

keeping  pace  with  the  panting,  burly 

crotch  of  a  tree  limb.  Its  tusks  were 

sheriff.  Again  the  screams  sounded, 

bared,  its  small  eyes  stared  glassily. 

but  this  time  in  a  wordless  ululation 

Its  throat  was  cut  in  a  great gash. 

of  torment.  And  the  same  time  the 

“ What  is  it?”  The  sheriff,  seeing 

men  halted,  having  reached  the  rocky 

the  light  had  come  up  behind  Crum. 

bed  of  a  ravine  down  which  a  narrow 

Then  he  glimpsed  the  thing,  too. 

stream  trickled.  The  scream  had  come 

“ Now  you  know  what  I  meant  by  sacfrom  nowhere

rifice  and  witchcraft,  Colonel!” 

“ Where  are  you?”  the  sheriff  bel

Crum  nodded.  “ Take  it  down,  will 

lowed. 

you ?” 

There  was  no  answer.  Then  a  sud

The  sheriff  did  so  with  repugnance. 

den  scurrying  sound,  as  of  small  crea

Crum  stooped,  examined  it  Briefly, 

tures  plunging  into  the  brush,  sent 

then got  up and  began  to play  his  light 

them  lunging  upward  into  a  rocky 

about  in  the  brush. 

clearing.  But  they  had  come  too  late. 

“ What  you  hunting  fo r?”  Sheriff 

In  the  white  spot  made  by  their 

Page  husked. 

flashlights,  Crib  Lansing  lay  on  his 

“ The  person  who  brought  this  grueback,  arms flung wide,  face  frozen  in  a some  thing  here,”  Crum  said,  “must 

fearful  mask  of  agony.  There  cpuld 

have  had  it  wrapped  in  something  to 

be  no  question  that  he  was  dead. 

avoid  the  blood—ah,  here  it  is!” 

“ Murdered  right  under  our  eyes!” 

He  had  stooped  as  he  spoke  and 

the  sheriff  muttered.  He  turned  his 

fished  out  from  the  foliage  of  a bush  a 

eyes  away,  sickened  by  the  sight,  then 

wadded  mass  of  coarse  wrapping-pastiffened. 

per  stained  with  blood.  Carefully  he 

Crum had  seen it, too— a tiny, caperspread  it  out.  There  were  plenty  of ing shape among the trees to their left. 

bloodstains,  but  no  discernible  finger

Both men  sprang toward  it, the sheriff 

prints.  Crum  folded  it  up,  then  gave 

plunging  ahead,  gun  in  hand.  The 

a  low  whistle  which  summoned  Aga. 

small  shape  had  danced  out  of  sight 

To  his  assistant,  he  said:

now,  but  suddenly  the  sheriff’s  gun
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blasted.  A  high-pitched  scream  rang 

the  sheriff  meanwhile  was  staring  at 

out  like  an  echo.  A  woman’s  scream! 

the  kinky  curls  of  brownish  hair  on 

The  sheriff  jerked  to  a  halt,  flung 

the  woman’s  head. 

his 

light 

groundward 

as 

Crum 

“ Come  along  back  here,”  he  said, 

reached  his  side. 

Sprawled  on  the 

and  grabbed  her  arm. 

ground,  but  apparently  uninjured,  lay 

He  led her back to  the knifed  corpse 

Lutie  Keeber,  her  face  bloodless  with 

of  Crib  Lansing,  stooped  down  and 

terror.  A  large  butcher  knife  which 

lifted  one  of  the  dead  man’s  hands. 

had  fallen  from  her  hand  lay  nearby, 

From  its  clenched  fingers  he  plucked 

while  around  and  about  her,  capering 

a  few  strands  of  hair  similar  to  that 

and  gibbering  with  excitement,  her 

which  Crum  had  found  in  Mart 

pet  monkey  danced  like  a  furry 

Mason’s  hand.  Straightening,  he  held 

shadow. 

them  close  to  Lutie  Keeber’s  head  and 

played  his  flashlight  on  them. 

“ There!”  he  said  triumphantly. 

CH APTER  IV 

“ You’ll  have  a  hard  time  explaining 

how  your  hair  got  in  that  dead  man’s 

 Orgy  of  the  Earthlings

hand!” 

The  woman  trembled,  but  kept  her 

mouth  stubbornly  shut.  Crum  stepped 

L u t i e ? ” 

the 

sheriff 

forward. 

 M.   gasped,  and  the  words  seemed 

“ May  I  see  the  hairs?”  he  asked. 

to  empty  his  lungs. 

The  sheriff  held  them  out  to  him, 

Instantly  the  woman  was  scramwhile  Crum  produced  a  magnifying bling  up. 

glass  and  the  small  envelope  in  which 

“ M e?”  she  shrilled.  “ You  mean 

were  the  remaining  hairs  taken  from 

you  think  I  killed  Lansing?  It wasn’t 

the  dead  trapper’s  fingers.  These  he 

me!  It  was  thim,  the  Little  People! 

held  close  to  those  in  the  sheriff’s 

I  heard  his  screams  and  came  running 

hand,  and  squinted  at  them  intently. 

with  the  knife.” 

“ You’ll  see,”  he  said  finally,  “ that 

The  sheriff  was  shrewdly  eyeing 

they  seem  to  be  identical  with  the 

the  monkey. 

ones  which  Mart  Mason  was  clutch

“ You  can  tell  that  to  a  jury,  Lutie 

ing.  If  so,  they  cannot  be  Mrs. 

Keeber,”  he  growled.  “ I’m  beginning 

Keeber’s.” 

to  see things now.  You  got more than 

“ W hy  not?”  the  sheriff  demanded. 

one  monkey,  ain’t  you? 

W ell,”  he 

“ Chiefly,”  Crum  said,  “because  they 

turned  to  Crum  with  a  glance  of 

are  male  hairs.” 

triumph,  “ I  think  I  know  how  the 

“ But  you  can’t  tell  by  glancing  at 

tales  of  gnomes  and  elves  got  started. 

them!” 

She  uses  those  monkeys—” 

“ Not  with  this  glass,”  Crum  ad

“ It’s  a  lie!”  the  woman  screamed. 

mitted. 

“ But  the  other  hairs  were 

Her  terror-stricken  face  was  turned 

examined  and  measured  with  a microtoward  two  more  men  who  had  come meter.  Scientific  charts  tell  us  that 

pounding  up. 

One  was  the  deputy 

head  hairs  measure  no  more  than  .08 

who  had  been  stationed  at  Mason’s 

millimeters  in  diameter,  while  beard 

cabin.  The  other  was  the  remaining 

hairs  measure  0.1  millimeters,  the  apmember  of  the  searching  party.  Both proximate  diameter  of  these.” 

carried  guns  and  the  woman  stared 

The  woman  was  watching  Crum 

at  them  like  an  animal  at  bay. 

“ I 

now  with  a  faint  smile,  but  the  sheriff 

didn’t 

kill 

Crib 

Lansing!” 

she 

glowered. 

screamed. 

“ Bushwah!”  he  snorted.  “ You’re 

Crum  was  watching  her  with  inner 

still  thinking  of  that  crazy  gnome 

tremors. 

W ould  she  speak,  tell  of 

theory. 

But  it’s  this  woman,  prob

Collins  hidden  in  her  house,  give  him 

ably  with  Collins  as  an  accomplice, 

up  to  save  herself? 

Suddenly  he 

who’s  been  doing  these  killings.  And 

caught  her  eye,  pursed  his  lips  and 

she’s  been  using  those  monkeys  of 

frowned.  The  woman  seemed  to  unhers  to  fool  the  superstitious.  Now derstand,  her  jaw  clamped  tight.  But

I’m  arresting  her  for  the  crimes!” 
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“ That,”   said  Crum,  “might  be  adone has been so anxious to keep people visable  for  her  own  protection.  Supoff  this  tract  of  land,”  Crum  sugpose  you  send  her  back  to  the  trapgested. 

“ It  might  also  explain  the 

per’s  cabin  and  have  her  kept  there 

death  of  a  well-digger  who  may  have 

under  guard.  Meanwhile  you  and  I 

struck  oily  water.” 

will  keep  after  the  killers.” 

As  he  spoke,  he  began  climbing 

“ The  monkeys,  you  mean,*’  the 

down  the ravine’s bank.  Now he knelt 

sheriff  grumbled.  But he agreed. 

at  the  edge  of  the  stream,  testing  the 

One  of  the  men  was  left  to  guard 

black  film  along  its  edges  with  his 

the  body  of  Crib  Lansing,  while  the 

fingers.  He  was  about  to  straighten, 

other  went  back  with  the  woman. 

when  a  sound  reached  his  ears—a 

Crum  and  the  sheriff  then  moved  on 

sound  that  seemed  to be  carried  on  the 

up  the  banks  of  the  ravine. 

water  and  which  had  not  been  audible 

“ I’d  like  to  know,”  the  sheriff  said, 

from  above.  Voices,  whispers.  A 

“ whether  you’re  on  the  level  or  just 

woman’s  voice  and  a  man’s. 

leading me  a wild-goose  chase.  I  ain’t 

Crum  got  up,  climbed  the  bank 

yet  convinced  about  that  hitch-hiker.” 

again,  and  stood  frowning  a  moment. 

He  halted,  noticing  that  Crum  had 

“ W e’re  getting  close  to  the  cliffs,” 

stopped  and  was  playing  his  light 

he  said.  “ I  think  we’d  better  strike 

down  upon  the  current  of  the  stream. 

out  at  angles  and  look  for  coyote 

“ W ell,  what  do  you  see?” 

holes, working  toward  a  central  point. 

And  it  might  be  wise  if  you  returned 

RUM  didn’t  answer  directly. 

my  gun.” 

“ I’ve  been  wondering,”  he  said, 

Sheriff  Page  shook  his head. 

“ why  Crib  Lansing,  after  apparently 

“ No,  I  reckon not.  I  ain’t  quite sure 

going  to  investigate  the  old  well  he 

of  you  yet. 

Anyhow,  we  can  stay 

spoke  of, came up here to this stream.” 

within  calling  distance.” 

“ So  what?” 

Crum  shrugged.  “ Very  well.  I’ll 

“ W ell,”  Crum  said,  pointing  down, 

follow   the  stream.” 

“ did  you  notice  that  stain  there  along 

He  started  off  slowly,  but  once  the 

the  water’s  edge?  Black  and  slightly 

sheriff  was  out  of  sight  he  quickened 

iridescenf?” 

his  pace.  He  reached  a  point  where 

The  sheriff  peered  down.  “ Looks 

the  stream  made  a  bend  and  the  low 

like  oil  seeping  from  somewhere. 

gurgle  of  a  spring  was  audible.  Now, 

But  I  never  heard  of  oil  being  found 

as  the  voices  reached  hi6  ears  again, 

around  here.” 

he  crouched  behind  a  bush,  peered

“ W hich  might  explain  why  some
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toward  the  shadows  beneath  a  nearby 

him.  With  the  pattern  of  the  whole 

juniper  tree. 

mystery  almost  clear  in  his  mind,  he 

Two  figures  were  crouching  there. 

was  seeing  the  wreck  of  his  efforts, 

Enough  moonlight  filtered  through 

almost  certain  death  for  Collins,  tragthe  leaves  for  him  to  recognize  them edy  for  this  courageous  girl. 

— Bert  Collins  and  Rose  Reeder! 

“ Oh,  Bert,”  Crum  heard  her  sob,  “ I 

couldn’t  bear  to  tell.  My  own  father! 

B ERT  COLLINS  had  stopped 

now, within a yard of the sheriff. 

But  I’ve  known  all  along  he  wanted 

W ith  the  speed  of  a  striking  snake, 

this  land.  He  found  the  signs  of  oil 

Crum  sprang. 

Both  hands  grasped 

long  ago,  has  schemed  to  get  it  ever 

the  sheriff’s  gun-wrist,  bore  it  downsince. 

But  I  can’t  believe  he’d  do 

ward  as  the  .45  blasted. 

Then  the 

all  this.  Only,  if  they  try  to  lynch 

sheriff’s  powerful  arm  had  flung  him 

you,  I’ll  tell!” 

off,  sent  him  rolling.  But  not  before 

“ Now,  now.”  Collins  patted  her 

young  Collins  had  leaped  forward  in 

arm.  “ Others  may  know  of  the  oil, 

a  savage  charge. 

too,  but  I  begin  to  see  why  I  was 

Crum  picked  himself  up  quickly 

framed.  I  put  my  foot  in  it,  I  guess, 

and  sprang  toward  the  two  men  now 

by  ranging  about  this  tract  too  much, 

locked  in  a  panting  struggle  for  the 

following  the  stream.  But  I  paid  no 

gun.  Abruptly  he  checked  himself. 

attention  to  the  oil.  I  was  just  think

A  strange  sound  had  come  from  the 

ing  of  using  the  stream  for  irrigabrush  on  a  ridge  above  them,  a tion—” 

crackling  of  branches,  followed  by  a 

He  stopped  abruptly,  sprang  to  his 

weird  gabble  of  half-human  speech. 

feet  as  Crum  had  stepped  into  view. 

He  looked  up  then  and  saw  them 

“ Quiet!”  the  little  detective  hissed. 

against  the  moonlit  sky—the  heads 

“ The  sheriff—” 

and  shoulders  of  weird  little  mon

“ Is  already  here!”  a  voice  behind 

sters  with  bearded  faces  and  gleamhim  said.  “ Just  thought  I’d  try  foling  yellow  eyes! 

lowing  y o u !” 

“ Sheriff !  C ollins!” he cried.  But the 

Crum  whirled,  but  already  the 

warning came  too  late.  Already a rain 

sheriff’s  big  hand  was  gripping  his 

of  missiles  was  flying  down,  jagged 

shoulder.  The  other  hand  held  a  rerocks  that  sent  him  ducking  in  a volver  leveled  on  Collins. 

sprawl. 

“ So  we  found  your  hitch-hiker  after 

The 

strugging 

men 

had 

now 

all!”  Page  gloated. 

turned,  but  a  heavy  rock  caught  the 

Collins  was  too  stunned  to  speak. 

sheriff  on  the  side  of  the  head  and 

The  girl  had  thrown  herself  between 

he  fell  with  his  gun  still  in  hand.  Colhim and the gun, was huddling against lins  instantly  sprang  toward  the 

him  shieldingly. 

Crum  himself  was 

screaming  girl,  but  a  flying  rock 

momentarily 

speechless, 

but 

he 

caught  him,  too,  threw  him  off  balquickly  recovered. 

ance  and  sent  him  rolling  down  the 

“ All  right,  Sheriff,”  he  said,  “ you 

steep  bank  of  the  ravine. 

win.  My  cards  are  on  the  table  from 

Now  the  little  monsters  were  comnow  on. 

I  did  free  Collins,  but  he 

ing  down.  Gibbering  wildly  in  their 

isn’t  guilty.  And  I’ll  prove  it  if  given 

strange,  guttural  speech,  they  leaped 

a chance.  If  that mob  gets  him,  you’ll 

through  the  air,  howling,  black  silnever  take  him  to  the  jail.  So  I’m houettes  against  the  moon.  The  girl 

appealing  to  your  sense  of  justice  and 

had  stumbled  back,  had  tripped  and 

fair  play.” 

fallen,  and  the  little  monsters were  on 

“ Fair  play!”  the  sheriff  rasped. 

her! 

“ You  won’t  trick  me  with  your  glib 

As  Crum  grasped  his  tiny   curare 

tongue  again.  Collins,  you’re  under 

pistol  and  darted  toward  her,  one  of 

arrest.  Come  forward  now.” 

the  gabbling  small  devils  saw  him.  A 

Collins 

hesitated, 

then 

pushed 

rock  sailed  through  the  air  and  Crum 

the  sobbing  girl  away and  came slowly 

went  down  in  a  blinding  explosion  of 

toward  the  officer.  Crum  was  tense; 

stars. 

a  tremendous  decision  weighed  on

He  raised  his  head,  his  senses  reel
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ing  as  if  his  skull  had  been  split.  He 

unconscious  white  burden  which  the 

saw  the  sheriff  still  lying  where  he 

males  bore  in  and  placed  in  the  cenhad 

fallen.  He 

looked 

up 

and 

ter  of  the  cave.  But  as  the  males  beglimpsed  a  horrid  sight  on  the  slope gan  to  dance  and  chant  about  their 

above—an  eerie  procession  of  small 

prize,  the  females  joined  in  the  orgy. 

hairy monsters,  four  of  them  carrying 

the  girl  while  a  half  dozen  more 

danced  about  them,  capering  wildly 

IT was the weirdest thing Crum had 

ever  seen,  a  saturnalia  of  bearded 

as  they  brandished  knives  and  clubs. 

imps.  And  presently,  when  the  little 

Crum  pulled  himself  to  his  feet, 

females went darting  into the shadows 

and weaving  drunkenly, started up the 

to  return  with  dripping  hunks  of  raw 

slope  behind  them. 

There  was  no 

meat  which  the  males  seized  and  detime  to  summon  help  now,  no  time voured  avidly,  their  howling  capers 

to  wait.  Desperately  he  forced  himwere  whipped  to  an  insane  frenzy. 

self  on,  gained  the  top  of  the  ridge 

It  was  upon  this  mad  frenzy  that 

and  stared  down.  The  spring  which 

Crum  pinned  his  only  hope  of  saving 

was  the  stream’s  source  was  now  visthe  girl. 

Everything  depended  on 

ible,  pouring  from  a  jagged  hole  in 

swift  and  perfect  timing.  If  he  were 

the  hillside.  The  little  demons  were 

able  to  drop  one  of  the  leaders  with 

going  toward  it—were  going  into  it! 

the  instantly  lethal  bullet  of  his  little 

Now  he  understood  why  their  hid

 curare  gun,  he  might  find  time  in  the 

ing  place  had  never  been  found,  why 

confusion to reload.  Then  a mad  dash 

no  footprints  had  marked  their  lair. 

to  reach  the  girl,  a  second  shot,  per

And  even  if  it  had  been  found,  the 

haps  a  chance  to  kick  the  fire  into  the 

hole  was  much  too  small  to  admit  a 

water  which  flowed  along  one  wall, 

man of normal  size.  Even the girl was 

and  he  might make  it. 

giving  them  difficulties.  Then  one  of 

It  was  a  desperate  chance  but  he 

them  crawled  in  and  began  to  pull  her 

had  no  choice.  Cautiously  he  edged 

upward 

through 

the 

water. 

The 

nearer,  hugging  the  tunnel  wall.  He 

others  followed,  vanished  into  the 

reached  the  opening,  raised  his  tiny 

darkness. 

pistol  to  aim,  and  then  froze. 

Crum got up and  stole  forward.  The 

From  either  side  of  the  entrance 

whole  thing  was  like  some  fantastic 

two  squatting  gnomes  who  were 

childhood  dream,  but  he  knew  it  was 

posted  there  as  sentinels  sprang  at 

real  and  shuddered  at  the  thought  of 

him  with  hissing  cries.  His  tiny  gun 

what  awaited  the  girl  in  the  dark 

cracked  like  a  midget  firecracker  and 

bowels  of  the  hills—a fate  from which 

the  first  of  the  charging  demons  fell. 

he  alone  could  save  her.  And  he must 

Then  the  second  one  hurled  his  club. 

do  it  alone  and  unaided. 

Gripping 

It  caught  Crum  square  on  the  forethe  tiny  gun  with  its  single  lethal head,  and  this  time  he  pitched  down 

charge,  Crum went  down  on  his hands 

into  complete  blackness. 

and  knees  in  the  shallow  water,  and 

began  crawling  into  the  darkness. 

It  seemed  an  interminable  night

CH APTER  V 

mare  as  he  moved  on  blindly  through 

the  black  water,  guided  <jnly  by  a  dis

 End  of  the  Death  Trail

tant  gabble  that  seemed  to  have  no 

relation  to  the  things  of  earth.  Then 

a  light  shone,  dim,  reddish  and  eerie, 

but  revealing  the moving shapes ahead 

CRUM’S  mind  floated  hazily  to 

consciousness  still  trailing  the 

and  the  cavern  beyond  them.  In  this 

veils  of  nightmare.  For  ages  the  din 

rock-walled  crypt  a  fire  was  burning, 

of  the  saturnalia  seemed  to  have  been 

and  squatting  beside  it  were  the  feraging,  and  then  a  detail  in  the  smoky males  of  this  demon  species— weird 

phantasmagoria  jarred  him  to  a  full 

little  shapes,  with  wrinkled  yellowish 

awareness  of  actuality. 

It  was  the 

faces,  pointed  teeth  like  the  fangs  of 

flash of  knives! 

reptiles  and  gleaming,  almond  eyes. 

They  had  appeared  in  the  hands  of 

At  first  they  shrank  away  from  the

the  bearded  males  and  the  weird  little
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females  alike,  crude  weapons  that 

he  waited,  his  ear  close  to  the  curseemed  to  have  been  fashioned  from rent  of  the  spring.  Not  a  sound  had 

old  files  and  bits  of  iron,  but  which 

the  whistle  made  that  his  ears  could 

gleamed  with  raw,  cruel  edges.  As 

detect,  but  how,  still  distant  but  comthe  gnomes  danced  madly  about  the ing  distinctly,  a  series  of  quick 

still  unconscious  girl,  they  began  a 

answering  barks  reached  him. 

pantomime,  feinting  with  the  knives 

With  heart  hammering,  he  blew 

at  her  body  in  a  way  that  made  their 

again,  waited.  The  barks  were  comhorrible  intentions  clear. 

ing  nearer,  increasing  in  volume  and 

Crum  stirred  then  and  for  the  first 

intensity. 

time  realized  that 

he  was  tied. 

Suddenly  the  blood  in  Crum’s  veins 

Tightly  drawn  thongs  of  rawhide 

went  cold.  A  shadow  had  fallen  across 

bound  his  wrists  and  ankles.  He  felt 

the  water.  Crum  turned.  One  of  the 

for  his  tiny  gun,  but  it  was  gone.  A 

bearded  little  monsters  was  bending 

moment  later  he  saw  it  hanging  by 

over  him,  knife  poised,  thin  lips 

its  chain  from  the  neck  of  one  of  the 

peeled  back  from  pointed  teeth. 

death-elves. 

Crum  flung  his  torso 

upright. 

A  wave  of  fear  such  as  he  had  never 

Bound  as  he  was  it  was  fight  now  or 

known  washed  over  Crum  then.  He 

die  like  a  trussed  animal.  His  head 

had  always  been  prepared  to  meet 

butted  the  creature’s  pendulous  belly, 

death  under horrible  circumstances;  it 

rocked  him  back.  A  howl  went  up 

wa6  a  hazard  of  the  calling  he  had 

from  the  group  about  the  girl.  Then 

chosen.  But  to  lie  helpless  and  see 

his  attacker  was  lunging  again,  and 

a  woman  butchered  by  inhuman 

this  time  the  knife  was  driving 

demons  was  something  he  had  not 

straight  toward  his  middle.  W ith  one 

anticipated. 

final  blast  on  the  whistle  which  was 

Yet,  what  could  he  do?  Even  if  he 

still  between  his  teeth,  Crum  flung 

were  able  to  summon  the  sheriff’s 

himself  forward  and  down. 

As  he 

whole  posse,  they  would  not  be  able 

did  so,  the  bearded  demon  sideto  reach  him,  would  only  be  able  to stepped,  then  fell  upon  him  like  a 

stand  outside  while  his  death  cries 

wildcat.  The  knife  came  up,  started 

and  those  of  the  helpless  girl  floated 

down—and  then  stopped  in  mid-air. 

out  upon  the  current  of  the  water. 

For  suddenly,  from  the  tunnel, 

Crum  let  his  head  drop.  He  still 

there  had  come  the  wallowing  splash 

lay  near  the  opening  and  as  he  racked 

of  a  huge  body  and  a  din  of  savage 

his  brain,  he  let  the  cold  spring  water 

snarls  which,  magnified  by  the  tunlave  his  burning  forehead. 

Then  a 

nel’s  acoustics,  froze  the  squatting 

sound  reached  him,  faint  and  farmonsters  in  their  tracks. 

away,  but  carried  on  the  water.  The 

The  one  atop  Crum,  sprang  up  and 

excited  barking  of  a  dog! 

back,  his  cry  of  terror  blending  with 

Instantly  Crum  was  alert.  Aga 

the  howls  of  the  others  as  a  huge 

must  have  learned  of  his  disapbrown  body  shot  like a  projectile  from pearance,  must  have  quick-wittedly 

the  tunnel’s  blackness. 

thought  of  using  the  police  dog  to 

trail  him!  But  the  dog  would  not  be 

able  to  follow   his  trail  through  water. 

Y am m erin g ,  hissing,  lashing

out  madly  with  their  knives,  the 

And  if  he  made  a  sound,  the  dancing 

small  demons  scattered  right  and  left. 

monsters  would  be  upon  him.  Then 

But  their  efforts  were  useless  against 

Crum’s  fingers,  absently  fingering  the 

the  maddened  police  dog. 

It  was  a 

spot  from  which  his  little  gun  had 

battle  of  the  primitive,  with  life  or 

vanished, 

encountered 

the 

dog 

death  hanging  in  the  balance.  And 

whistle.  He  had  bought  it  when  the 

the  hand  of  Death  did  not  reach  out 

thought  of  using  a  dog  had  first  ocfor  that  heroic  animal. 

curred  to  him.  And  now,  unexpect

Those  of  the  demon  tribe  who  were 

edly,  it  might  well  prove  his  salvaonly  wounded,  fled  the  scene,  gibbertion ! 

ing  and  moaning. 

Instantly  he  fished  it  out,  caught 

Crum  did  not  pause  to  watch  the 

it  between  his  lips  and  blew.  Then

carnage.  Seizing  the  knife  that  had
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dropped  from  his  attacker’s  hand,  he 

“ Hasheesh,”  Crum  muttered.  “ I 

ripped  himself  free,  seized  the  girl 

thought  so.  And  the  bloody  paper?” 

by  the  feet,  pulled  her  into  the  cur

“ I  got  some  excellent  fingerprints,” 

rent  of  the  water  and  dragged  her 

Aga  said.  “ I  used  cold  iodine  fumes 

swiftly  through  the  tunnel. 

and  it  brought  them  out  fine.  Then, 

It  was  a  wild-eyed  group  that 

before  they  faded,  I  fixed  them  with 

greeted  him  when  he  emerged,  half 

a  solution  of  chloride  of  palladium.” 

dead  with  exhaustion,  but  with  the 

He  paused  to  fish  in  his  pocket.  “ I 

girl  unharmed.  The  sheriff  was  there, 

have  a  part  of  the  paper  here,  with 

a  bandage  on  his  head,  and  Aga,  who 

the  prints.” 

sprang  forward  to  lift  his  master  and 

“ Good,”  Crum  said.  “ Just  keep  it 

help  him  to  a  bed  of  sand  beside  the 

handy.” 

stream. 

He  lay  back  and  closed  his  eyes, 

From  here  Crum  saw  the  others— 

breathing  deeply.  He  heard  the  girl’s 

Bert  Collins  in  handcuffs,  the  banker 

muttered  words  as  she  revived,  heard 

Wilton,  and  the  girl’s  father. 

Gus 

Collins’  exclamation  of  joy,  and  was 

Reeder  was  springing  forward  to  lift 

glad  that  she  had  been  unconscious 

her  from  the  water. 

through  it  all. 

He  heard,  too,  the 

“ So  you  did  find  them,”  the  sheriff 

splashing,  panting  sounds  when  the 

gasped,  kneeling  by  Crum’s  side. 

big  police  dog  came  limping  out  of 

“ But  how  that  dog  located  you,  I 

the  tunnel  and  stopped  in  the  water 

don’t  know.  What  and  who  are  the^  to  shake  and  lick  his  wounds. 

little  devils  anyhow?” 

“ Good  dog,”  Crum  called,  and  then 

Mopping  at  his  cut  jaw  with  a 

to  Aga:  “ See  if  he’s  injured  and  athandkerchief, 

C r u m  

impatiently 

tend  to  him.” 

waved  the  question  aside. 

He  lay  back  and  remained  with  his 

“ W here’s  Lutie  Keeber?”  he  asked. 

eyes  closed  until  the  sheriff  returned. 

“ W hy,  she’s  under  guard  at  Mart 

He  was  warned  of  this  by  the  shrill 

Mason’s  cabin.” 

voice  of  Lutie  Keeber,  who  was  ap

“ Send  for  her,”  Crum  ordered. 

parently  being  dragged  up,  protest

The  sheriff  nodded  and  went  off. 

ing,  by  the  officer. 

While  Collins  and  the  two  other  men 

“ Well,  here  she  is,”  Sheriff  Page 

were  working  to  revive  Rose  Reeder, 

announced. 

Crum  spoke  to  Aga  who  was  still 

Crum  sat  up  and  faced  the  woman. 

kneeling  beside  him. 

The  others  gathered  close. 

Under 

“ You  analyzed  the  flesh  of  that 

Crum’s  gaze  Lutie  Keeber  seemed  to 

p ig?”  he  asked. 

wilt. 

“ I  did,”  the  Asiatic  said. 

“ It  is 

“ The  pygmies  were  yours,”  he  acvery  strange. 

The  meat  had  been 

cused. 

needled  with  a  hypodermic.  It  con

The  woman  gasped.  “ And  ye  knew 

tained  a  strong  infusion  of  an  exall  along?” 

tract  from   cannabis  indica.” 

 [Turn  page]

Pepsi-Cola  Is  made  only  by  Pepsi-Cola  Company,  long  Island  City,  N .  Y .  Bottled  locally  by  authorized  bottlers. 
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“ I  suspected  they  were  pygmies 

Well,  really,  I  nivir—” 

from  the  start,”  Crum  said.  “ Noth

“ Mrs.  Keeber,”   Crum  interrupted, 

ing  else  quite  fit  the  facts. 

I  was 

“you  are  quite  right  in  saying  that 

fairly  certain  when  I  found  the  body 

the  pygmies  went  suddenly  crazy. 

o f  Mart  Mason.  That  trick  of  nail

But  what  you  did  not  add  was  that 

ing  a  poisonous  snake  to  a  tree  beside 

their  penchant  for  murder  suddenly 

a trail  is  a  favorite  trap  of  the  pygmy 

developed  because  someone  began 

inhabitants  of  the  Mountains  of  the 

feeding  them  drugs—the  killer-drug 

Moon  in  Africa.  And  the  way he  was 

hasheesh,  which  was  needled  into 

killed  suggested  their  method  of  atdead  pigs  and  chickens.” 

tacking  elephants  and  other  large 

The  woman’s  eyes  widened. 

creatures.  Then  there  was  the  bone 

“ But  I  swear—”  she  protested. 

I  measured,  the  beard  hairs,  the  de

“ Fortunately,” 

Crum 

said, 

“we 

scriptions  that  tallied  so  closely  with 

don’t  have  to  guess  about  that.”  He 

the  gnomes  and  elves  of  myth.” 

took  the  piece  of  wrapping-paper 

“ But  you  said—”  the  sheriff  began. 

from  Aga’s  hand  and  spread  it  on  the 

“ I  said,”  Crum  anticipated  him, 

flat  rock  upon  which  he  was  leaning. 

“ that  they  were  elves.  And  so  they 

The  sheriff  flashed  his  light  down 

are.  They  belong  to  a  race  that  once 

and  a  series  of  brownish  fingerprints 

spread  widely  over  the  earth.  Their 

were  revealed. 

bones  have  been  found  even  in  Eu

“ This  paper,”  Crum  said,  “was 

rope. 

And  there  can  be  no  doubt 

wrapped 

around 

the 

drug-soaked 

that  they  are  the  original  dwarfs, 

body  of  the  pig  that  was  left  for  the 

gnomes,  elves,  kobolds,  and  so  on 

pygmies  tonight.  Now  let  me  have 

whose  likenesses  our  remote  ancesa  pen.” 

tors  preserved  in  fairy  tales.  It  was 

The  sheriff  handed  him  one  and 

when  I  learned  that  Mrs.  Kleeber’s 

Crum  squeezed  a  puddle  of  ink  on 

husband  had  been  the  owner  of  a  carthe  rock’s  top. 

nival,  that  she  had  brought  monkeys, 

“ Now,”  he  continued,  “ you  have 

birds,  and  so  forth  back  here  with 

only  to  stamp  your  fingerprints  on 

her,  that  I  guessed  she  must  have 

the  paper  here,  Mrs.  Keeber,  and  I 

brought  something  else  from  his 

think  we  shall  be  able  to  make  an  acsideshows,  too.” 

curate  enough  comparison  to  clear 

you  if  you  are  innocent.” 

E  woman  had  begun  to  sob. 

But  the  woman  had  drawn  back, 

“ It’s  true,”  she  whimpered. 

her  hands  balled  into  tight  knots. 

“ So  I  did. 

They  seemed  harmless 

“ Naw,  naw!”  she  shrilled. 

“ It’s 

little  critters,  and  I  always  pitied 

framin’  a  pore  woman  you’re  tryin’ 

them,  always  h a t e d   to  see  them 

to  d o !” 

cooped  up  in  exhibits.  So when  Clem 

“ Not  at  all,”  Crum  said  “ Fingerdied,  I  thought  I’d  just  sneak  thim printing  won’t  hurt  you  if  you’re  inback  home  and  turn  thim  loose  to nocent. 

Here,  I ’ll  put  my  prints 

roam  in  the  hills  like  they  was  born 

there  first.  W e’ll  all  put  our  prints 

to  do.  An’  so  I  smuggled  thim  in. 

there  to  show  you—  Here,  Sheriff, 

And  keep  out  of  sight,  they  did, 

you’re  next.” 

stealin’  from  the  gardens,  raidin’  the 

The  sheriff  squatted  down  and 

hen  roosts  a bit,  but botherin’  no more 

stamped  his  prints  on  the  paper. 

than  that  for  ten  full  years. 

And 

“ All  right,  Reeder,”  he  said,  “ your 

thin—well,  Begob,  they  must  have 

turn.” 

went  crazy!” 

“ That’s  nonsense.” 

Gus  Reeder 

“ No  lies  now,  Lutie,”  the  sheriff 

scowled.  “ You  got  no  right  to  fingergrowled.  “ W e ’ve  found  out  a  thing print  us.” 

or  two.  W e  know  about  the  signs  of 

“ So!”  the  sheriff  drawled. 

“ You 

oil  on  your  land. 

That’s  why  you 

refuse?” 

wanted  them  little  devils,  to  keep 

Reeder  didn’t  get  a  chance  to  anpeople  out.” 

swer. 

“ O il!”  the  woman  gasped.  “ Is  that 

“ Never  mfnd!”  a  voice  beside  him 

there  oil  in  the  water?  What  of  it? 

snapped. 

“ I ’ll  run  the  show  from
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here  on !”  The  |roup  froze. 

out with  them?  I  think  I  could make 

Crum  bit  his  lip.  He  had  not  exthe  story  stick,  if  no  one  were  left pected  the  man  to  act  so  swiftly. 

to  testify  against  me.  And  as  for  the 

Now,  as  they  all  stared  in  alarm, 

ones  of  you  with  guns—” 

Graves  Wilton,  the  banker,  took  two 

He  suddenly  reached  out 

and 

steps  back  and  leveled  his  revolver 

grabbed  Rose  Reeder,  pullfed  her  in 

on  the  sheriff’s  chest. 

front  of  him. 

“ No  need  for  more  of  this  farce,” 

“ Now  make  a  move,  one  of  you !” 

W ilton  rasped,  his  face  a  dull,  dead 

he  taunted. 

mask  of  determination. 

“ You  have 

They  didn’t.  But  Crum  knew  that 

my  prints  there,  but  you  haven’t  got 

someone  must  act,  knew  that  W ilton 

me. 

I ’ve  worked  too  hard  for  this 

was  perfectly  capable  of  carrying  out 

fortune  in  oil  to  let  it  slip  through 

his  brutal  threat.  He  stole  a  glance 

my  fingers  now !” 

at  the  dog.  The  animal,  despite  its 

“ Then  you’re  the  killer!”  the  sherwounds,  had  lifted  its  head.  It  was iff  gasped  helplessly. 

interested,  but  did  not  clearly  under

“ Yes,  I ! ”  W ilton  snarled. 

“ My 

stand. 

It  looked  at  Crum  as  to  a 

bank  holds  a  mortgage  on  this  land, 

master  for  enlightenment.  It  would 

but  am  I  fool  enough  to  foreclose, 

not  act  until  some  signal  was  given. 

let  the  other  directors  find  out  about 

It  was  up  to  Crum  again. 

it  before  I’ve  had  the  time  I  need  to 

“ W ilton,”  he  said,  rising  slowly, 

buy  up  the  surrounding  land  a  little 

“ don’t  be  a  fool  now.  Let’s  talk  this 

at  a  time?  Not  I.  There  were  milthing  over—” 

lions  to  be  made,  if  I  could  get 

W ithout  warning  he  flung  himself 

enough  acreage  before  the  news  got 

forward,  diving  at  the  man’s  legs. 

out.  But  what  am  I  going  to  do  in 

The  gun  sent  a  slug  whistling  past 

the  meantime  if  fools  like  that  well- 

his  head. 

At  the  same  instant  the 

digger  get  wise? 

W ell,  one  can  be 

dog  c h a r g e d   and  Rose  Reeder 

poisoned. 

But  when  others  keep 

wrenched  free.  W ilton’s  gun  blasted 

tracking  in,  snooping  along  that 

again,  and  the  brave  animal  was 

stream—” 

knocked  from  its  course  by  a  slug 

He  stopped,  glaring  from  Bert  Colthat  tore  into  its  shoulder.  But  its lins  to  Gus  Reeder. 

attack 

had 

covered 

Aga’s 

swift 

“ Well,  my  discovery  of  Lutie’s 

charge. 

pygmies  was  an  answer  to  that,”  W il

Now,  as  the  Asiatic’s  huge  hands 

ton  went  on.  “ It  was  soon  plain  what 

reached  Wilton,  the  killer  was  lifted 

those  little  devils  could  do  to  disbodily  from  the  ground  and  dropped courage  trespassers  once  they  were 

in  a  heap  from  which  he  did  not  arise 

fed  enough  hasheesh  to  get  really 

until  the  handcuffs  were  clamped  on 

frisky.” 

his  wrists. 

“ And  if  they  killed  others,  inno

*

*

*

*

*

cent  girls?”  the  sheriff  asked. 

The  tunnel  to  the  cavern  was  dy

“ That  has  its  uses,  too,” 

W ilton 

namited  that  night,  but  most  of  the 

snapped. 

“ If  you  can  frame  the 

pygmies  were  found  dead. 

Those 

snoopers  for  the  crimes,  so  much  the 

that  had  managed  to  clamber  out  of 

better.” 

the  dog’s  reach  soon  died  of  the 

wounds  received  in  the  fray. 

CRUM  winced.  “But  you  can’t  Lutie  Keeber  was  the  only  one  to hope  to  get  by  with  it  now.” 

mourn  over  them,  but  her  relief  at 

“ Can’t  I ? ”  W ilton  taunted. 

“ At 

the  ending  of  the  horror  was  so  great 

least  four  of  you  are  unarmed.  And 

that  she  deeded  to  Bert  Collins  and 

we  have  here  Bert  Collins  and  Lutie 

Rose  Reeder  the  little  farm  which 

Keeber,  both  of  whom  are  believed 

the  latter  had  rented  for  a  wedding 

by  the  townspeople  to  be  at  the  botpresent.  Even  the  gruff  Gus  Reeder tom  of  these  murders.  Might  it  not 

was  reconciled  then  and  began  at 

have  happened  that  the  two  of  them 

once  organizing  a  company  to  drill 

ambushed  the  rest  of  you?  And  that 

for  oil. 

I  happened  along  in  time  to  shoot  it

The  police  dog  was  found  to  be
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not seriously  injured,  and  was  treated 

to  talk  himself  out  o f  the  task  of 

by  the  best  doctors  in  town.  Later 

playing  guest  of  honor  at  the  banquet 

he  was  left  to  convalesce  in  a  dog 

which  the  villagers  had  wanted  to 

hospital  in  a  nearby  city. 

give  for  him  that  night.  Crum  didn’t 

Both  Crum  and  Aga  got  some much 

like  banquets  of  that  nature. 

needed  sleep  that  night,  but  were  on 

“ After  all,”  he  told  Aga  with  a 

their  way  next  afternoon,  watching 

grin, 

thinking 

of 

the 

scheduled 

the  highway  unwind  before  them 

speeches,  “there’s  a  limit  to  the 

again. 

Crum  was  in  a  particularly 

amount  of  punishment  a  man  of  my 

jubilant  mood,  since  he  had  managed

size  can  take.” 

CO M IN G   IN  THE  NEXT  ISSUE

THE  DEAD  IN  ARMOR

Another  Colonel  Crum  Novelet  by  JOHN  H.  KNOX
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By  SEABURY  QUINN

 Author  of  “Doomed,”  “ Some  Day  ril Kill  You,”  etc. 

Sulkas  Staged  His  Photographs  with  the  Touch  of  a  Master-but  When  He  Snapped  the  Shutter,  He  Trapped  Himself! 

S ULKAS  reeled  the film tight on  squirrel as it hung head-down against the  spool  of  his  small  camera, 

the  bole  of  an  oak  tree.  Animals  and 

set  the  lens  cap  firmly  in  place. 

children  always  went  across  big,  he 

Then  he  smiled  out  across  the  haze- 

reflected. 

This  time  he  had  somedimmed  vista  of  the  Mall  with  all  the thing. 

complacency  of  one  who  has  done  a 

Autumn  haze  was  in  the  air.  Auday’s work  well.  The  last  four  frames tumn shadows marched across the flaghad  been  used  up  that  afternoon. 

stones  of  the  Mall.  In  the  west  the 

Surely  one  of  them  would  bring  a 

live  coals  of  the  sunset  slowly  died 

prize. 

beneath  the  ashes  of  the  twilight. 

His  candid  camera  shots  had  won 

South  of  the  park  the  towering  aparthim  honorable  mention  three  succesments  were  transfigured  in  the  soft sive  Sundays  in  the   Times-Mail’s 

blue  dust until they looked like  castles 

gravure  section. 

One  of  those  he’d 

in  a  Maxfield  Parrish  painting.  Lights 

made  today  was  bound  to  put  him  in 

were  blossoming  in  their  windows. 

the  money.  They’d  like  that  eight- 

Behind  them,  in  the  midtown  section, 

foot,  thirtieth-second  shot  of  the 

flashing  signs  flaunted  their  sema- 

blond  child with  her hoop,  or  the  park

phoric  sales  talks. 
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“ You  are  a  camera  artist?” 

raphy,  can  we  record  the  stress  of

Sulkas  turned  with  a  start. 

The 

great  sorrow,  delight  or  terror?  How 

question  came  in  a  deep,  courteous 

can  a  painter,  daubing  artificial  imvoice,  yet  somehow  he  was  vaguely pressions on canvas, or a sculptor, cutfrightened.  A second  ago he had  been ting  lifeless  puppets  out  o f  lifeless 

all  alone,  for  this  section  of  the  Mall 

stone,  imprison  such  great  moments 

was  deserted.  He  had  not  even  heard 

of  supreme  emotion  for  the  future? 

a  footfall  on  the  flagstones. 

Only  photography  can  do  this.” 

“ Not  really  an  artist,”  he  replied 

“ You’re  probably right,”  Sulkas said 

with  belated  civility.  “ Just  an  amahesitatantly. 

teur  looking  for  unusual  shots.  Besides,  photography’s  not  actually  an art—” 

H IS  uneasiness  was  increasing. 

The  low-spoken,  well  bred  in

Just  why  he  stopped,  he  could  not 

sistence  of  the  argument  seemed  emsay.  He  didn’t  consider  photography phatic  and  fanatical,  as  if  it  had  been 

an  art,  like  painting  or  sculpture. 

shouted.  When  the  stranger  stripped 

There  was  no  reason  why  he  should 

a  black  glove  from  his  hand,  drew  out 

claim 

it  was. 

Yet  beneath  the 

a  gleaming  black  case  and  selected  a 

stranger’s  glance  his  words  ceased  as 

long  cigarette  from  it,  Sulkas  looked 

abruptly  as  if  he  had  caught  himself 

at  him  in  fascination. 

talking  blasphemy  in  a  priest’s  pres

The bared hand was white as marble, 

ence. Again he  felt that  little,  scarcely 

with  long  tapering  nails  as  red  and 

noticeable  qualm  of  nameless  dread  as 

pointed  as a woman’s, yet Sulkas knew 

he  looked  at  the man beside  him on the 

they  were  not  manicured.  A  match 

bench. 

flared  suddenly. 

Its  little  point  of 

There  was  no  reason  for  it.  The

orange  flame  seemed  to  be  striking 

garnet flashes of reflection  in the deep- 

set  dark  eyes.  Smoke  wafted  toward 

him  like  a  cloud  of  heavy  incense.  It, 

too,  had  the  vaguest  charnel  odor. 

“ Emotions,”  continued  the  stranger, 

“ they  are  the  only  things  that  count. 

The  world  waits  for  the  man  who  can 

capture  sorrow,  delight  or  terror  for 

the  ages.  My  young  friend,  think  of 

that  next  time  you  train  your  camera 

stranger  was  a  foreigner,  but  there 

on  a  child  or  squirrel  in  the  park.  A 

were  many  foreigners  in  New  York. 

thousand  other men  are  taking  similar 

A  long,  loose  cloak,  like  a  naval  o fpictures.  They  may  achieve  a  paltry ficer’s,  enveloped  him.  His  hat  was  a 

prize  from  some  newspaper.  But  is 

broad-brimmed  black felt.  His clcthes, 

that  fame,  success?  No,  my  friend, 

too,  seemed  to  be  a  dull  black  that 

that’s mediocrity.  Fame and  recognicaught  and  pocketed  the  light.  His tion  wait  for  the  successful  man,  but 

skin  was  olive  and  his  long,  thin  lips 

he  who  would  succeed  must  dare  to 

intensely  red. 

About  him  was  the 

defy  convention.” 

pleasant  smell  of  scented  bath  soap 

He  rose and  turned south toward  the 

and  fine  powder.  Underneath  the  percity. 

The  echo  of  his  laugh  came 

fume,  though,  lay  the  faintest  sugsoftly, almost mockingly, as he walked gestion  of  another  odor,  like  the  hint 

o f f . 

of  decay. 

Sulkas  watched  him,  wondering. 

“ Not  an  art?”  the  deep,  genteel 

How  had  he  known  about  the  little 

voice  answered  in  an  almost  shocked 

girl  with  her  hoop  and  the  squirrel  on 

tone.  “ My dear sir, it is more than art. 

the  oak  tree?  He  hadn’t  been  there 

It’s  nature!  The  painter  at  his  best 

when  Sulkas  made  those  shots,  yet— 

can  but  show  beholders  how  he  saw  a 

For  the  first  time  Sulkas  noticed  the 

scene.  Photography  grasps  the  fleetstranger’s  limp. 

He  leaned  heavily 

ing  fraction  of  a  second  and  holds  it 

upon  a  black  malacca  cane,  hobbling 

for  eternity.  How,  save  by  photogas  if  one  of  his  feet  were  deformed. 
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A  puff  of breeze  snatched  up the  long, 

Sulkas  looked  at  her  carefully. 

black  cloak,  raised  its  hem  until  it 

Everything 

and 

everybody 

came 

seemed  to  flutter  like  the  wings  of  a 

within  his  range  of  possibility  for 

giant  bat. 

camera  study. 

The  day  before  he 

The  sun  was  sinking  like  a  stricken 

would  have  snapped  her picture as  she 

ship  into  the  tossing  sea of  cloud-rack 

stood  there  with  the  kitten  in  her 

in  the  west.  Suddenly  it  disappeared. 

arms.  Probably  he  would  have  called 

W ith  its  going,  shadows  closed  down 

it  “ Pals”  or  “ The  Little  Mother.” 

on  the  world  like  an  extinguisher  up

The  child  was  photogenic,  no  doubt 

on a  guttering  candle.  A gust of wind 

of  it.  Her  large  eyes  and  her  little 

came  keening  through the  almost  leafpointed  chin,  the  slim,  small  throat less  trees.  The  feel  of  it  was  like  an 

and  the  brush  of  straight  black  hair 

icy  spray  against  his  face. 

Sulkas 

made  her  ideal  photographic material. 

shivered  as  he  turned  the  collar  of  his 

The decent proverty of her dress, worn 

topcoat  up. 

There  was  no  moon. 

coat,  patched  skirt  and  several-times- 

Everything  around  him  appeared  dim 

patched  shoes,  the  pinch  of  malnutriand  indistinct,  unreal  as  ghosts  are tion  in  her  cheeks—there  was  pathos 

unreal,  or  objects  on  a  foggy  night. 

in  the  love  of  a slum child  for  her  pet. 

“ W hy  not?”  he  asked  himself. 

A LL  night  the  stranger’s mocking  Plainly as  if  they were spoken  in his advice  stood  out  in  his  memory 

ear,  he  heard  the  stranger’s  smooth, 

like  the  after-image  of  a  flash-bulb’s 

persuasive  words:  “ Fame  and  fortune 

brilliant  glare  upon  the  retina. 

for  the  man  who  can  depict  the  ulti

“ A  paltry  prize  from  some  newsmate  in  sorrow,  delight  and  terpaper.  .  .  .  That’s  mediocrity.  .  .  . 

ror.  .  .  .” 

He  who  would  succeed  must dare  con

He  slipped  the  lens  cap  from  his 

vention.” 

camera,  swung  the  instrument  before 

His  ambitions  of  yesterday  seemed 

him  as  an  army  officer  hangs  his 

childish.  W hy  should  he  work  to win 

binoculars. 

a  paltry  prize  from  some  newspaper? 

“ Let  me  see  your  kitty,”  he  said  as 

Fame  and  fortune  waited  for  the  man 

he  held  his  free hand toward  the  child. 

who  dared.  Well,  why  not?  There 

“ What’s  her  name?” 

was  Hajos,  rich  and  famous  for  his 

The  little  girl  dug  one  scuffed  shoe 

camera  studies,  and  Carmody  and 

into  the bare  earth  bordering the  foot

Fischbein,  hardly  less  well  known. 

path. 

Childhood’s  innate  suspicion 

W hy  shouldn’t  Sulkas  force  his  way 

of  the  good  faith  of  grown-ups  made 

into  their  select  company? 

W hy 

her  clutch  her  pet  closer  to  her.  Head 

should  he  seek  no  higher  goal  than 

bent  until  her  chin  was  resting  on  the 

honorable  mention  or  a  miserable  five 

kitten, she  looked  obliquely  up  at  him. 

dollars  for  his  artistry? 

It  was  a  lovely  autumn  morning, 

“ Give  me  that  cat!”  With  a  snatchcool  and  brisk,  with  sunlight  sparing  grasp  he  dragged  the  kitten  from kling  on  the  tiny  pools  left  by  the 

the  grimy little  hands and  held  it  high 

melting  frost.  The  sky  above  the half- 

above  his  head.  “ I’m  going  to  kill  it.” 

bare trees was  as blue as a  china  plate. 

The  child  went  suddenly  rigid.  Her 

A  high-key  day,  he  mused,  almost  too 

lower  lip  began  to  quiver,  then 

much  light.  The  shadows  would  be 

dropped  and  curled  up  like  a  frosted 

sharp  and  harsh.  He’d  have  to  watch 

flower  petal  as  her  mouth  squared 

out  for  halation,  keep  the  shutter 

with  a  quick  retch  of  agony.  Tears 

closed  down  to  a  mere  pinpoint— 

came  to  her  eyes,  rolling  in  big,  slow 

“ Oh,  I ’m  sorry,  little  g irl!”  he  exdrops  down  her  thin  cheeks. 

Her 

claimed  as  he  lurched  against  the 

hands  were  clasped  before  her  in  a 

broken  picket  fence  before  the  vacant 

piteously  entreating  gesture. 

house.  Sunk  in  his  thoughts,  he  had 

Sulkas  flipped  the  trigger  of  his 

walked  unseeing  into  a  small  child 

camera.  The  light had  been just right, 

who  occupied  the  center  of  the  sidehe  had  maneuvered  the  child  into  just walk,  with  a  kitten  clutched  against 

the  proper  position. 

Lighting,  disher  threadbare  jacket. 

tance,  timing — everything  was  per-
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feet.  He  had  made  an  ideal  shot. 

kled 

as 

the 

grin 

grew 

deeper. 

“ Capture  sorrow,”  the  stranger  had 

Laughter  bubbled  up  between  the 

advised. 

thick,  slack  lips  with  a  noise  like  the 

Sulkas  had  bettered  the  instruction. 

gurgling  of  a  spate  of  unclean  water 

Here  was  sorrow,  blended  with  surin  a  waste-pipe. 

prise, fear and  entreaty.  A  little, life- 

“ Purty,  purty!”  cried  the  idiot  as 

starved  child  was  pleading  for  the  rehe  ran  hands  trembling  with  delight turn  and  the  life  of  the  thing  which 

along  the  terrified  kitten’s  sleek  back. 

she  loved  most  dearly.  Here  was 

His  voice  was  high  and  thin  and 

something  real  at  last.  His  feet  were 

childish.  Somehow  it was  horrifying, 

on  the  ladder.  He  was  climbing  to 

that  weak  treble  coming  from  that 

success  and  recognition. 

monstrous 

bulk. 

“ Purty, 

purty 

W ith  the  squirming,  mewling  cat 

pussy!” 

wedged underneath his arm, he headed 

Sulkas’  finger  was  upon  the  camera 

down  the  steep  street  toward  St. 

trigger,  but  some  inward  warning 

Mary’s  Park. 

Behind  him  he  could 

bade  him  hold  the  pressure.  The  kithear  the  child’s  thin,  piping  wail. 

ten,  terrified  by  the  great  fingers 

Once  he  looked  back.  The  little  girl 

fumbling  over  it,  had  writhed  and 

had  thrown  herself  face-downward  on 

struggled  to  get  free.  Failing  that  it 

the  grass.  W ith  her  head  cupped  in 

had  lashed  out  with  its  claws,  etching 

her  folded  hands  she  was  crying  in 

a  bright  trail  of  blood  across  the  hand 

a  strangled  plaint  of  anguish. 

that  held  it  like  a  vise. 

It  was 

“ Kitty,  K itty! 

O  my  little,  little 

amazing  how  quickly  the  laughter 

'  K itty!” 

died  in  the  big,  malformed  face.  The 

pendulous  lips  drew  inward,  as  if 

THE  idiot stood in his front yard,  they  were  a  purse  whose  string  was grinning  fatuously  at  passers-by. 

tightened  suddenly.  The  puffy  lids 

Sulkas  noticed  him  as  he  went  past— 

came  down  across  the  senseless  eyes 

a  giant’s  bulk  of  body,  fat  but  not 

and  veiled  them  till  they  were  mere 

soft,  with  vacant,  lack-luster  eyes  and 

slits  of  pale  color. 

The  huge  fists 

a  mouth  that  sagged  and  drooled. 

knotted.  The  kitten  had  no  time  to 

His  head  was  hideously  deformed,  as 

scream  its  dying agony.  The soft  ball 

if  it  had  been  molded  in  wax  and 

of  fur  lay  still  where  it  had  been 

squeezed  out  of  alignment  while  still 

thrown  on  the  grass. 

There  was  a 

warm.  His  whole  body  was  massive 

rising  roar  of  laughter.  It  churned 

and  grotesque  as  the  monster  of  an 

and  boiled  as  if  its  force  were  so 

insane  artist’s  drawing. 

An  animal 

great  that  the  idiot’s  gaping  mouth 

he  was,  a  thing  that  knew  the  world 

and  open  throat  could  not  provide 

only  because  of  its  impact  on  his 

room  for  its  escape.  Rolling  like  the 

five  senses. 

thunder  of  a  beaten  kettle-drum,  it 

As  Sulkas  reached  the  little  iron 

betrayed  no  joy,  no  merriment,  no 

fence  that  shut  the  idiot’s  play  yard 

gladness,  only  the  amusement  of 

from  the  street,  the  uncouth  creature 

a  senseless  devil  watching  the  antics 

bobbed  and  grinned  at  him. 

Once 

of  the  tortured  damned. 

or  twice,  as  he  might  have  tossed  pea

“ N ow !” 

nuts  to  the  bears  in  Bronx  Park, 

The  command  seemed  to  come  from 

Sulkas  had  thrown  the  imbecile  a  bit 

somewhere  in  Sulkas’  inner  conof  candy.  Now  the  oaf  came  shamsciousness,  yet  from an outside  source bling  toward  the  fence,  both  hands 

as  well.  He  clicked  the  trigger  of  his 

outstretched,  a  half-apologetic,  half- 

camera.  Then  he  hurried  down  the 

ingratiating  leer  upon  his  malformed 

street  with  his  spine  cold,  the  waves 

features.  Sulkas  paused  in  mid-step, 

of  demoniac  laughter  rolling  after 

almost  in  mid-breath.  He  swung  his 

him. 

camera  into  position. 

“ Here,  catch!”  he  called  peremp

THE  letter  was  on  mauve  paper, 

torily,  and  tossed  the  little  cat  into 

almost  as  thick  and  heavy  as  a 

the  idiot’s  outstretched  paws. 

blotter,  written  in  violet  ink  in  a 

The  fat  cheeks  creased  and  wringreat  sprawling  hand  that  took  a  line
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for each  six words.  Brief to the point 

room  was  black.  The  black  compoof  curtness,  it  was  like  a  royal  comsition  floor  gleamed  like  polished  jet. 

mand. 

Dull,  soot-black  walls  and  ceiling 

gave  back  no  gleam  of  light  from  the 

Come  to  see  me  at  your  earliest  convenblack-shaded  lamp.  The  furniture  of ience  and  bring  negatives  o f the  tw o  pictures 

polished  ebony  was  upholstered  in 

published  in  today’s  Times-Mail. 

Hajos. 

black  silk  brocade. 

In  the  coned  rays  of  the  desk  lamp 

That  was  all,  no  punctuation,  no 

he  described  the  man  at  the  desk, 

salutation,  no  complimentary  closing, 

lighted  like  an  actor  on  a  darkened 

not  even  a  date.  But  the  thrill  of  it 

stage. 

The  lean,  sardonic  face  had 

raced  through  Sulkas’  veins  like 

eyes  as  black  as  coal,  with  heavy 

brandy.  Hajos,  the  great  cameraman, 

brows  like  circumflexes  over  them. 

had  addressed  a  letter  to him with  his 

The  hair,  dead-black  as  the  bushy 

own  hand. 

brows,  was  brushed  back  so  sharply 

The   Times-Mail  had  accepted  the 

that  it  left  a  widow’s  peak  on  the 

two  prints  he’d  sent  them.  The  cryforehead. 

A  long,  hooked  nose,  a 

ing  child  he  had  called  “ Bereavewide,  almost  uncolored  mouth,  long, ment.”  The  laughing  imbecile  he  had 

sharply  slanting  jaws  that  terminated 

labeled  “ Idiot’s  Delight.”  Both  had 

in  a  lone,  sharp  chin  made  it  a  terwon  honorable  mention. 

First  and 

rifying  face.  It  was  the  face  of  one 

second  prizes  had  gone  respectively 

who 

knows  the  weaknesses 

and 

to  pictures  showing  a  blond  child 

wickedness  of  others,  and  holds  aloof 

trundeling  a  hoop  and  a  park  squirrel 

in  scorn,  indifference  and  contempt. 

hanging  head-down  on  the  trunk  of 

an  oak  tree. 

The  irony  of  it  had 

brought  a  bitter  laugh  to  his  mouth, 

SULKAS  stopped  upon  the  threshold  and  drew  in  his  breath  so but  the  letter  from  Hajos  had  washed 

sharply  that  he  seemed  to  sob.  For 

it  away. 

just  an  instant  panic  caught  him  by 

Feverishly  he  made  ready  for  the 

the  throat. 

The  black-globed  light 

interview,  chose  and  discarded  half 

threw  curious  shadows  on  the  farther 

a  dozen  ties,  fussed  and  fumed  while 

wall.  For  a  fleeting  instant  it  seemed 

knotting  them.  His  fingers  shook  so, 

that  he  saw  the  figure  of  a  tall  and 

he  could  scarcely  make  them  do  his 

slender  man  in  black  with  a  wide  hat 

bidding. 

The  subway  seemed  to 

and 

long, 

enveloping 

cloak—the 

crawl  as  it  bore  him  downtown.  The 

stranger  of  the  park.  Then  reason 

crosstown  bus  seemed  slower  than  a 

took  the  reins  again.  O f  course  there 

snail  as  it  bumped  through  the  traffic. 

was  nobody  there. 

But  finally,  with  a  heart  that  beat  so 

“ Mr.  Hajos?”  he  asked  tentatively. 

wildly  it  was  almost  stifling  him,  he 

“ Not  ‘meestair,’  please,”  the  thick, 

stood  before  the  great  man’s  door. 

harsh  voice  reproved. 

“ Those  who 

“ Hajos”  was  the  only  word  upon 

call  Hajos  ‘meestair’  insult  heem. 

the  ground-glass  panel,  without  a 

Hajos  iss  Hajos.  It  iss  enough.” 

given  name  or  statement  of  his  call

“ I’m  sorry.”  Sulkas  swallowed  his 

ing. 

But  what  need  was  there? 

embarrassment.  “ You  wrote  me— ” 

Hajos  was  Hajos. 

Nobody  knew  if 

“ Yess.”  The  man’s  reply  was  like 

he  had  any  other  name. 

Certainly 

a  hiss.  “ You  haf  the  prints  of  those 

he  never  used  it  if  he  had.  As  to  his 

pictures?  Good.  Giff  them  here.” 

calling,  would  anyone  add  “ painter" 

When  he  took  them  in  his  long, 

to  the  name  of  Michelangelo,  or 

thin,  dead-white  hand,  he  sat  silent 

“ sculptor”  to  Rodin’s? 

In  all  the 

looking  at  the  little  negatives  as  he 

world  of  photography  there  was  no 

held  them  against  the  light. 

name  so  famous  or  so  potent  as  Hajos, 

“ You  haf  the  master’s  touch,  younk 

yet  Sulkas  had  come  by  personal  apman,”  he  pronounced. 

“ Emotions 

pointment ! 

are  the  only  things  that  count.  The 

A  soft  light  burned  above  the 

world  waits  for  the  man  who  can 

gleaming  desk  in  the  center  of  the 

imprison  supreme  emotion  and  preante-chamber.  Everything  about  the serve  it  for  the  ages.  Yess.” 
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Sulkas  shivered  till  he  thought  his 

Sulkas,  who  only  yesterday  had 

teeth  must  chatter.  Hajos  had  used 

almost  wept  with  disappointment 

practically 

the 

same 

words 

the 

over  failure  to  receive  a  ten-dollar 

stranger  in  the  park  had  used!  He 

first  prize  from  the   Times-Mail  for 

choked  down  the  fear  that  had  posthose  same  pictures! 

sessed  him.  Hajos  had  laid  the  films 

on  the  desk  and  put  his  long  white 

T HE  idea  did  not  come  to  Sulkas 

hands  palm-down  each  side  of  them. 

full-formed. 

He  built  it  up  a 

“ I  want  them,”  he  declared. 

little  at  a  time,  picking,  choosing, 

“ O f  course,  Mr.— I  mean  Hajos,” 

selecting,  discarding. 

Finally,  as  a 

Sulkas  stammered.  “ You’re  entirely 

picture  puzzle  or  mosaic  is  at  last 

welcome.” 

completed,  he  worked  out the  pattern. 

“ No  man  iss  welcome  to  anything. 

All  was  ready—actors,  scene  and  plot. 

Everything  must  be  paid  for,  and 

Only  the  performance  waited,  and 

money  is  the  cheapest  thing  to  pay. 

the  time  for  that,  too,  he  had  fixed 

I  shall  pay  you  for  them.”  From  the 

upon. 

desk  drawer,  Hajos  drew  out  a  sheaf 

The  Stephans  who  lived  out  past 

of  bills  and  tossed  them  uncounted 

Woodhaven,  were  giving  a  Halloween 

to  Sulkas. 

“ Take  that  as  earnest- 

party. 

Between  their  cottage  and 

money  on  our  bargain. 

Tomorrow, 

the  city  was  a  long,  deserted  stretch 

or  the  next  day,  or  the  next  day  after 

of  desolate  country.  Almost  in  the 

that,  perhaps,  you  make  the  last  print 

center  of  it  was  the  old  Mount  Holly 

of  the  trilogy?” 

Cemetery,  graveyard  of  ten  genera

“ I  don’t  think  I  quite  understand 

tion  of  Long  Islanders,  burying  place 

— ”  began  Sulka. 

for  slaves  when  slavery  was  as  legal 

The  sharp,  impatient  exclamation 

in  New  York  as  in  Virginia. 

from  Hajos  cut  him  short. 

A  little briar-grown  patch  of  waste

“ You  onnerstan’  me  well  enough,  I 

land  in  the  corner  of  the  fence,  one 

theenk. 

Here”—he  took  the  little 

plot  had  been  reserved  in  olden  days 

films  between  his  thumb  and  forefor  the  burial  of  suicides  and  exfinger—“ we  haff  prints  of  sorrow  and ecuted  felons,  spies  and  traitors. 

elation,  no?  Ver’  well.  Now  you  go 

That  would  be  the  ideal  spot,  and 

out  and  get  me  a  print  of  horror,  ter

Valborg  Pettersen  should  help  him. 

ror,  fright.  What  you  call  it  iss  no 

It  would  be  pretty  rough  on  Val,  but 

matter.  You  know what  I  mean.  You 

when  he’d  conquered  stubborn  fame 

get  me  a  print  of  someone  who  has 

and  made  reluctant  fortune  come  to 

just  found  out  some  dreadful  thing 

heel,  Sulkas  would  make  it  up  to  her, 

he  knows  cannot  be  so  iss  so.  You 

and more.  Besides, she would  do anyonnerstan’ ?  You  bring  that  print  to thing  for  him.  He  knew  that  she’d 

me  and  then  we  really  begin  to  talk 

forgive  him. 

business. 

Yess. 

Now  go. 

Hajos 

He  had  known  Valborg  since  they 

would  be  alone.” 

had  been  in  grammar  school  together. 

Thus  summarily  dismissed,  Sulkas 

From  a  chubby,  tow-haired,  applehesitated  in  the  corridor.  His  head cheeked  Norwegian  lass,  she’d  grown 

was  whirling. 

Hajos  had  compliinto  a  statuesque,  lovely  woman,  tall. 

mented  him,  said  he  had  the  master’s 

Copper  hair  reached  down  to  her 

touch.  Hajos  had  commissioned  him 

knees,  and  she  had  steadfast  blue 

to  take  a  picture.  Hajos  had  bought 

eyes, a fine skin and  teeth  that showed 

his  negatives. 

For  the  first  time 

as  white  as  milk  behind  the  vivid 

Sulkas  looked  at  the  sheaf  of  bills 

crimson  of  her  long,  firm  lips. 

clutched  in  his  hand. 

He  hadn’t 

Sulkas,  with  his  eye  for  beauty  and 

thought  of  counting  it,  but—one,  two, 

proportion,  could  not  remember  havten,  a  dozen—twenty  fifty-dollar  bills ing  seen  a  body  that  stood  so  straight 

were  in  the  bundle! 

and  proudly  as  hers.  Moreover,  she 

Hajos,  the greatest master of  photoloved  him. 

Sometimes  he  felt  ungraphy  in  the  world,  had  bought  two worthy,  for  hers  was  not  a  cheap  and 

films  from him  for a  thousand  dollars! 

showy  affection,  but the  deep,  abiding 

He  had  bought  them  from  him,  Paul

love  that  women  of  the northern  races
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give  to  only  one  man  in  a  whole  lifeknown  about  it,  really,”  he  began time.  Any  time  he  chose  to  ask  her, 

with  a  light  cough  o f  deprecation. 

she  would  have  accepted  him,  he  was 

“ The  origin  of  the  legend  seems  to 

certain. 

But  with  the  artist’s  conhave  been  lost.  Some  say  it  is  the centration  on  his work,  with  ambition 

ghost  of  a  sorcerer  executed  by  the 

battling  frustration,  he  had  tempo

Dutch  for  witchcraft. 

There’s  anrarily  held  back  an  avowal  of  affecother version that declares the specter tion. 

Somehow  it  put  heart  into  a 

is the wraith of a traitor who betrayed 

fellow,  especially  one  with  artistic 

a  company  of  Continentals  to  the 

temperament — and 

Sulkas 

never 

British. 

Judging  from  the  things 

doubted  he  had  that—to  know a  beau

I’ve  heard,  I’d  say  it  is  the  ghost  of 

tiful  girl  was  waiting  for  him,  needa  slave  who  set  fire  to  the  farmhouse ing  only  his  first  word  to  declare  her 

of  his  master,  and  was  trapped  and 

love  with  all  the  open-hearted  fervor 

burned  to  death  himself. 

of  her  generous  nature.  She’d  go  to 

“ Just  whose  the  ghost  is  seems  a 

the  Stephans’  party  with  him,  of 

mystery,  but  there  are  some  pretty 

course.  They’d  drive  out  early  in  the 

well  authenticated  stories  ,of  its 

evening,  spend  the  night  in  games 

appearance,  especially  on  Halloween. 

and  telling  ghost  tales.  Then—

It  must  be  an  unpleasant-looking 

“ It  can’t  fail,  it’s  sure-fire!”  he  told 

thing  enveloped  in a long white windhimself  exultantly. 

ing-sheet,  with  a  skull  for  a  face,  all 

A  thought  bothered  him  for  a  moglowing  with  hell-fire.  Its  dreadful ment. 

Valborg  had  been  feeling 

power  is  to  blast  the  person  who  sees 

rather  low  lately.  The  doctor  said 

it  with  blindness.” 

her  heart  was  not  quite  up  to  par, 

“ Blindness?”  asked  Tim  Stephan. 

cautioned  her  against  late  hours  and 

“ How  do  you  mean,  Paul?” 

too  much  exercise  or  excitement. 

“ All  I  know  is  what  I’ve  heard,  of 

But  that  was  all  a  pack  of  nonsense. 

course.  But  up  to  twenty  years  ago 

What  did  doctors  know  about  it,  anythere  was  an  old  man  out  at  Rockway? 

They  always  had  to  find  an 

ville  Center. 

He  had  been  stone- 

ailment when  a  person  called  on  them, 

blind  for  almost  fifty  years. 

Until 

otherwise  they  couldn’t  justify  their 

the  night  he  tried  to  take  a  short  cut 

fees. 

through  Mount  Holly,  though,  he 

could  see  as  well  as  anybody.  Better 

R ED apples had  been ducked  for,  than  most  folks,  in  fact.  He  was  a fortunes  told.  The  guests  had 

famous  marksman  and  hardly  ever 

danced  to  music  from  the  radio.  Now, 

faiied  to  carry  off  first  prize  at  the 

the  empty  plates  of  the  repast stacked 

turkey-shoots  they  used  to  have  on 

in  the  kitchen,  they  gathered  in  the 

the  Island  every  Christmas.  W ell,  it 

firelight  to  spin  ghost  yarns.  All  the 

seems  one  night  he  found  himself  out 

old 

favorites 

were 

paraded—the

late,  with  no  way  of  getting  home  but 

Golden  Arm,  the  Monkey’s  Paw, 

walking. 

Wandering  W illie’s  Tale. 

Sulka6 

“ A  storm  was  blowing  up.  He  was 

had  grown  restless.  In  a  little  while 

in  so  great  a  hurry  that  he  decided 

good  nights  would  be  in  order,  and 

to  cut  through  Mount  Holly. 

He 

he  had  to  set  his  stage. 

almost  got  through.  Just  as  he  came 

“ Speaking  of  hauntings,”  he  6aid 

to  the  plot  reserved  for  suicides’  and 

abruptly  with  raised  voice,  “ did  any 

felons’  burial,  something  seemed  to 

of  you  know  that  old  Mount  Holly 

rise  up  from  the  ground  in  front  of 

Cemetery  is  supposed  to  be  infested 

him. 

A  form  draped  in  a  sheet,  it 

with  a  specially  malignant  specter?” 

had  a  skeleton’s  face  all  glowing  as 

A  little  murmur  of  awed  negatives 

if  it  were  incandescent,  and  eyes  as 

went  round  the  firelit  room. 

green  as  a  cat’s.  He  stood  rooted  to 

“ Mount  Holly,  right  over  there  by 

the  spot  with  terror.  The  thing  went 

Ridgewood?  Tell  us  about  it!” 

at  him  with  a  dreadful  groan.  Then, 

This  was  better,  he  thought  comjust  as  he  thought  it  was  about  to placently.  Now  to  work. 

seize  him,  it  exploded.” 

“ There  doesn’t  seem  to  be  much

“ Exploded?”  came  the  chorus  of
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listeners.  “ What  do  you  mean?” 

twice  he’d  stolen  sidelong  glances 

“ I  don’t  mean  anything,”  he  anat  her,  noticed how she  sat with  hands swered  reprovingly.  “ I  wasn’t  there. 

clasped  in  her  lap,  her  eyes  directed 

I  didn’t  see  it.  I ’m  only  saying  what 

straight  before  her,  as  though  she 

he  said. 

The  thing  seemed  to  exstrove  to  see  something  beyond  her plode,  vanish  in  a  blaze  of  blinding 

vision’s  range.  His  story  had  struck 

light  that  left  him  dazzled—  perdeeper  in  her  mind  than  he  had  dared manently.” 

to  hope. 

No  one  spoke  tor  a  minute.  Was 

“ What,  Paul?”  she  asked. 

this  a  hoax,  a  trick  to  force  a  final 

“ My  radiator’s  dry  again.  I  should 

question  and  make  a  fool  of  him  who 

have  had  it  fixed  this  afternoon,  but 

asked  it? 

At  last  Tim  Stephan 

I  thought  I  could  get  by  tonight.” 

cleared  his  throat. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  in  mock 

“ All  right,  I ’ll  bite.  What  do  you 

resignation. 

“ Looks  as  if  there’s 

mean,  he  was  permanently  dazzled, 

nothing  to  do  but  get  out  and  rustle 

Paul?” 

up  a  refill.” 

“ Just  what  I  say.  He  never  got  his 

“ But  where  can  we  get  water  here? 

sight  back.  They  found  him the  next 

There’s  not  a  house  for  half  a  mile 

morning,  threshing  around  the  graveor  more.” 

yard,  barging  into  tombstones,  tear

“ Afraid  of  the  fiery  ghost  of  Mount 

ing  himself  to  ribbons  on  the  briars, 

H olly?” 

blind  as  a  mole.  He  was  only  twenty 

“ The  fiery  ghost?” 

then.  He  lived  past  seventy,  but  all 

“ That’s  what  I  asked. 

This  is 

the  years  between  he  spent  in  dark

Mount  Holly  Cemetery.” 

W ith  a 

ness.” 

vague,  all-inclusive  gesture,  he  swung 

A 

long-drawn 

exclamation 

of 

his  arm  toward  the  dark  patch  of 

horror  exhaled  through  the  living 

tree-grown  land  upon  their  right. 

room,  almost  as  if  it  were  a  gust  of 

“ This  is  where  the  fiery  ghost  comes 

wind 

become 

articulate. 

Sulkas 

rising  from  the  ground. 

All  the 

glanced  at  Valborg  sitting  on  a  hassame,  there’s  bound  to  be  a  well  or sock  by  the  fire,  elbow  on  knee,  chin 

hydrant  there,  where  I  can  get  a 

cupped  in  one  hand,  her  wine-red 

bucketful  of  water. 

Mind  waiting 

party  dress  splashed  out  upon  the 

here,  or  would  you  rather  come  into 

dark  blue  of  the  rug.  The  dancing 

the  cemetery  with  me?” 

firelight  added  strength  to  the  rich 

“ I’ll  wait,”  she  answered  almost 

rose  in  her  cheeks.  Lord,  she  was  a 

listlessly. 

beauty! 

“ All  right.” 

He  reached  into  the 

It  was  a  low,  contemptible  trick 

luggage  trunk  and  found  the  canvas 

he  planned  to  play.  Softly  as  a  half- 

bucket,  all  loaded  with  his  stage 

heard  echo,  but  loud  enough  to  drown 

properties. 

“ Sure  you  won’t  be 

compunction,  came  the  words  of  the 

afraid?” 

mysterious  stranger  in  the  park. 

“ I  probably  will  be,  Paul,  but—” 

“ He  who  would  succeed  must  dare 

“ I’ll  be  right  back,”  he  broke  in. 

defy  convention.” 

“ If  I  see  the  specter  coming  at  me, 

I’ll  let  out  a  yell.  W ill  you  come  to 

HE had let out almost all the water  my help?” 

from  his  radiator  when  he  had 

“ I’ll  come,  Paul,”  she  responded 

parked  in  the  driveway.  They  came 

soberly.  “ You  know  that—” 

abreast  of  the  low  picket  fence  that 

“ Of  course  I  do,”  he  interrupted. 

shut  Mount  Holly  Cemetery  from  the 

“ You’re  a  true  friend,  V a l!” 

back  road  he  had  chosen  as  a  “ shortcut.”  The  little  gage  on  the  dashboard  glowed  fiery  red  in  warning. 

R EACHING  through  the  opened 

window  of  the  car,  he  found 

“ The  darn  thing’s  empty  again!” 

her  hand  and  squeezed  it. 

In  the 

he  groaned. 

dashboard  light  he  saw  a  quick  flush 

Valborg  turned  questioning  eyes 

come  into  her  cheeks.  Poor  Val,  she 

on  him. 

Throughout  the  drive  she 

loved  him  so!  He  was  a  heel.  But 

had  been  silent  and  tense.  Once  or

through  his  brain  rang  the  refrain:
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“ Dare  to  defy  convention!” 

“ V a l!”  he  shouted,  and  excitement 

“ Be  seeing  you,”  he  said  cheerfully 

lent  something  like  trembling  fear 

and  drew  himself  up  to  the  fence  top. 

to  his voice.  “ Help,  V al!  Help  me!” 

“ Keep  your chin up and  the  ears open 

for  my  cry  for  succor.” 

This  was  going  to  be  almost  too 

V ALBORG drew the furred collar 

of  her  coat  higher  around  her 

easy,  he  assured  himself  as  he  picked 

throat.  It  had  been  hard  to  wear  a 

a  path  between  the  tombstones.  He’d 

mask  of  festive  gaiety  all  evening,  to 

been  over  the  terrain  that  afternoon. 

take  part  in  the  bantering  fun  of  the 

There,  by  the  van  Repplier  plot, 

party  when  more  than  anything  she 

where  the  copse  of  hemlock  made  a 

wanted  to  creep  into  his  arms  and 

solid-black  background  for  a  white 

beg:

face  and  blond  hair,  was  just the spot. 

“ Hold  me  tight  against  your  heart, 

Workmen  had  been  busy  on  the  old 

Paul.  It  won’t  be  for  long.” 

monument,  scrubbing  it  with  wire 

She’d  taken  it  standing  that  afterbrushes,  spraying  it  with  dilute  acid noon,  like  the  thoroughbred  she  was. 

to  eat  off  the  grime  of  years.  The 

When  Dr.  Mendel  gave  his  final 

grass  about  the  base  was  seared  and 

verdict,  she  had  smiled  at  him,  chin 

brittle,  as  if  burned  wherever  the 

up,  lips  firm. 

acid  had  touched  it. 

“ Haven’t  you  forgotten  something, 

“ Have  to  watch  this  stuff,”  one  of 

D octor?”  she  had  asked. 

the  men  explained  when  he’d  com

“ Forgotten?” 

His  brows 

drew 

mented 

on 

their 

rubber 

gloves, 

down  in  a  thoughtful  frown.  “ No, 

aprons,  and  heavy  goggles.  “ Seems 

I  don’t  think  so,  Miss  Pettersen.” 

like  when  this  dilute  muriatic  acid 

“ Oh,  maybe  I’m  confused.  It  was 

mixes  with  the  moss  from  these  old 

a  judge  I  thought  of.” 

stones,  it  forms  a  poison  that  just 

“ A  judge?” 

destroys  human  tissue. 

If  you’ve 

“ Yes,  You  know,  when  they  progot  a  cut,  even  a  tiny  scratch  on  your nounce  the  death  sentence,  they  add, 

hand,  it’ll  give  you  an  infection 

‘And  may  God  have  mercy  on  your

that’ll  take  a  year  to  cure.”  Avoidsoul’.” 

ing  the  acid-scarred  patch  of  turf 

Now  she  was  alone  with  her 

Sulkas  drew  the  things  from  their 

thoughts  and  they  frightened  her.  In 

concealment  in  the  bucket.  A  Halthe  faint  glow  from  the  dashboard loween  ghost  costume—long  white 

light,  her  face  looked  sad. 

Her 

linen  sheet  with  hoodlike  top  to 

cheeks  were  hollow  and  her  red  lips 

cover  up  the  head,  a  skull-faced  mask 

had  a  tragic  downward  droop. 

If 

with  eyes  of  green  isinglass,  the  little 

only  Paul  would  tell  her,  she  thought 

pocket  flashlight  with  its  green  bulb, 

wistfully. 

She  knew  he  loved  her, 

set  just below  the  false-face  to  illumias  much  as  he  was  capable  of  loving nate  it. 

Then  his  camera  with  its 

anything  or  anybody  but  himself. 

flash-bulb  set  in  the  parabolic  re

She  had  read  it  in  his  eyes,  but  she 

flector—he’d  need  lots  of  light  for 

wanted  it  from  his  lips.  It  would  be 

this  shot,  but  the  heavy-duty  bulb 

something—not  much,  more  than 

would  furnish  it. 

nothing  but—to  carry  into  the  dark 

Everything  okay?  He  checked  his 

with  her. 

equipment  once  more. 

There  could 

She  turned  to  look  at  the  deep 

be  no  second  try  if  anything  went 

gloom  of  the  old  cemetery. 

She’d 

wrong.  All  was  in  order. 

be  lying  in  a place  like that  before  the 

He  drew  the  ghostly  costume  over 

birds  came  north  next  spring. 

She 

his  clothes,  set  the  mask  in  place, 

shuddered,  and  a  tiny  blue  vein  fluttested  the'  flashlight  to  make  sure  it tered  at  the  base  of  her  throat.  There 

would  properly  light  the  skull-face 

was  a  thin  light,  like  a  silver  needle, 

with its green, unearthy glow. Then he 

here  and  there  between  the  almost 

swung  his  camera  around  his  neck 

bare-limbed  trees.  The  early  morning 

and  focused  it  on  a  spot  eight  feet 

wind  soughed  through  them  like  a 

away,  just  where  the  path  broke 

ghostly  chorus. 

Farther  on,  where 

through  the clump  of hemlock.  Now—

evergreens  were  bunched  in  a  small
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copse,  a  darker  darkness  loomed  in 

as  a  w olf’s  fangs,  gnashed  in  fleshthe  night.  If  only  Paul  would  say less  gums.  A  groan,  half-harrowing 

he  loved  her,  that  he  needed  her—

outcry  of  pain,  half-wicked,  triumph

The  cry  came  suddenly,  astonish- 

ant  laughter,  came  from  the  lipless 

ingly,  pitched  shrilly,  quavering  with 

mouth. 

mortal  dread. 

She  stopped  abruptly,  as  if  she  had 

“ V a l!  Help,  Val!  Help  m e!” 

run  full-tilt  into  a  solid  wall.  One 

She  was  out  c f  the  car  with  a 

hand  went  to  her  throat.  Her  mouth 

bound,  scrambling  up  and  over  the 

opened  for  a  scream  that  refused  to 

crude  fence,  heedless  of  the  rents  the 

come.  Everything  inside  her  seemed 

pickets  made  in  her  dress,  unmindful 

to  knot  and  contract.  Her  eyes  were 

of  the  ruin  of  her  satin  sandals  and 

starting  from  their  sockets. 

Her 

silk  stockings. 

heart  gave  a  cold  nauseating  lurch  as 

“ Where  are  you,  Paul?”  she  called 

a  great  blaze  of  blinding  light  flared 

in  answer.  “ What  is  it? 

I’m  comin  her  face.  Then  darkness,  black  as 

ing!” 

an  enveloping  cloak,  closed  on  her. 

Again  she  heard  the  cry,  lower  this 

She  did  not  feel  the  impact  as  her 

time,  seemingly  exhausted.  A  briar 

body  struck  the  ground,  for  she  was 

reached  out  thorn-clawed  branches, 

almost  past  sensation.  Faintly,  as  if 

tearing  at  her  dress.  She  jerked  the 

it  were  miles  off  and  looked  at 

fabric  savagely,  felt  it  rip  as  it  came 

through  a  dense  shadow,  she  saw 

loose.  W ith  one  hand  she  gathered 

Paul’s  face  above  her. 

Around  his 

up  the  dress  above  her  knees.  With 

shoulders  was  a  wisp  of  flimsy  cotton 

the  other  she  thrust  back  the  low- 

fabric. 

Torn  aside  and  hanging 

hung  branches  of  the  hemlocks. 

round  his  neck  by  an  elastic  was  the 

“ Paul!  Paul,  where  are  you?” 

remnant  of  a  skull-faced  mask. 

Visions  danced  before  her  inward 

“ Valborg!” 

he  was  whispering. 

eye.  Voices  chattered  in  her  mind’s 

“ Valborg  dear,  it’s  all  right.  It  was  a 

ear. 

She  was  in  a  haunted  gravejoke,  a  gag  to  get  a  picture  of  you yard,  where  spirits  of  the  damned 

when  you  thought  you’d  seen  a  ghost. 

dead  walked  the  earth.  Racial  mem

It’s  all  right  now,  I  tell  you,  Val! 

ories  rose  and  gibbered  at  her,  the 

This  is  Paul— Paul” 

trolls  and  goblins  of  her  Norse  ances

W ith  an  effort  greater  than  she’d 

tors’  folk-lore,  the  “ sendings”  of  the 

thought  she  could  make,  she  raised 

Finnish  witches,  the  Erl-king  and  his 

her  lowered  eyelids.  For  just  a  motroop  of  demon  courtiers.  The  very ment  she  looked  at  him  in  the  flashtrees  seemed  menacing,  not  soft  and light’s  glow.  Love  was  in  her  eyes, 

friendly  like  the  trees  in  the  park. 

and  forgiveness. 

He  had  hurt  her 

Gaunt  and  bare  and  sinister,  they 

cruelly,  mortally,  but  she  was  just 

stretched  their  leafless  branches  up 

amazed  to  find  him  unkind. 

A 

to  the  black  sky  to  draw  down  darker 

whisper  breathed  from  between  her 

secrets  from  it. 

lips. 

Her  breath  was  coming  faster  and 

“ Oh,  Paul,  how  could  you—and  I 

her  heart  was  wrenching  like  a  crealoved  you  so— ”  Then  darkness  fell ture  in  its  death-throes. 

She  was 

final,  absolute,  eternal. 

sobbing  hard,  dry,  ugly  gasps  of  utter 

 “ Val!”   He  bent  above  her,  hands 

exhaustion. 

pressed  on  the  seared  grass  where  she 

“ Paul!  Paul,  where  are  you ?” 

lay.  “ Valborg,  listen  to  me,  please!  

It’s  all  right.” 

OUT  of  the  blackness  before  her  Suddenly he knew it was no use to it  came,  tall,  obscene,  the  light 

call,  to  plead.  Those  ears  that  never 

that  emanates  from  rotting  things 

heard  him  say  “ I  love  you”  were  past 

upon  its  bare-boned  face,  a  green  reall  hearing. 

Those  quiet,  lightly 

flection  as  from  pools  of  stagnant 

parted  lips  would  never  speak  to  him 

water  in  its  foul  eyes.  A  winding- 

again. 

sheet,  all  smeared  with  patches  of 

“ Oh,  my  God  A lm ighty!” 

grave-mold,  was  flung  around  it. 

It  was  not  so  much  an  exclamation 

Teeth,  long  and  sharp  and  gleaming

as  a  prayer,  forced  from  him  as  the
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realization  of  his  littleness,  his  pettikling  stars  stretched  clear  across  the ness,  his  utter  and  complete  unzenith,  like  a  chain  o f  diamonds  on  a worthiness,  came  to  him with  a dreadbackground  of  black  velvet. 

But 

ful  clarity. 

Except  for  his  ambi

Sulkas  did  not  see  them  as  he  turned 

tion.  .  .  . 

his  face  up  to  the  sky. 

Sick  pain  was  clutching  at  his 

There  was  a  sound  o f  sobbing  in 

heart.  His  eyes  were  aching with  the 

the  old  graveyard,  bitter  with  heartforce  of  tears  that  would  not  be  held break  and  despair.  A   weasel,  scutback. 

Involuntarily  he  cupped  his 

tling  to  her  burrow  in  the  sanctuary 

palms  against  his  face.  A  dreadful 

of  the  cemetery,  paused  to  look at  the 

pain  shot  down  his  cheeks  and  up  his 

two  forms  stretched  on  the  acid- 

brow.  A  fiery  liquid  seemed  to  sink 

blasted  grass. 

She  raised  one  foreinto  his  skin.  He  took  his  lower  lip foot  daintily,  twitched  her  nose, 

between  his  teeth  to  stifle  back  a 

studying  the  man-scent. 

scream,  but  flesh  and  nerves  could 

Then  she  slipped  off  noiselessly  to 

endure  just  so  much,  no more. 

her  lair. 

There  was  no  need  for  her  caution. 

IN  the  blackness  overhead  there  But  how  was  she  to  know  the  man-burst a streak  of  light as  the moon 

thing  was  no  menace  to  her,  that  he 

thrust  aside  the  curtains  of  the  overmourned  his  dead  love— and  his hanging  clouds. 

A  web  of  twinsight? 

FEATURED  NEXT  ISSUE

MURDER  BEACH

A  Complete  Novelet  by  WARP  HAWKINS

HR. BOSTON  SAYS:  “ RARE  ENJOYMENT  FOR  YOU  IN  MY  APRICOT  NECTAR!” 

 smooth*

 aoreethis 

 h o n e y —

 d r in < s   a

r    RICH  AS 

r   m n w - z*

[   BRANDY

For the delicious tang of fresh ap

 HfRPS A DRINK THAT

ricots—in a hearty liquor-try Old 

 •m ens u u m o k -  < 

Mr. Boston Apricot Nectar! Drink if 

straight. You’ll find a handy drinkm e s m  that wins 

ing cup tops  each  pint bottle. It’s 

i   m

 you meNOSSALO&f

"rich as brandy, smooth as honey.” 

 *n cT C

 S r)

 A Beverage Liqueur prepared by Ben-Burh, Inc., Boston, Mass. 







The DAY of DEBTS

By  WILL  GARTH

 Author  of  "Fulfillment;’  " The  Saki  of  Hashimo/ '   e<c. 

THE New Year’8 Day was drawing  to  a  close  in  Chinatown. 

When the Spirit of Old China 

Lights  were  coming  on  in  the 

Demanded  Its  New  Year's 

narrow  streets  and  in  the  shop  windows.  The  winter  wind  was  blowing Toll, Chung  Lee  Paid  in  Full! 

from the east, as if to  bring  something 

of the  spirit  of  Old  China to the western  world  on  this  day  of  celebration. 

dently  he  was  expecting  a  visitor. 

With  the  going  down  of  the  sun,  in 

He  made  no  move  to  remove  the 

all  Chinatown  there  was  no  man  who 

kettle.  His  old  eyes,  staring  at  the 

owed  any  other  man  anything.  For 

glowing  coals,  held  a  far  away  look. 

this  was  the  day  of  the  paying  of  all 

His  face,  reflected  in  the  burnished 

debts. 

copper  as  in  a  mirror,  was  sober  and 

Chung  Lee was brewing  jasmine  tea 

sad. 

for  himself  in  his  little  room  back  of 

A  knock  sounded  on  the  door. 

his  theater.  The  coals  glowed  to  a 

“ Come in,” he said in English, knowruby  red  in  the  brazier  and  the  steam ing  who  his  visitor  would  be. 

began  to  jet  from  the  spout  of  the 

A  girl  entered,  gestured  to  him  to 

little  copper  kettle.  Chung  Lee  set 

keep  his  seat,  went  up to him and held 

two  cups  on  the  taboret  and  dropped 

out  her  hand.  He  took  it  in  both  of 

the  fragrant  leaves  into  them.  Evihis. 
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“ Happy  New Year,  Chung Lee,”  she 

glowing  coals,  or  perhaps  an  insaid  in  a  low,  musical  voice. 

ternal surge o f emotion,  Edwina could 

He  released  her  hand,  clasped  one 

not  be  sure.  But  fire  seemed  to  flash 

o f  his  closed  hands  in  the  palm of  the 

up  in  Chung  Lee’s  eyes—a  fire  that 

other,  and  gave  them  a  slight  shake 

burned  beneath  his  gentleness  as  the 

in the  Chinese gesture  of good will. 

latent  forces  of  a  temblor  slumber  be

“ Happy  New  Year,  Edwina  Grant,” 

neath  the  good  earth.  It  was  no  new 

he  responded.  Her  ears  caught  the 

experience  for  Edwina  Grant  to  see 

overtones  of  melancholy  in  his  voice 

that  flame  leap  up  and  die. 

and  her  frank  eyes  sought  his  face. 

In  her  contact  with  Chung  Lee,  at 

But  she  did  not  speak.  She  took  off 

whose  theater  she  learned  Oriental 

her  hat  and  her  nutria  coat.  There 

dance  forms  without  cost  to  herself 

was  a  lissomeness  and  grace  to  her 

save  her  own  occasional  participation 

movements  t h a t   smacked  of  the 

in  the  performances,  she  had  been 

dancer.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  she  was 

vouchsafed  a  glimpse,  every  now  and 

not clad  in street  dress but in costume. 

then,  of  the  Chinese’s  secret  self.  T o 

She  sat  down  and  took  the  cup 

her  it  had  been  given  to  know  that 

which  Chung  Lee  handed  to  her,  and 

beneath  Lee’s  old  age  and  Buddhistic 

they  sipped  the  delicious  brew  in  sicompassion,  there  still  lurked  the lence.  They  were  a  strange  combina

Chinese  warrior 1

tion,  the  old  Chinese  and  the  Amer

“ How  long  is  it,”  she  asked  softly, 

ican  girl—the  girl  the  very  essence  of 

“ since  Fay  Lon—went away?” 

modernity,  the  Chinese  like  a man  out 

of  some  ancient  dynasty. 

Yet  they  were  at  ease  with  each 

T HE old Chinese’s face was impassive  again. 

other.  This  Chinese  who  bore  within 

“ I  do  not  know  if  you  mean  to  ask 

his  heart  and  mind  the  wisdom  of  the 

me  when  my  daughter  left  my  home 

ancient  sages  could  nevertheless  tell 

or  left this life,” he said quietly.  “ For 

an  American  joke  in  a  manner  that 

among  the  euphemisms  for  the  fact 

would  have won  the  approval  of  Mark 

of  death,  ‘went  away,’  is  one.  Since 

Twain. 

language,  a  product  of  human  life, 

But  he  was  in  no  mood  for  telling 

should  never  be  soiled  by  fear,  I  have 

jokes  now. 

ever  expressed  the  fact  of  death  with 

“ It  is  kind  of  you  to  visit  me  before 

the  simple  words,  ‘to  die.’  Therefore 

the  performance,”  he  said. 

must  I  answer  your  question  in  two 

“ Not  everyone  is  permitted  the  opways.” 

portunity  of  drinking  Chung  Lee’s 

The  old  man  bowed  his  head,  but 

jasmine  tea,”  Edwina  replied,  courtewent  on  speaking. 

ous  in  the  Chinese  manner,  yet  with 

“ My  daughter  ‘went  away’  exactly 

a  trace  of  teasing  in  the  remark. 

three  years  ago  today.  She  ‘died’—no 

“ Was  it  for  my  tea  that  you  came?” 

man  knows  exactly  when.  The  wis

Chung Lee asked, smiling  slightly. 

est  of  medical  examiners  could  not 

“ It  was  to  talk  with  a  man  of  wistell,  at  the  time  she  was  taken  from dom  who  has  taught  me  much,”  the 

the  river,  how  long  before  that  she 

girl  answered. 

had  given  herself  to  it.” 

“ Thank  you,”  said  the  old man.  “ In 

“ Tell  me,  Chung  Lee,”  the  girl  said 

China,  reverence  for  elders  is  in  the 

softly,  “ do  you  cherish  anger  in  your 

warp  and  w oof  of  Chinese  life. 

In 

heart  against  her?  It  is  not  for  the 

this  country,  while  young  people  no 

young  to  counsel  the  old,  but— ” 

doubt  love  the old  folks— in  fact many 

Chung  Lee  stopped  her. 

of  your  popular  songs  deal  with  this 

“ There  is  anger  in  my  heart,  but  it 

theme—they  have  not  the  patience  to 

is  not  against  Little  Flower.  There 

remain  long  in  their  company. 

At 

is  more  than  anger;  there  is  hate,  but 

any  rate,  I  am  glad  that  you  are  here. 

its direction lies elsewhere.  The anger 

I  am  lonely  always,  but  on  this  day  of 

is  against  Chung  Lee,  an  unwise  fathe  paying  of  old  debts  I  am  lonelier ther, too strict with his daughter.  The 

than  on other  days.” 

hate”—Chung  Lee’s  voice  deepened 

Whether  it was  the  reflection  of  the

and  his  body  shook—“ is  against  Jos-
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eph  Carmen,  who  took  her  from  me! 

ing  justice  by  accepting  a  bribe.  In 

Because  I  was  too  strict  in  the  matter 

the  salt  mines  my  ancestor  was 

o f her marrying  the man of  my  choice, 

whipped  even  as  he  worked,  and  the 

her  rebellion  took  a  perverted  form 

sweat  and  the  salt  ran  into  the  bleedand  she  convinced  herself  that  the ing  welts  together,  until  my  ancestor 

tawdry  tinsel  that  overlaid  this  crimprayed  for  death.  But  he  was  strong inally-minded  man  was  the  pure  gold 

and  served  out  his  term. 

of  romance.  So  he  took  her  from  me, 

“ Then  my  ancestor,  who  was  not  a 

and  when,  disillusioned  and  broken, 

cruel man but an honest one who could 

she  went  from  him,  it  was  not  to  her 



not  bear  to  be  in  debt,  made  captive 

father’s  bosom  but  to  the  river’s.” 

the  magistrate,  and  stripped  him  to 

Chung  Lee  set  down  his  cup. 

his  well-larded  waist.  Then  he  lashed 

“ This has been the day of the paying 

him  with  a  whip  of  nine  straps  tipped 

of  the  debts,”  he  said  somberly.  “ So 

with  iron. 

And  my  ancestor  then, 

it  was  last  year,  and  so  the  year  beweeping  even  as  he  did  so,  because  he fore  that.  The  years  spin  on. 

But 

was  not  a  cruel  man,  patiently  rubbed 

 that  debt  remains  unpaid,  weighing 

salt  into  the  many  wounds— ” 

heavily upon me.  It must be  paid, and 

Chung  Lee  stopped  short,  observing 

there  is  something  in  me  that  tells 

that  Edwina  was  trembling. 

me”—his  voice  dropped—“ that  it  will 

"It was not my wish  to  harrow you,” 

be  paid.  .  . 

he  said  softly.  “ The  men  of  old  paid 

His  hand  reached  up  and  back,  and, 

their debts, and  I must pay mine.  And 

without turning,  he took a short sword 

even  though  I  may  not  be  able  to  pay 

down  from  the  wall.  He  drew  it  from 

in  kind  as  they  did,  still  I  know  that 

the  scabbard  and  ran  his  thumb  with 

I  will  pay  it.” 

a  feather-light  touch  along  its  blade. 

Edwina  Grant  shivered. 

“ This  debt,”  he  murmured,  “ will 

“ You  say  ‘will,’ ”  she  said. 

“ I’ve 

only  be  wiped  out  in  blood—mine  or 

often 

wondered 

why 

you 

never 

Carmen’s.” 

actively  went  in  search  of  Carmen. 

His  eyes  closed,  but  he  went  on 

I  don’t  understand.” 

speaking. 

“ Carmen  will  return,”  the  old  man 

“ In ancient  days, when my ancestors 

said. 

paid  debts of this kind,  they  contrived 

“ How  can  you  be  so  sure?” 

to  make  the  payment  match  the  o f

“ The 

certainty  is  within  me,” 

fense.  One  forebear  of  mine  had  a 

Chung  Lee  replied  enigmatically. 

nephew  who  was  taken  captive  by  the 

“ But  come,  let  us  talk  of  something 

lord  of  a  neighboring  province  and 

else.  You  have  been  on  the  streets 

made  a  slave.  He  became  a  weaver 

of  Chinatown  for  many  hours  today. 

of  tapestries. 

But  so  fine  was  the 

Did  you enjoy the  celebration as much 

work,  and  so  miserly  was  the  lord  in 

as on  previous years?” 

allowing  him  oil  for  light  to  work  by, 

“ No,”  she  said  decisively. 

that  the  nephew  went  blind.  Subse

He  showed  no  surprise  at  this 

quently,  by  the  fortunes  of  war,  the 

seemingly  unexpected  response  but 

lord  became  captive  of  my  forebear. 

waited  for  her  to  continue.  And  some

“ My  forebear  cut  the  lord’s  eyes 

how  Edwina  Grant  felt  that they  were 

from  their  sockets  and  gave  them  to 

not  talking  about  something  else  at 

his  nephew  to  eat. 

‘Thou  hast  deall,  but  about  the  same  thing. 

voured,  in  thy  greed,  the  eyes  of  this 

“ No,”  she  repeated.  “ I  don’t  know 

boy,’ my  forebear  said.  ‘Therefore  let 

what  it  was,  but  it  seemed  different 

thine  own  eyes  by  devoured  by  him 

this  year. 

There  were  the  same 

whom  thou  hast  offended.’  So  it  was 

crowds,  the  same  dragons,  the  same 

done,  and  there  was  no  longer  a  debt 

grotesqueries 

and 

masks. 

But 

I 

between  them.” 

seemed  every  now  and  then  to  sense  a 

false  note  in  the  merriment.  Some

E  paused,  went  on:

thing  seemed  to  be  present  that  had 

“ Again,  there  was  a  cruel 

no  business  being  there.  It  was  like 

magistrate  who  condemned  one  of  my 

hearing  discords  in  music,  or  seeing 

ancestors  to  the  salt  mines,  stultifyan  unnatural  color  in  a  painting,  or an
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awkward movement  in a dance.  Someyour interpretative dancing, the  credithing  didn’t  belong.” 

tors  and  the  other  members  of  the 

‘‘Alien  presences,  perhaps?”  he  sugaudience  will  be  moved  to  open  their gested  without  levity. 

purses  still  wider.  In  fact,  my  dear, 

She  looked  at  him,  startled,  but  his 

I  am  quite  sure  they  will.” 

face  betrayed  nothing.  Again  she  felt 

“ But  isn’t  it  dangerous?”  Edwina 

a shiver  course up and down her spine. 

protested.  “ So  much  money  in  one 

“ You  see,  Edwina,”  he  went  on,  “ I 

place.  You  should  have  a  police 

did  not  enjoy  it,  either,  and  perhaps 

guard.” 

for the same reasons.  W e are two per

“There  will  be  no  police,”  Chung 

sons,  Edwina,  who  have  sensitively 

Lee  said.  “ W e  shall  not  need  police. 

tuned  perceptions.  That  is  why  we 

More  tea?” 

are  such  good  friends  and  never  bore 

Edwina,  staring  at  him,  shook  her 

each  other.  Yes,  there  was something 

head.  His  face  was  in  repose,  but  his 

wrong  with  today’s  celebration. 

A 

old  eyes,  staring  back  at  her,  glowed 

false  note,  you  call  it.  Let  us  leave  it 

with  something  deadly.  For  the  first 

at  that  and  turn  to  more  practical 

time  since  she  had  known  him,  she 

matters.  Tonight’s  performance  in 

was  afraid  of  him.  .  .  . 

the  theater,  for  example.” 

Chung  Lee’s  theater  was  crowded 

that  night,  every  seat  taken,  and  all 

A GAIN  Edwina  had  the  feeling  standing room occupied as well.  The that  they  were  not  changing  the 

audience  was  in  festive  regalia  and 

subject  at  all,  that  it  was  still  the 

some  of  them  still  wore  the  grotesque 

same.  That  it  was  of  one  thing  and 

heads  and  masks  with  which  they 

one  thing  only  that  Chung  Lee  was 

had  paraded  in  the  streets. 

speaking  and  both  were  thinking,  ter

The  place  was  filled  with  the  sound 

ribly  symbolized  by  the  remembered 

of  their  chatter,  yet  in  that  chatter, 

sight  that  beat  beneath  their  inward 

running  deep,  there  seemed  to  be 

eyes — the  once  lovely  body  of  Fay 

something  different  from  the  usual 

Lon,  water-logged  and  fish-ravaged, 

good  cheer—a  note  of  apprehension, 

lying  on  a  slab  in  the  refrigerated 

an  anticipation  of  menace,  a  foredead-chamber  of  the  morgue. 

shadowing  of  terror.  And  this  merged 

“ First,”  Chung  Lee  said,  “ there 

naturally with  the  doings on  the  stage 

will  be  a  short  play  of  the  Mongol 

when  the  curtain  went  up. 

Dynasty  set  music,  to  remind  our 

At  the  edge  of  the  rice  field,  the 

audience  that  China  has  a  past.  Then 

princess  met  the  peasant.  No  speech 

you,  with  your  new  dance  expressing 

passed  between  them,  but  in  panthe  struggle  of  the  Chinese  people tomime  they  expressed  their  hopeless 

against  the  invading  armies  of  Niplove.  The  rice  stalks  parted,  revealpon  will  show  the  audience  China’s ing  a  face.  The  two  did  not  see  the 

heroic  present.  Then,  the  counting 

face  and  the  stalks  came  together 

of  the  money—” 

again. 

But  the  audience  knew  that 

“ The  what?”  Edwina  broke  in. 

the  spy  had  gone  off  to  report  to  the 

“ An  item  that  was  not  on  the  origiwarlord. 

nal  program,”  the  old  man  said 

The  curtain  fell,  rose  again.  The 

smoothly.  “ Today,  as  you  know,  saw 

princess  was  the  captive  of  the  warthe  settling  of  all  money-debts.  But lord. 

Once  again  she  rejected  his 

instead  of,  as  formerly,  paying  the 

suit.  The  warlord  gave  orders  that 

moneys  over  to  the  individuals  enshe  was  to  die.  The  manner  of  her titled  to  thefn,  all  moneys  representdeath  would  be  horrible.  In  the  waring  debts  have  been  deposited  with lord’s  court  was  a  circular  pool,  and 

me  and  now  repose  in  my  safe.  Every 

out  of  its  depths  rose  a  slimy  octopus. 

creditor  has  agreed  to  contribute  one- 

Two  slaves  seized  the  girl,  cast  her 

fourth  of  his  collected  debt  to  China. 

to  the  octopus. 

The  poor  young 

“ My  people  like  ceremony.  So  we 

farmer  entered  now.  He  cast  himself 

are  making  a  ceremony  of  the  countinto  the  pool  and  the  lovers  died  toing  of  the  money. 

And  we  are  in 

gether.  The  curtain  descended. 

hopes  that  through  the  artistry  of

The  audience  was silent, did  not ap
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plaud.  The  poor  farmer  had  chosen 

out  what  was  happening.  Above  the 

to  die.  It  was  a bad  choice.  A  better 

shuffling  sounds,  Chung  Lee’s  voice 

choice  would  have  been  to  fight.  The 

rose  in  almost  a  chant:  “ Collect  your 

audience  understood  that.  But  there 

debt,  Joseph  Carmen!” 

was  also  something  sinister  in  its 

And  he  raised  the  short  sword.  The 

silence. 

eyes  of  Joseph  Carmen were suddenly 

Once  again  the  curtain  rose,  to  the 

shot  with  a  savage  perplexity.  He was 

music  made  by  a  dulcimer  with  sixtrying  to  make  out  what  was  happenteen  sets  of  strings  played  with  two ing  out  front  and  was  finding  it  diffibamboo  beaters.  Also  there  were cult.  Something  caught  his  eye  and 

flutes  and  two-stringed  violins,  cymhis  automatic  spouted  flame.  But bals  and  drums.  And  to  this  music, 

whether  or  not  the  bullet  had  struck 

Edwina  Grant  danced. 

human  flesh  he  could  not  tell. 

“ Put  down  the  shiv,  old  fool,  before 

IN her dance the Chinese farmer no  I  blast  you!”  Carmen  shouted,  branlonger  chose  to  die.  Instead  he dishing  the  gun. 

fought  his  Japanese  oppressors.  And 

The  old  man  drew  back  his  arm  to 

it  was  not  one  farmer,  but  millions, 

strike.  The  girl  stared  at  him  in  tersymbolized  by  the  great  dragon  that ror.  For  as  he  was  gazing  with  fiery 

came  from  out  the  green-curtain  backeyes  not  at  Carmen  but  at  her  own ground  and  hovered  overhead. 

body,  as  if  she  and  not  Carmen  was  to 

Edwina  Grant  danced  with  fear  in 

receive  the  blow.  Even  Carmen  saw 

her  heart,  not  knowing  whence  the 

that,  and  he  cried  out:

fear  came.  Her vision was dimmed  by 

“ You  crazy  fool!  If  you  cut  loose 

the  footlights,  yet  she  made  out 

with  that,  I’ll  make  you  kill  the  g irl!” 

Chung  Lee, sitting  on  the middle  aisle 

Chung  Lee’s  voice  rose  shrilly. 

in  the  front  row. 

His  face  looked 

“ So  be  it !”  he shouted wildly.  “ The 

ghastly.  Vainly  she  sought  in  that 

blade  is  long!  Through  her  to  y o u !”  

face  some  recognition  of  her. 

But 

And  the  fanatical  old  man,  brook

Chung  Lee  was  staring  at  her  as  at  a 

ing  no  obstacle  between  himself  and 

stranger. 

his  long-sought  vengeance,  his  eyes 

And  suddenly  all  was  commotion. 

locked  with  the  unbelieving  eyes  of 

With  a  horrific  discord,  the  music 

Edwina  Grant,  drove  the  sword  with 

stopped.  Abruptly  there  was  a  presall  his  might  into  the  abdomen  of  the ence  on  the  stage  other  than  Edwina 

girl  with  whom  he  had  so  recently 

Grant.  An  arm  reached  from  behind, 

sipped  the  precious  jasmine  tea! 

a  white  hand  closed  roughly  over  her 

With  a  hoarse  shout,  anxious  only 

mouth,  and  she  was  jerked  backward. 

to  avoid  that  deadly  blade  which, 

Another  arm  shot  beneath  her  own, 

piercing the girl,  could still  pierce and 

and  she  saw  a  hand  that  held  an  autokill  him  as  well,  Carmen  bounded matic. 

back.  The  stricken  girl  slumped, 

A  thrill  of  terror  ran  through  her. 

leaving  Carmen  exposed.  He  swung 

She  could  not  see  the  man  behind  her, 

his  automatic  around  to  level  on  the 

yet  she  knew  that  her  body  was  beold  man,  but  too  late! 

The  sword 

ing  used  as  a  shield. 

flashed  in  the  air  and  its  tip  plunged 

For  the  first  time  since  the  first 

into  Carmen’s  heart. 

He  died  incurtain  had  gone  up,  a  voice  sounded 

stantly. 

from  the  stage,  rough  and  evil  and 

The  commotion,  the  commotion 

murderous.  And  it was  the  voice  of  a 

that  was  so  strangely  quiet,  still  went 

white  man.  “ Everything’s  under  conon  in  the  audience.  And  at  last  its trol.  Open  the  safe,  Chung  L ee!” 

meaning  grew  clear.  Clusters  of 

Chung  Lee  had  risen.  Clasped  in 

Chinese  men  had  surrounded  inhis  right  fist  was  the  short  sword dividual  men,  stripped  them  of  their 

Edwina  Grant  had  seen  him  test  with 

heads  and  masks  and  weapons.  The 

his  thumb. 

process  had  commenced  upon  the very 

There  was  a  strange  rustling,  a 

instant  of  Carmen’s appearance on the 

strange  moving  in  the  audience,  and 

stage. 

from the  stage  it  was  difficult  to  make

Not  a  shot  had  been  fired  save  Car
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men’s  single  one.  Carmen  was  dead, 

at  once  it  was  full  of  happiness,  for 

and  his  white  aides  were  prisoners  of 

she  was  saying:

the quiet  Chinese who  had  carried  out 

“ It  is  I  who  must  ask  forgiveness 

their  assignments  so  efficiently. 

of you, for doubting you even— even— 

W ell,  let  us  each  forgive  the  other. 

FAY  LON  was  avenged.  But  at  But  how  did  you  arrange  all  this? 

what  cost!  The  motionless  body 

You  seem  to  have  known  that  Carmen 

of  Edwina  Grant—

would  come.” 

But  Edwina Grant was  stirring.  She 

“ It  can  be  said  that  I  lured  him 

sat  up dazedly and  looked  down at her 

here,”  Chung  Lee  said  simply.  “ I  did 

waist.  There  was  no  rip  in  the  dress, 

not  know  where  he  was,  nor  did  the 

no blood.  Chung  Lee  knelt beside her, 

police.  But  you  have  a  word  for  it— 

took  her hands. 

the  grapevine— and  that  is  how  it  was 

“ Forgive me,” he murmured.  “ I had 

done. 

W ord  was  sent  out  over  the 

not  intended  you  to  go  through  such 

country. 

In  every  city  and  hamlet 

an  ordeal,  but  things  arranged  themwhere  there  were  Chinese,  or  even  a selves  in  that  special  way  after  I  had 

single  Chinese,  the  word  entered  to 

arranged  the  general  scheme.” 

find  Carmen.  And  when  he  was  found, 

“ You—you  stabbed—” she  could  not 

to  implant  in  his  mind  the  idea  that  a 

go  on. 

big  haul  was  to  be  had  and  why. 

“ No,”  he  said  gently.  “ Even  when 

Carmen,  who  had  always  made  a  spe

I  plunged  the  sword  seemingly  at 

cialty  of  preying  upon  the  Chinese, 

your  body,  as  though  to  seek  in  your 

was  almost  certain  to  rise  to  the  bait.” 

death  another’s,  you  should  still  not 

“ But  his  men?”  Ewina  asked. 

have  believed  that  I  would  harm  you. 

“ How  could  you  be  sure  you  could 

The  sword— I  will  show  you  some  day 

control  that  part  of  it?” 

how  it  works,  when  the  blood  is off  it. 

“ They  were  all  spotted—that  is  the 

I  will  only  say  now  that  the  blade  is 

right  word,  isn’t  it?—almost  as  soon 

not  a  single  piece  but  composed  of 

as  they  entered  Chinatown.  And 

many  pieces  cunningly  fitted  so  that 

from  that  moment,  not  a  single  one 

it  may  be  collapsed  to  any  dimension. 

of  them  was  ever  out  of  sight  of  one 

The  hilt  is  equipped  with  little  butor  more  Chinese.  Even  as  they  sat  in tons  each  attached  to  its  special 

the  audience,  disguised  in  their  fesspring, and by  pressing  the right ones, tive  regalia,  each  one  was  known. 

the  sword  can  be  shortened  to  any 

And  when  the  time  came,  my  people 

length  desired.  A  convenient  device 

acted  quickly,  quietly,  and  skilfully.” 

for  a  theatrical  performance  where 

His  voice  rose  as  he  faced  the  audirealism  is  desired.” 

ence. 

“ I  thank  you  all,”  he  said 

They  rose  together.  He  sought  her 

simply.  “ I,  too,  on  this  day  of  our 

eyes  again.  “ You  have  not  said  that 

New  Year,  no  longer  have  any  debts.” 

you  forgive  me,”  he  murmured. 

And  Edwina  Grant  and  Chung  Lee 

She  thought  a  moment,  shook  her 

bowed  together  to  the  audience.  The 

head.  His  face  saddened.  Then  all

performance  was  over. 
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D A N G E R   I N

By  G.  T.  FLEMING-ROBERTS

 Author  of  “ The  Scourge  of  Flame,”  “ Black  W m g t   of  Death,”   etc. 

Menaced  by  a  Headless  Thing  That  Stalks Through  the  Night, Dave  Harris  Pits  Himself  Against  a  Frankensteinian  Monster! 

CH APTER  I 

Snow  had  piled  high  in  the  night 

and  across  the  jagged  teeth  of  broken 

 Death  in  Ice

glass,  snow  blew  into  my  room.  Beyond,  against  the  clear  winter  night THE deep-throated bellowing of  sky, sheets of flame flung  up  to  the the  explosion  startled  me  out 

zenith.  I  realized  suddenly  that  the 

of  bed.  The  glass  of  my  bedexplosion  had  occurred  at  the  gas room  window  had  crashed  out,  and 

works  several  blocks  away. 

through  the  opening  a  raw  wind 

Sirens  screamed—that  chilliest  of 

out  of  the  east  molded  my  pajamas 

sounds  on  a  bleak  night.  By  the  time 

close  to  my  body. 

I  could  dress  and  get  to  the  scene  of
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the  tragedy,  fire  hoses  were  pouring 

Lives  crossed  out  by  the  meddling 

water  upon  the  flaming  ruin—water 

fingers  of  Fate.  Lives  contorted  bequickly  turned  to  ice  that  sheathed cause  of  lack  of  cohesion  among  molthe  wreckage  in  glaring  armor. 

ecules. 

Fifty  men  composed  that  night 

They  weren’t  all  dead,  these  men 

force  at  the  gas  works. 

Fifty  men 

we  found  among  the wreckage.  Some 

were  trapped  inside  that  flaming  ruin, 

lived  long  enough  to  sob  out  frantic 

or  crushed  to  lifeless  pulp  beneath 

messages,  as  though  they  were  trying 

the  north  wall  that  had  buckled  in,  or 

to  right  the  wrongs  of  a  lifetime  in  a 

hacked  to  bits  by  jagged  scraps  of 

few  seconds.  Some  uttered  agonizing 

metal  from  the  burstcd  storage  tank. 

shrieks  from  blood-flecked  mouths  in
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slashed  faces.  Others staggered about 

How  about  us  downing  a  little  hot 

in  the  ruin,  stunned  by  the  very  fact 

coffee? 

I  heard  someone  say  that 

that  they  had  been  spared  without  a 

there  was  only  one  man  unaccounted 

scratch. 

for.  They’re  combing  the  wreckage 

Dr.  Thurman  was  helping  with  the 

for  him  now.” 

rescue  work  and  he  immediately  en

“ All  right,”  he  agreed.  Regarding 

listed  me  for  his  errand  boy.  W ill 

me  seriously,  he  added:  “ Dave,  you

Thurman and  I  had something  in comwouldn’t  have  made  a  bad  doctor. 

mon,  and  her  name  was  Margo.  Had 

You’ve  got  a  good  stomach  for  gore.” 

I  not  been  stubborn  and  refused  to 

“ No, thanks,” I  said as we started off 

give  up  newspaper  work,  if  Margo 

toward  a  lunchroom  together.  “ How 

hadn’t  been  stubborn  and  insisted  that 

is  Margo  these  days?" 

newspaper  men  didn’t  make  good  hus

“ Fine,”  he  said,  looking  at  me 

bands, Margo might have been married 

sharply.  “ I  haven’t  seen  a  great  deal 

to me instead of to  Dr.  W ill  Thurman. 

of  her  in  the  past  week  or  so.  We 

Thurman  had  been  rich  and  handjust  aren’t  home  at  the  same  hours. 

some when she had married him.  Now 

She  might  just  as  well  have  married 

he  was  only  rich.  He  had  some  sort 

a  newspaper  man,  eh?”  He  laughed, 

of  arthritis  for  which,  ironically 

and  his  voice  was  scratchy. 

enough,  he  could  find  no  cure.  The 

W e  were  heading  across  the  sidepain  of  his  ailment  had  gouged  deep walk  when  someone  came  up  from 

wrinkles  in  his  face.  His  shoulders 

behind  and  tugged  at  Thurman’s  coat. 

were  twisted,  his  whole  body  stooped 

We  looked  around. 

It  was  a  little 

like  an  ape. 

Even  his  marvelous 

dried-up  old  lady.  She  had  a  shawl 

surgeon’s 

hands 

were 

becoming 

over  her  head  and  a  sweater  tied 

gnarled  and  stiff. 

around  her  shoulders.  She  was  cold, 

Crippled  though  he  was,  he  posbut  I  don’t  think  she  knew  how  cold sessed  one  of  those  driving  personalshe  was,  because  something  else  was ities  which  could  make  people  work 

on  her  mind. 

for  him. 

His  gray  eyes  were  like 

“ Dr.  Thurman,”  she  said,  “ I  don’t 

steel,  magnetized  —  wonderful  eyes 

suppose  you  remember  me.  I’m  Mrs. 

fronting the brain  of a genius. 

Kole.  When  my  boy,  John,  broke  his 

arm three years ago you fixed  him up.” 

R em a r k a b le   how  Thurman

“ O f course  I  remember you,”  Thurscourged  his  twisted  and  stiffman  said  kindly. 

Then  he  added 

ened  fingers  to  do  the  bidding  of  his 

bitterly:  “ You’ve  changed  far  less  in 

brain,  as  he  did  what  he  could  for  the 

the  past  three  years  than  I  have.” 

maimed  and  injured  before  the  am

Thurman  could  never  forget  that 

bulance  could  plow  through  the  snow 

painful  twisting  ailment  that was  robdrifts.  Only  once  did  he  fumble,  and bing  his  body  of  its  usefulness. 

then  he  beat  his  hands  against  the 

“ Nobody  could  forget  you,”  the  old 

ridges  of  ice  beneath  him  and  cursed 

lady  said.  “ Not  with  your  eyes.  You 

them  for  their  clumsiness.  Then  I 

know  my  boy  worked  for  the  gas 

saw that his gray eyes were filled with 

company.  It’s  my  John  they’re  hunttears and  that his  lips  were  trembling. 

ing  for  now.  He’s  the  only  one  they 

But when  he  saw me  looking  at  him, 

haven’t  found. 

I  wonder  if  you’d 

his  lips  tightened  and  clipped  out 

mind  helping  them  find  him? 

I—I 

fresh  orders  for  me  to  follow. 

don’t  suppose  he’s  alive,  but  it’s  just 

It was  just  before  dawn,  when  most 

not  knowing—” 

of  the  work  was  done,  that  Thurman 

Mrs.  Kole’s  shriveled  lips  began 

seemed to notice me as a fellow human. 

quivering.  She  took  a  corner  of  her 

He  backed  away  from  a  stretcher  that 

shawl  and  dried  her  tear-filled  eyes 

was  on  its  way  to  the  ambulance,  and 

with  it. 

in  doing  so  he  bumped  into  me. 

“ Of  course,”  Dr.  Thurman  said. 

“ How  they  going,  Dave?”  he  asked. 

“ W e’ll  help  look.  And  you  go  home, 

“ If  you  mean  my  feet,”  I  said, 

Mrs.  Kole.  You  shouldn’t  be  out here 

“ they’ve  gone  a  long  time  ago.  I’m 

in  this  cold.” 

just walking around on frozen stumps. 

“ I’m waiting  for  news  of  John,”  she
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said.  “ I’ll  keep  waiting  till  I  hear.’’ 

I  looked  into  the  doctor’s  twisted 

It  was  Thurman  and  I  who  found 

face.  There  was  no  hint  of  horror 

John  Kole.  W e  were  looking  in  the 

fascination  in  his  steel-gray  eyes. 

shadow  of  the  wall  that  had  caved  in, 

There  was  something  else,  something 

entirely  out  of  sight  of  the  rest  of 

startling. 

You  could  almost  call  it 

the  searchers,  when  I  stumbled  over 

an  expression  of  triumph.  Not  a  nice 

something and nearly pulled  Thurman 

expression  at  all.  Sort  of  a  gloating 

down  on  top  of  me. 

look. 

The  doctor  caught  his  balance, 

I  turned  away,  sickened. 

turned  his  flashlight  on  for  me  to  see 

to  get  up.  I  got  to  my  knees  but  no 

farther  just  then,  because  I  was  look

CH APTER  II

ing  down  into  the  face  of  John  Kole. 

It  looked  as  though  he  was  buried 

 “ Do  You  Believe  in  Vampires?” 

under  something. 

THAT face—I’ll never get it out of 

my  mind. 

The  eyes  were  pro

A FTERWARD  I  did  a  special 

story  for  the  newspaper,  covertruding  and  slightly  crossed. 

The 

ing  the  explosion  as  “ seen  through 

mouth  was  open  and  silently  screamthe eyes of a volunteer rescue worker.” 

ing. 

The  ghastly  mask  was  glazed 

I  played  up  the  human  interest  angle 

with  ice,  so  that  the  face  looked  like 

of  Mrs.  Kole  hunting  for  her  son,  and 

the  work  of  some  mad  sculptor  who 

the  state  in  which  John  Kole’s  body 

modeled  horror  in  glass. 

was  found. 

It  was  a  swell  story. 

“ My  G od!”  Thurman  said  huskily. 

Even  the  hard-boiled  city  editor 

He  reached  out his  foot  and  touched 

thought  so. 

the  frozen  cheek  with  the  toe  of  his 

He  said  it  was  too  good,  as  a matter 

shoe. 

The  whole  head  rolled  away 

of  fact.  It  was  such  good  fiction  that 

a  foot  from  the  spot  where  I  had  first 

he  recommended  I  give  up  newspaper 

seen  it. 

There  was  no  sign  of  the 

work  entirely. 

body  anywhere. 

“ Let’s  get  this  straight,”  I  said,  get

“ Get  up,  Dave!”  urged  Thurman. 

ting  angry.  “ Am  I  fired?” 

“ The  body  can’t  be  far  from  here.” 

“ Mr.  Harris,  you  are  fired,”  he  said 

It  wasn’t.  Leaning  up  against  the 

unpleasantly. 

“ You  got  that  story 

ruined  wall  was  a  jagged  plate  of 

out  of  a  bottle. 

John  Kole’s  body 

steel  that  had  been  ripped  from  the 

wasn’t  found  with  or  without  a  head. 

storage  tank.  Ice  had  partly  welded 

Every  other  newspaper  in  town  is 

it  to  the  wall,  but  we  finally  tore  it 

carrying  the  rumor  that  John  Kole 

down. 

Behind  it  was  the  body  of 

was  a  nut  who  fired  the  building, 

John  Kole. 

caused  the  explosion,  and  is  now 

Here was the maddest trick of whimhiding  out  somewhere.  And  only  our sical  Fate.  Kole’s  body  was  without 

sheet  carries  your  priceless  little  gem 

a  scratch.  Even  his  garments  hadn’t 

about  Mrs.  Kole  and  her  decapitated 

been  torn.  The  body  lay  there,  headson!” 

less,  with  clotted  blood  and  ice  seal

I  called  Dr.  Thurman  on  the  phone 

ing the  stump of  the  neck.  Death  and 

just  to  see  if  I  was  crazy.  He  backed 

ice  made  the  body  as  stiff  as  a  statue. 

up  my  story  of  the  finding  of  the 

For  a  moment,  Thurman  just  stood 

body.  The  whole  trouble  was  I  had 

there  staring,  clutching  my  shoulder. 

supposed  that  Thurman  reported  the 

“ A  head  without  a  body,”  he 

finding  of  the  body  to  the  fire  marshal 

whispered.  “ A  brain without  a body.” 

and  Thurman  supposed  that  I  had 

“ You’re  mixed  up,”  I  said. 

The 

done  the  reporting. 

point  wasn’t  worth  arguing,  but  at 

“ So,”  my  pal,  the  city  editor,  said, 

times  like  this  you  have  to  talk  to 

“ I  suppose  the  headless  body  got  up, 

keep  from  getting  hysterical. 

“ You 

put  its  head  under its arm, and walked 

mean  it’s  a  body  without  a  head.” 

away.  When  you  write  that  up,  send 

“ A  head  without  a  body,”  he  reit  to   Fantastic  Fables  Monthly  and peated  slowly. 

don’t bring  it in  here!  If you and Doc
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Thurman  weren’t  both  plastered  that 

with  Margo.  The rouge on her cheeks 

night,  then  you  get  out,  hunt  up  the 

stood  out  like  islands  in  a sea  of  skim 

body  and  show  m e!” 

milk.  She  looked  bloodless  and  sick 

Unfortunately there are  not a whole 

and  just  a  little  frightened.  I  asked 

lot  of  places  you  can  look  for  a 

where  W ill  Thurman  was. 

Margo 

human  body.  A  week  went  by  and  I 

replied  vaguely  that  he  was  working. 

had  looked  in  all  those  places  and 

“ He works nearly  every  night  in  his 

found  nothing.  The  paper  fired  me 

laboratory,”  Dr.  Hendrix  said.  “ Poor 

this  time  permanently  and  officially. 

W ill!  It’s  as  though  life  wasn’t  long 

I  suppose I  could  have  gone to  W ill 

enough  and  he’s  trying  to  clinch  his 

Thurman  and  got  him  to  use  his  inimmortality  now.” 

fluence  to  get  my  job  back  for  me, 

“ You  mean  he’s  up  to  something 

but  you  don’t  ask  favors from  the man 

big?”  I  asked. 

who  married  the  girl  you  love.  So  I 

Hendrix  shrugged.  “ I  don’t  know. 

spent  some  time  and  money  drowning 

Margo doesn’t know.  He doesn’t seem 

my  troubles. 

to  want  anyone  around  at  nights.” 

One  evening  I  was  getting  a  good 

I  looked  at  Margo  in  time  to  see  a 

start  at  the  Blue  Cat  Cafe,  when  I 

shudder  quiver  the  puffed  sleeves  of 

took my  eyes  out  of  my  glass  and  saw 

her  gown. 

Margo  Thurman.  I  had  been  think

Mr.  Jennings  chuckled. 

ing  of  Margo  a  lot  lately,  so  my  first 

“ Dr.  Hendrix  doesn’t  mind,  really,” 

impression  was  that  she  was  just  a 

he  said.  “ On  his  shoulders  and  mine 

lovely  illusion  that  had  resulted  from 

have  fallen  the  pleasant  duty  of  entoo  much  rum  and  lime  juice  and  too tertaining  Margo.” 

much  thinking. 

I  blinked. 

But  it 

was  Margo  all  right. 

W A IT E R   came  up  and  Dr. 

She  was  at  a  table  with  a  couple  of 

Hendrix  started  to  order. 

men. 

One  of  them  was  Jefferson 

“ Just  leave  it  to  me,  old  man,” 

Jennings,  W ill  Thurman’s  uncle.  The 

Jennings  said  cheerfully.  “ I  suppose 

other  was  this  Dr.  Dix  Hendrix  who 

I  know more about the  long tall drinks 

had  been  doing  a  lot  of  Thurman’s 

than  either  of  you.” 

work  ever  since  Thurman  had  been 

So  it  was  Jennings’  party  and  he 

hampered  with  arthritis. 

enjoyed  it  very  much  for  about  an 

I  can’t  describe  Margo.  She  has  to 

hour  and  a  half  before  he  passed  out 

be  seen.  She  is  above  average  height, 

completely.  Hendrix  got  a  hurry-up 

beautifully formed.  She has shimmercall from a patient, and that left Margo ing  bronze  hair  and  deep  blue  eyes 

and  me  alone. 

that  shimmer,  too.  That’s  as  far  as  I 

I  didn’t  care  much  for  Jennings’ 

can  go.  Hers  is  the  sort  of  beauty 

snoring,  so  I  suggested  we  move  to 

that  puts  a  lump  in  your  throat. 

another  table.  Margo  didn’t  seem  to 

Dr.  Dix  Hendrix  was  tall  and  pincare  a  lot  what  she  did.  So  we  found headed  and  dark-complexioned.  The 

a  place  as  far  away  from  the  blare 

only  thing  that  looked  medical  about 

of  the  band  as  we  could  and  talked 

him  was  his  moustache  and— come  to 

about  old  times.  Only  the  old  times 

think  of  it—that  could  just  as  well 

weren’t  what  we  were  interested  in. 

have  been  attached  to  a  French  chef. 

It  was  the  present  that  was  making 

W ill  Thurman’s  uncle,  this  Jenworms  of  worry  crawl  through  my nings,  I  didn’t go for at all.  He struck 

mind. 

me  as  the  kind  of  man  who  tries  to 

“ You’re  not  well,  Margo,”  I  said. 

hide his middle age with a fur coat and 

“ I’m  all  right,”  she  said.  “ Worried 

a  football  stadium. 

You  know—a 

a  little,  maybe.” 

palsy-walsy  with  the  boys,  a  devil 

“ About  W ill?” 

with  the  women,  a  small-town  toad 

She  nodded.  “ He  works  too  hard 

who  would  make  a  first-rate  big  town 

and  too  long.  Every  night  he’s  all  by 

sucker. 

himself  in  his  laboratory.  Locked  in. 

I  went  over  to  Margo’s  table  then 

If  he  needed  taking  care  of,  no  one 

and  they  had  to  ask  me  to  join  them. 

could  get  to  him  to  help  him.” 

There was something definitely wrong

“ What  about  you?”  I  asked.  “ You
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go  out  on  parties  like  this  often?” 

strange  way  that  W ill  acts,  or  the 

“ It  doesn’t  matter.” 

She  sighed, 

thing  that  comes  to  me  in  my  sleep.” 

tried  to  smile,  but  her  lips  were  trem

“ Haven’t  you  been  sleeping  w ell?” 

bling  so  much  she  couldn’t. 

I  asked  as  I  stood  up  to  help  her  with 

I  dropped  a  hand  over  hers.  The 

her furred wrap. 

touch  of  her  flesh  startled  me.  Her 

“ Too well,”  she said.  “ I  never want 

fingers  seemed  carved  from  dry  ice. 

to  sleep  again.  What  was  that  line  in 

“ W e’re  waking  up,”  I  said  softly. 

Macbeth,  something  about  Macbeth 

“ W e’re  both  finding  we’ve  made  a 

murders  sleep?” 

mistake. 

W e’re  both  in  the  same 

I  told  myself  that  Margo  had  a  bad 

hole.” 

case  of  nerves,  but  I  knew  better  than 

Margo’s  lovely  eyes  looked  hard 

that.  There was never anything  high- 

at  the  wall. 

She  reached  out  her 

strung  about  her. 

other  hand  and  patted  mine  with  it. 

I  got  her  to  the  door  and  out  into 

Both  of  her  hands  were  like  dry  ice. 

the  cold,  fresh  air.  W e  stood  at  the 

“ W e ’d  better  not  talk  about  it, 

curb,  waiting  for  a  cab.  And  then 

Dave. 

W e  dug  the  hole  ourselves, 

Margo  collapsed  so  suddenly  that  I 

didn’t  we?” 

didn’t  have  time  to  catch  her. 

“ W e  could  dig ourselves  out  again,” 

Hands  of  fear,  as  cold  as  the  hands 

I  said.  “ If  we  still  mean  something 

of  Margo,  clutched  my  heart. 

to  each  other.” 

Her  hand  beneath  mine  fluttered 

like  a  butterfly  trying  to  escape  a 

CH APTER  III 

spider  web.  I  held  it  tight. 

“ If  we  still  love  each  other—”  I 

 The  Frightful  Thing

tried  again. 

She  leaned  forward  suddenly  as 

though  she  had  come  to  a  definite 

f f W F   the  lady  isn’t  well,  there’s  a 

decision. 

Her  eyes  were  feverishly 

M   doctor  right  across  the  street, 

bright.  Then  she  asked  that  question 

sir.” 

that  changed  everything  in  the  gay, 

Three  times  the  cafe  doorman  said 

noisy  room  for  me. 

that  to  me  before  I  fully  understood 

“ Dave,  are— are  there  such  things 

what  he  had  said. 

I  had  gathered 

as  vampires?” 

Margo  up  into  my  arms.  I  held  her 

The  hair  at  the  back  of  my  neck 

close,  kissed  her  cold  cheeks,  called 

prickled  up.  I  reached  my  left  hand 

her  by  name.  There  was  a  faint  stir 

for  my  glass  and  took  a  quick  drink. 

of  pulse  at  her  throat. 

“ What’s  that?”  I  said. 

I  looked  up  from  her  pale,  immobile 

“ Do  you  believe  in  vampires?”  she 

face.  My  eyes  followed  the  pointing 

repeated. 

finger  of  the  doorman  frantically. 

“ I’m  only  a  little  drunk,”  I  said. 

Across  the  street  was  the  illuminated 

“ When  I’ve  had  a  few  more  highballs 

sign  of  a  physician. 

maybe  I’ll  believe  in  them.  W hat’s

“ Let  me  help  you  across  the  street 

the  joke?” 

with  the  lady,”  the  doorman  offered. 

I  shook  my  head.  I  realized  sud

ONLY  there  wasn’t  any  joke.  I  denly  that  I  had  already  permitted knew  Margo  too  well  to  suppose 

someone  besides  myself  to  take  care 

she  was  joking.  She  was  in  deadly 

of  Margo  for  too  long  a  time.  Now 

earnest. 

that  she  was  in  my  arms  I  didn’t  in

She  took  a  long,  quivering  breath, 

tend  to  relinquish  her  to  anyone  else. 

and  looked  around  the  room as  though 

That  included  W ill  Thurman. 

the 

surroundings 

were 

entirely 

I  lifted  her,  held  her  tightly, 

strange  to  her. 

crossed  the  street  to  the  door  of  the 

“ Let’s  get  out  of  here,  Dave,”  she 

illuminated  sign.  I  bumped  the  door 

whispered.  “ I— I  can’t  stand  it.  I’ve 

open  with  my  foot,  entered  a  hallway, 

got  to  talk  to  you  and  this  isn’t  the 

saw  a  sign  on  the  door  which  read: 

place  for  it. 

It—it  doesn’t  fit  the 

D O C T O R   N O W   IN

black  horror  of  that  house,  or  the

The  doctor—I  forget  his  name—
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was  a  silver-haired  man  with  speceyes,  sent a frightened glance  into the tacles  balanced  on  the  tip  of  his  nose. 

doctor’s  face. 

He  had  me  put  Margo  down  on  an 

“ You’re  all  right,  my  dear,”  the 

old-fashioned  couch,  and  after  an  age 

doctor  said  kindly. 

“ Just 

rest  a 

of  pulse-taking,  bobbing  his head,  and 

moment.” 

grunting,  he  informed  me  that  she 

Margo  tried  to  sit  up.  And  then 

had  fainted. 

her  frantic,  frightened  eyes  saw  me. 

“ I  can  see  that,”  I  said  angrily. 

She  whispered  my  name  and  relaxed. 

“ But  what’s  the  matter  with  her? 

W hy  did  she  faint? 

Do  something 

for  her,  can’t  you?” 

HALF  an  hour  later,  I  called  a 

taxi  and  we  left  the  doctor’s 

“ If  I  told  you  you  were  letting  her 

office  together.  On  the  way  to  the 

starve  to  death,”  he  said,  as  he  went 

Thurman  house,  I  held  her  in  my 

about  preparing  a  restorative  for  her, 

arms  as  I  had  held  her  in  the  days 

“ you  would  consider  it  an  insult.  Oh, 

when  we  had  dreamed  the  dreams 

I ’m  not  saying  she  doesn’t  get  plenty 

that  had  never  come  true. 

Neither 

to  eat,  but  her  blood  is  impoverished. 

of  us  spoke  until  we  were  about  half

Simple  anemia. 

These  days  you 

way  to  Margo’s  home. 

Then  she 

young  people  don’t  live  right.” 

asked  me  what  had  happened  to  her. 

The  doctor  went  to  the  couch, 

I  told  her  how  she  had  collapsed  on 

raised  Margo’s  head  a  little  in  order 

the  sidewalk  and  what  the  doctor  had 

to  pour  some  of  his  medicine  down 

said  about  her  impoverished  blood. 

her  throat.  As  he  did  so  the  silken 

I  felt  her  body  shudder  as  I  said 

puff" of  sleeve  slid  down  from  her  left 

that. 

shoulder. 

The  doctor  paused,  his 

“ Dave,  a  few  nights  ago  something 

glass  a  few  inches'  from  Margo’s 

happened,”  she  said. 

“ I  was  very 

slightly  parted  lips. 

tired  and  W ill  gave  me  something  to 

“ What’s  this?”  he  asked,  startled. 

make  me  sleep  sound. 

I  had  the 

most  horrible  dream.” 

1  LOOKED  over  his  shoulder.  On  “What,  dear?”  The  “dear”  slipped the  upper part of  Margo’s  arm was 

out.  For  a while  I  had  forgotten  that 

a  small,  pink-lipped  wound. 

she  was  W ill  Thurman’s  wife. 

The  doctor  scowled  at  me. 

“ I  don’t  know.  I  can’t  remember. 

“ That  wound  in  her  arm—she 

All  the  time  it  was  going  on,  I 

hasn’t  given  blood  for  a  transfusion 

seemed  half  awake  and  half  asleep. 

to  someone,  has  she?  What  appears 

I  only  know  that  it  was  horrible  and 

on  the  surface  to  be  simple  anemia 

had  something  to  do  with  someone 

might  be  loss  of  a  large  quantity  of 

biting  me.” 

blood.” 

“ Biting  you?”  I  echoed.  Again  that 

“ I  don’t  know  anything  about  it,” 

thought  that  was  too  mad  to  utter 

I  said  harshly. 

“ Until  tonight  I 

came  into  my  mind. 

haven’t  seen  her  in  a  long  while. 

“ Yes.  And  in  the  morning  I  could 

Bring  her  around 

and  make 

it 

scarcely  get  out  of  bed,  I  was  so 

snappy!” 

weak. 

And  there  were  a  few  tiny 

I  tried  to  concentrate  on  what  the 

drops  of  blood  on  my  nightgown. 

doctor  was  doing,  but  couldn’t.  The 

There  was  a  mark  on  my  shoulder— 

doctor’s  question  about  loss  of  blood; 

a  little  wound.” 

Margo’s  question  about  believing  in 

“ Did  you  mention  this  to  W ill?” 

vampires— the  two  combined  to  form 

“ I  didn’t,”  she  replied.  “ I  couldn’t. 

a  horrible,  incredible  conclusion. 

You  can’t  discuss  dreams  with  W ill. 

Vampires!  Such  things  didn’t  ex

He’s  too  coldly  scientific.  And  what 

ist  today,  never  had  existed  except  in 

I  had  dreamed  I  couldn’t  recall 

the  minds  of  superstitious  peasants 

clearly,  except  that  in  the  dark  I  was 

of  Europe.  And  yet  my  body  was 

struggling  with  some  sort  o f  a 

bathed  in  a  cold  sweat  at  the  thought. 

monster.” 

Margo’s  long-drawn  breath  had 

“ Suppose,”  I  said  suddenly,  “ I  was 

switched  my  attention  back  to  the 

to  tell  W ill  that  you  loved  me  and 

couch. 

She  opened  those  lovely

that  I  loved  you.” 
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“ You  mustn’t,  Dave.  Not  that  it 

“ I am perfectly capable of attending 

isn’t  true.  I ’ve  always  loved  you.  I 

to  my  own  business  and  to  my  wife,” 

think  I  only  married  W ill  just  to 

he  said.  “ You’ll  oblige  me  by  leaving 

show  you  that  if  you  were  going  to 

this  house  at  once.” 

be  stubborn  I  could  readily  get  some

I  shook  my  head. 

one  else.” 

“ I  said  we’d  talk  this  out.” 

I  said  then  that  there was  no  reason 

“ Get  ou t!” 

He  raised  his  cane 

in  the world  why the mistake couldn’t 

threateningly. 

be righted.  She  could be divorced and 

“ You  put me  out,”  I  suggested. 

we  could  start  all  over  again. 

He  turned  back  to  the  living  room 

“ No,”  she  said  in  a  frightened 

door. 

voice.  “ I  can’t  do  that.  I’m  afraid 

“ Stay,  then,  if  you  wish.  Only 

of  W ill.  He  loves  me  in  a  strange 

there’s nothing for us to discuss.  She’s 

sort  of  way. 

I ’m  afraid  of  him, 

mine,  do you understand.  If  I  had the 

Dave.” 

bodily  strength,  I’ d  kill  you.” 

“ I ’m not,” I said.  “ Not in the least.” 

He  looked  back  over  his  shoulder  at 

I  let  Margo  into the Thurman  house 

me.  Those  compelling  gray  eyes  of 

with her  latch-key.  The house was the 

his  had  an  unholy  light  in  them  that 

silent  abode  of  shadows—an  old  stone 

troubled  me. 

mansion  far  out  on  the  edge  of  the 

“ Perhaps,”  he  whispered,  “ the  day 

city.  Halfway  across  the  hall  Margo 

will  come  when  I  can  do  just  that. 

stopped  on  tiptoe.  Her  gloved  hand 

Given  a  body—” 

went  up  to  her  throat,  her  eyes  turn

He  stopped  speaking,  turned,  went 

ing  toward  the  sliding  panel  that  was 

through  the  living  room  door. 

the  living  room  door.  The  doer  was 

I  hesitated  a moment.  Should  I  go? 

opening. 

Or  should  we  have  a  showdown  now? 

W ill  Thurman stepped  into the hall. 

I  knew  that  Thurman  was  legally 

I  think  he  must  have  aged  ten  years 

right.  And  yet  was  it  right  to  leave 

in  the  past  ten  days.  He  was  all  but 

Margo  in  a  house  with  a  mad  genius? 

bent  double.  One  of  his  hands  was 

Because  that  was  what  Thurman  was. 

clenched  on  the  top  of  a  cane.  Two 

The  light  of  madness  was  in  his  eyes, 

days  of  beard  grew  in  the  furrows  of 

and  yet  his  was  the  brain  of  a  genius. 

his  cheeks.  His  dark  hair was  matted 

Suddenly  I  entered  the  living  room 

down  over  his  forehead. 

Only  his 

and  followed  Thurman  across  it.  In 

eyes  were  the  same  unchanging  steel 

the  study  just  beyond,  I  caught  up 

orbs. 

with  him  as  he  was  opening  the  door 

“ My  dear,  you  go  out  with  one 

of  his  laboratory  at  the  end  of  the 

escort  and  come  home  with  another,  I 

room. 

see.”  His thin lips curled  into a sneer. 

Thurman  would  have  slammed  and 

“ How  long  has  this  been  going  on, 

locked  the  door  in  my  face,  no  doubt, 

Dave?” 

but  my  job  as  a  newspaperman  had 

“ It  hasn’t  been  going  on,”  I  said. 

taught  me  something  about  getting  in 

“ This  is  the  first  time  we’ve  been 

where  you’re  not  wanted.  I  shoved 

alone  together  since  you  were  marthe  toe  of my shoe forward  at  just  the ried.  Tonight  it  was  unavoidable.” 

right  moment,  wedged  the  door  open. 

“ That’s  true,  W ill,”  said  Margo 

Thurman  exerted  all  his  strength  to 

anxiously.  “ You  must  believe  me.” 

keep me out, but he wasn’t very strong. 

“ Go  to  bed,”  he  snapped. 

I pushed my way into the room, nearly 

knocking  him  over. 

I  grasped  him 

OBEDIENTLY  she  went  up  the  by the shoulders to steady him. 

stairs,  hardly  able  to  pull  one 

“ W e’re  going  to  talk  this  thing 

foot  after  the  other.  When  she  was 

out  now,  Thurman,”  I  said.  “ Either 

out  of  sight  I  advanced  a  step  toward 

that  or  I ’m  taking  Margo  away  with

W ill  Thurman. 

out—” 

“ This  has  to  end,  Thurman,”  I  said 

He  ducked  back  out  of  my  grasp. 

in  a  low  voice. 

“ W e’d  better  talk 

And as my eyes followed him I saw the 

it  out. 

If  you  won’t  take  care  of 

Thing in the chair! 

Margo,  I w ill!” 

I  dropped  back  against  the  door. 
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I  didn’t  know  what  Thurman  was  dolegs of a frog to jump by a simple elecing  because  I  couldn’t  take  my  eyes trical  stimulation  to  nerve  centers  in 

off  the  Thing.  It  was  seated  upright 

the  legs.  That  is  exactly  what  I  have 

in  a  chair  in  the  center  of  the  white, 

done,  except  that  the  electrical  stimubrilliantly lighted laboratory. 

lation  I  use  originates as  radio  energy 

It  was  the  body  of  a  man,  but  it 

and  is  transformed  into  electrical 

didn’t have any head.  The chest of the 

energy  only  when  it  reaches  the  marbody  was  covered  with  joined  steel velous  electrical  brain  I  have  incorplates. 

Curved  metal  built  up  the 

porated  in  my  headless  man.  Watch, 

shoulders  a  good  ten  inches  above 

Dave.  Watch  the monster  of my creatheir  normal  level.  And  where  there tion !” 

should  have  been  a  neck,  there  was 

As  he  said  this,  he  twisted  a  knob 

what  looked 

like  an 

overturned 

on  the  panel  of  that  black  box  on  the 

aluminum  cup. 

table.  The  laboratory  rang  with  a 

Leading  from  the  top  of  this  cup 

strange, high-pitched  humming  sound, 

were  rubber  and  glass tubes.  The  cup 

and  slowly  both  hands  of  the  headless 

and  tubes  looked  something  like  the 

monster  began  to  move  —  halting, 

distributor  cap  and  ignition  cables  on 

trembling  movements  at 

first  as 

a multi-cylinder motor  car.  The tubes 

though  the  weight  of  its  flesh  was  too 

connected  with  something  in  the  back 

much  for  the  mechanism  of  its 

of  the  Thing. 

muscles. 

“ What—what  is  it?”  I  whispered, 

And  then  the  movement  became 

unable to take my eyes off  the headless 

more  rapid.  The  arms  extended,  the 

body.  I  saw  the  metal  plates  on  the 

fingers  stiff  and  wide-spread.  Then 

breast of  the Thing rise and  fall.  And 

muscles  of  the  thighs  tightened  and 

from  some  opening  which  I  could  not 

the whole monster came  erect. 

see,  I  heard  rapid,  steady  expulsions 

One  foot  shuffled  forward. 

The 

of  air.  “ Is—is  it  breathing?”  I  murbody  tottered  from  side  to  side, mured. 

swayed  in  its  tracks.  Thurman  spun 

“ Breathing?” 

Thurman 

laughed 

his  controls  dizzyingly.  Through  the 

harshly. 

“ It’s  alive! 

Look  at  the 

two  glass tubes that entered  the Thing 

muscles  of  the  brute,  Dave.  Look  and 

at  the  top,  I  could  see  blood  spurting 

realize  that  there  sits  my  body—my 

into  the  dead  body.  And  suddenly  it 

new, powerful b od y!  Headless though 

came  to  me. 

it  is, my  brain  directs  it.  Do  you  think 

I  sprang  across  the  room  and  seized 

you 

could 

match 

your 

strength 

Thurman  by  the  throat.  Out  of  the 

against  mine?” 

corner  of  my  eye  I  saw  the  monster 

lurch  sideward  and  fall  limply  across 

1  LOOKED  at  Thurman.  He  was  a table, one  foot kicking  in the air at seated  at  a  table.  In  front  of  him 

the  bidding  of  electrical  impulses. 

was  a small  box  that  resembled  one  of 

I  dragged  Thurman  to  his  feet.  Our 

the  early model  radios  in its panel  layfaces  were  so  close  together  I  could out,  dials, and  vacuum  tubes. 

have  bitten  the  thin  nose  of  the  man. 

“ Your  body?”  I  said.  “ You  mean 

“ Where  did  you  get  the  blood  for 

John  Kole’s  body.  No  wonder  you 

your  Frankensteinian  monster?”  I  dedidn’t  report  the  discovery  of  it  the manded. 

“ Where  did  you  get  that 

night  of  the  accident  at  the  gas  plant. 

blood?” 

You  snatched  that  corpse,  Thurman, 

And  then,  because  I  knew  the 

rigged  it  up  in  some  ghastly  mockery 

answer  to  my  question,  I  thrust  him 

of life.  A  Lindberg heart, an artificial 

out  at  arm’s  length  and  smashed  my 

lung—” 

left  fist  on  the  point  of  his jaw.  Thur

“ Much  more  than  that,”  Thurman 

man  crashed  into  a  shelf  laden  with 

whispered.  “ Much more.  Living  flesh 

glassware  and  slid  down  to  the  floor, 

from dead  flesh, a tireless nervous systo  stay  there. 

tem,  a  real  being  that  can  know 

neither  fatigue  nor  fear  because  it  has 

no  mind.  Perhaps  you’ve  seen  a 

SHIVERING  as  though  with  a 

fever  chill,  I  turned  around  and 

biologist  cause  the  dead  and  severed

ran  from  the  laboratory,  closing  the
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door behind me.  In  the  living  room  I 

second  and  principal  reason  is  that 

met  Margo.  Her  deep  blue  eyes, more 

Thurman  knows  his  own  body  is 

frightened  now  than  ever  before, 

doomed. 

He’ll  be  an  invalid,  probquestioned  me. 

ably  confined  to  a  wheel-chair  before 

“ W e’re  getting  out  of  here,”  I  said. 

long.  But  his  brain  would  be  alive. 

“ W ill’s  mad—raving  mad!” 

What he wanted was a tireless servant 

“ I—I  can’t  go,  Dave,”  she  said. 

to  do  the  bidding  of  his  brain.  Per

“ What  do  you  mean?  What  has  W ill

haps  he  even  fancied  that  headless 

done?” 

monster  of  his  creation  performing 

“ I  can’t  explain,  but  don’t  go  near 

operations  at  his  direction,  or  somethat  laboratory  for  anything!  All  I thing equally impossible.” 

know  is  that  you’re  leaving  with  me. 

“ But  what’s  to  be  done?  Shall  we 

And  I  mean  now!  You’re  going  if  I 

get  in  touch  with  the  police?” 

have  to  carry  y o u !” 

“ I  don’t  know,”  I  said.  “ The  crime 

I  dragged  her  from  the  house  wearhe  has  committed  is  body-snatching, ing  the  same  evening  dress  which  she 

of  course.  I  don’t  know  whether  the 

had  worn  earlier  in  the  evening. 

law  books  have  something  against 

“ You’re  going  to  my  apartment  for 

stealing  blood,  but  he’s  done  that, 

tonight.  I’m  going  to the  Norton  Hotoo.” 

tel nearby, so  I  can be near you.  Thur

Margo  shuddered.  “ I  want  to  get 

man  has  been  drugging  you  at  night, 

a  divorce  as  soon  as  possible,  Dave. 

drawing  off  your  blood  for  that—” 

But  I  can’t  stay  here,  you  know.  He 

I  stopped.  I  couldn’t  explain  it  to 

might  come  looking  for  me.” 

her  on  the  spur  of  the moment. 'W hen 

I  nodded.  “ I’m  taking  you  to  a  ho

I  did  tell  her  what  W ill  Thurman 

tel.” 

was  doing,  I  would  have  to  consider 

Margo  was  terribly  frightened.  She 

the  matter  pretty  carefully  ahead  of 

looked  as  though  she  would  never 

time,  if  she  was  going  to  understand 

laugh  again. 

even  a  part  of  it.  Because  at  that  mo

“ That—that  headless  Thing  ought 

ment  I  was  even  a  little  doubtful  of 

to  be  destroyed,”  she  said.  “ It  isn’t 

my  own  sanity. 

right  that  it  should  live.” 

“ It’s  not  living,”  I  said.  “ It  is  still 

as  dead  as when  Thurman  and  I  found 

C H A PTE R   IV 

it.  Thurman  has  simply  stimulated 

the  motor  nerves  so  that  the  muscles 

 Hands  of  Murder

act.  He  thinks  that  the  blood  he  has 

been  pumping  through  its  system will 

keep  the  tissues  alive  indefinitely, 

THE  following  day  I  told  Margo  probably.  But  the  Thing  itself  is the  whole  thing,  or  as  much  of  it 

dead.  As  dead  as  anything  in  the 

as  I  knew. 

I  told  her  how  we  had 

morgue.” 

found  John  Kole’s  body,  how  Thur

I  took  Margo  to  a  hotel  and  found 

man  must  have  snatched  it  and  taken 

her  a  nice  room,  said  good-by  to  her, 

it  in  secret  to  his  laboratory.  How 

went  back  to  my  apartment  to  try  and 

he  had  pumped  Margo’s  living  blood 

think  the  thing  through.  It  was  gointo  the  dead,  collapsed  arteries  of ing  to  take  a  lot  of  thinking. 

that  decapitated  body  in  order  to  en

Something had  to be done with  W ill 

dow  it  with  something  that  was  a 

Thurman  first  o f  ail.  Yet  I  dreaded 

sacrilegious  mockery  of  life. 

calling  in  the  police,  because  that 

Margo  passed  her  thin,  white  hands 

meant  the  newspapers  would  get  the 

across  her  forehead. 

story,  dig  up  pictures  of  Margo  as  the 

“ But  why,  Dave  —  why  do  such  a 

lovely woman  interest in the thing and 

thing as that?” she asked. 

make  a  horrible  mess  of  the  whole 

“ He’s  mad,  of  course,”  I  said.  “ But 

business. 

there’s  a  double  reason  why  he  might 

Late  that  afternoon  I  decided  I 

want  to  try  such a thing.  First  of  all, 

ought  to  go  see  W ill  Thurman’s 

the  scientist’s  reason—just  an  experibrother,  Roger  Thurman,  the  lawyer. 

ment  in  reviving  the  dead.  But  the

I  was  about  to  get  into  my  coat  when
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there  was  a  knock  at  my  door  and  I 

years older than  W ill, and was a levelopened  it to  admit  Dr.  Dix  Hendrix. 

headed  and  practical  man. 

“ W here’s  Margo?”  he  demanded  as 

It  was  about  eleven  o’clock  that 

6 0 on  as  he  was  in  the  room. 

night  that  I  got  out  my  old  car  and 

“ What  business  is  it  of  yours?”  I 

drove  over  to  Roger Thurman’s  house. 

asked  coldly.  “ She  happens  to  be  in 

I  had  phoned  him  first  to  make  sure 

the  Viscount  Hotel.” 

that  he  would  be  at  home  and  Roger 

Hendrix  sat  down  in  a  chair,  unin

Thurman,  himself,  had  answered  the 

vited,  and  smoothed  his  black  hair 

phone. 

across his pin-head  dome. 

Roger  Thurman  lived  in  a  brick 

“ What’s  the  matter  with  Margo  and 

house on  West  59th  Street.  He wasn’t 

W ill?”  he  asked.  “ I’ve  just  been  out 

married,  but  for  some  reason  preto  see  Will.  He  didn’t  turn  up  at  his ferred  a  house  to  living  in  an  apartoffice at all  today and  I  thought  he was ment. 

ill.  I  found  him all alone,  looking like 

When  I  got  out  of  the  door  I  nosomething  the  cat  brought  in,  as  they ticed  that  there  was  no  visible  light 

say.” 

in the house.  And as  I  approached the 

“ And  he  told  you  that  Margo  was 

entrance  I  saw  that  the  front  door 

with  me,  did  he?” 

stood  part  way  open.  I  pressed  the 

doorbell,  heard  it  ring,  but  didn’t  hear 

H ENDRIX nodded.  “He said that  any  sound  of  approaching  footsteps. 

Margo  had  deserted  him.” 

Then  I  began  to  get  the  creeps. 

“ That’s a lie,”  I  said.  “ I  had to  drag 

An  inexplicable  dread  took  hold  of 

her from the  house, as a matter of fact. 

me  as  I  entered  that  dark  and  silent 

I  couldn’t  leave  her  there  with  Thurhall.  I  called  out  Roger  Thurman’s man  and—”  I  stopped.  No  use  to  disname  and  discovered  that  echoes  lived cuss  the  business  of  the  headless monhere  if  nothing  else. 

To  hear  that 

ster  with  Hendrix. 

“ Thurman  is 

name whispered back to my ears didn’t 

mad,”  I  concluded.  “ You’d  better  get 

help  my  case  of  jitters  any. 

primed  to  step  into  his  shoes. 

Be

I  got  to  groping  for  a  light  switch, 

cause  this  is  the  beginning  of  the  end 

which  I  didn’t  find.  Finally,  in  that 

for  W ill  Thurman.” 

panic  which  sometimes  comes  to 

“ He  needs  a  rest,”  Hendrix  said, 

braver  men  than  I   in  the  uncertainty 

nodding.  “ I’ve  been  trying  to  get him 

of  darkness,  I  blundered  through  a 

to  go  away  for  awhile  for  some  time.” 

door  and  into  another  room.  And  in 

I  didn’t  bother  to  tell  Hendrix  that 

this  room  there  was  the  sound  of 

I  thought  W ill  Thurman  would  probmovement—a  soft,  shuffling  sound  of ably  be  put  away  for  good.  He  hung 

movement. 

around for about an  hour, trying to get 

There  was  a  single  window  in  the 

information  out  of  me  about what  had 

room,  but  it  was  wide  and  reached 

occurred  at  the  Thurman  house  the 

nearly  to  the  floor  below  and  the  ceilnight  before.  When  he  didn’t  get ing  above.  Outside  a  moon  pierced 

what  he wanted,  he  left. 

stormy  clouds  with  sickly  rays  so  that 

Then  it  was  too  late  to  see  Roger 

a  dim  light  glow  passed  through  the 

Thurman  at his  office.  I  called  his secwindow.  Near  one  side  of  the  winretary  and  learned  that  he  was  out  of dow 

something 

was 

standing. 

I 

town  and  was  not  expected  to  return 

watched  it,  saw  it  move.  And  then 

to  his  home  until  late  that  night. 

I  heard my heart thumping  on my  ear

I  had  dinner  at  the  hotel  with 

drums.  Because,  silhouetted  against 

Margo.  Rather,  we  sat  across  the  table 

the  glow  from  outside,  I  could  see  one 

from  each  other  and  watched  the 

dangling  arm  of  the  Thing,  wide 

waiter  push  plates  of  food  under  our 

spread  fingers  that  dripped  blood! 

chins  and  take  them  away  untouched. 

It  was  here  in  this  room  with  me— 

W e drank coffee and smoked a pack of 

that  headless  corpse  that  walked  encigarettes. 

dowed  with  artificial  life!  The  mon

Margo  heartily  approved  of  my 

ster  that  had  been  fathered  in  W ill 

placing  the  whole  matter  in  front  of 

Thurman’s  mad  brain  was  in  his 

Roger  Thurman.  He  was  about  ten

brother’s  house!  Moonlight  gleamed
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on  the  built-up  metal  shoulders  of  the 

after his return from his business trip, 

Thing  as  it  moved  closer  to  the  winhad  sat  down  in  his  living  room  to dow. 

await  my  call.  And  instead  of  meet

“John  Kole,”  I  said  in  a  voice  I 

ing  me,  he  had  found  himself  in  the 

scarcely  recognized,  “ John  Kole,  I’m 

grip  of  the  monster. 

covering  you  with  a  gun!” 

The  monster  had  made  murder  a 

bloody  orgy.  It  had  taken  awful  ven

IT was a crazy thing to do—to talk  geance  upon  the  brother  of  its  creato  a  Thing  that  didn’t  have  a  head tor. 

Yet  what  an  absurd  idea  that 

and  consequently  didn’t  have  ears. 

was! 

How  could  a  brainless  Thing 

But  if  it  didn’t  have  a  head  I  didn’t 

have  any  conception  of  vengeance? 

have a gun,  so  I  don’t  suppose  it  made 

No,  John  Kole  was  a  corpse,  a  dead 

much  difference  what  I  said. 

thing. 

I  had  to  keep  driving  that 

The  Being turned  ponderously, now 

idea  into  my  brain  in  order  to  think 

standing  in  front  of  the  window. 

sanely  on  a  subject  that  already 

Then  it  lurched  forward,  crashed 

strained  credulity  to  the  breaking 

through  the  glass  with  its  steel  shoulpoint. 

ders. 

What  did  I  do?  I  guess  I’m  just 

not  much  of  a  hero,  because  I  didn’t 

T HE monster itself could not have 

committed  murder.  It  was  the 

do  anything  except  stand  there  in  the 

man behind  the monster who had  done 

dark and gape at the shattered window 

this  thing. 

That  meant  that  W ill 

through  which  the  headless  monster 

Thurman  was  his  brother’s  own  murhad  passed. 

derer.  And  what  was  W ill’s  motive? 

For  a  long  time  I  stood  there  until 

The  two  men  had  always  been  on  the 

I  heard  a  car  start  up  in  the  drivebest  of  terms.  Both  of  them  had  been way  on  the  other  side  of  the  house. 

successful  in  their  respective  fields  so 

Did  the  headless  Thing  drive  a  car 

that  the  greed  motive  was  out  of  the 

also?  Naturally  not,  but  the  person 

question. 

controlling  it  probably  did! 

It  was  a  matter  for  the  police,  but 

I  suppose  what  I  should  have  done 

somebody  else  was  going  to  have  to 

was  run  to  the  front  door  and  try 

inform  them.  If  I  told  them  what  I 

and  identify  the  car  as  it  rolled  out 

had  seen  with  my  own  eyes,  I  was 

into  the  street.  I  think  I  had  that  in 

apt to  be  taking all  future meals  in the 

mind  as  I  moved back  toward  the  door 

nut  house. 

through  which  I  had  entered. 

But 

I  went  out  the  way  I  had  come, 

my  foot  slipped  on  something  on  the 

carefully  wiped  off  any  fingerprints  I 

floor. 

had  left  on  the  knob  of  the  door,  got 

And  when  I  got  my  trembling  fininto  my  car  and  drove  at  once  to  my gers  to  light  a  match  I  found  that  I’d 

apartment. 

slipped  in blood  that pooled  out across 

On  the  way  there  I  lectured  myself 

the  polished  boards  and  came  from the 

about what  I  had  done, or rather failed 

battered  face  and  ripped  throat  of  a 

to  do.  Perhaps  I  could  have  stopped 

man  who  lay  not  more  than  a  foot 

the  monster  in  Roger  Thurman’s 

from  where  I  had  fallen! 

house.  I  certainly  couldn’t  pin  any 

W hile the match  lived,  I  got  up  and 

medal  on  myself  for  not  trying. 

found  the  light  switch,  turned  it  on. 

The  only  thing  for  me  to  do  was  to 

The  man  who  had  met  death  at  the 

go  home,  get  out  that  gun  I  had  carunfeeling  hands  of  the  monster  in  the ried  a few years back when a gangland 

dark,  was  Roger  Thurman!  In  spite 

chief  had  put  a  price  on  my  head,  and 

of  the  riddled  flesh  of  his  face  I  could 

then  hunt  the  headless  Thing  down. 

recognize  him  by  his  gray-streaked 

If  I  killed  it—or  maybe  I  should  say 

hair  and  his  lean  body.  He  was  fully 

 stopped  it—that  certainly  couldn’t  be 

dressed.  His  hat  and  overcoat  were 

called  murder. 

on a chair,  and  his  traveling  bag  stood 

I  left  my  car  out  in  front  of  the 

at  the  hall  door. 

building,  hurried  up  two  flights  of 

Probably  Roger  Thurman  had  restairs  to the  door of my rooms.  When ceived  my  phone  call  immediately

I  was  bending  over  the  lock,  trying  to
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get  my  key  in,  a  shadow  fell  across 

would have a better chance of succeedthe  door — the  grotesquely  twisted ing  with  me  than  it  will  before  a  jury. 

shadow  of  a  man. 

And  I  don’t  believe  it,  even  though 

I  wheeled,  my  back  to  the  panel. 

I’ve  seen  your  unbelievable  robot. 

The  man  was  Dr.  W ill  Thurman! 

You  used  that  headless monster to kill 

your  brother  tonight.” 

Thurman  fell back  into  a chair.  The 

CH APTER  V 

steel-gray  eyes  of  the  man  stared  at 

me.  For the  first  time  Thurman’s eyes 

 Death  Beyond  Control

were  expressionless. 

They  looked 

like  the  eyes  of  the  dead. 

“ My  brother  killed?”  he  murmured. 

IN one hand Will Thurman clutched  And  then  his  eyes  came  to  life.  He his  cane. 

In  the  other  he  held 

spoke  rapidly  as  though  to  hammer 

that  black  box  that  looked  like  an  old- 

his  meaning  home  with  short,  sure 

fashioned  radio.  The  control  box  for 

jabs. 

his  headless  robot. 

“ You’ve  got  to  believe  this,  Dave. 

“ What do you want?”  I said harshly. 

Got  to  understand.  That  Thing’s  got 

In  spite  of  the  cold  outside,  Thurout  of my control.  It  escaped  from me man’s face was clammy with sweat. 

tonight.  I  went  into  the  laboratory, 

“ Dave,” he said hoarsely, “ Dave,  I’ve 

hoping  that  tonight’s  work  would 

got  to  talk  to  you.” 

bring  the  Thing  to  perfection.  I  had 

“ You’d  better  talk  to  the  police,”  I 

never  been  able  to  get  it  to  do  any 

said. 

more  than  you  saw  last  night  in  the 

“ No,  Dave.  They  would  think  me 

laboratory.  But  tonight,  as  I  turned 

mad.  I’ve  got  to  talk  to  you.  You’ve 

on  the  radio  controls,  it  moved  with 

seen   it.   You  know what  it’s  like—the 

new  certainty,  stood  up,  walked  withheadless  one.” 

out  tottering. 

“ I’ve  seen  it  twice,”  I  said.  “ T o

“ I  was  amazed  and  a  little  terrified 

night  I saw it with blood on its hands.” 

at  the  perfection  of  the  Thing. 

I 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  his  beard 

watched  it  move  across  the  room,  farstubble,  Thurman  turned  white. 

ther  than  it  had  ever  gone  before. 

“ Not  that!” he  gasped.  “ It—it hasn’t 

When  it  started  through  the  door,  I 

killed?” 

tried  to  make  it  turn  around.  That 

“ Don’t  act  so  innocent!”  I  turned 

was  the  supreme  test— if  I  could 

around  and  opened  my  door.  I  jerked 

make  it  turn  around  without  falling. 

my head  to indicate  that  Thurman was 

To  maintain  its  sense  of  equilibrium 

to  enter.  He  hobbled  in  ahead  of  me. 

had  been  my  most  difficult  task,  for 

I  closed  the  door  from  the  inside  and 

which  I  had  employed  a  mercury tube 

leaned  against  it,  looking  at  him  and 

level. 

that  black  box  with  which  he  con

“ But  instead  of  turning  around,  the 

trolled  his  walking  dead  man. 

Thing  walked  through  the  door.  And 

“ That  Thing  couldn’t  act on its own 

suddenly  I  realized  that  it was beyond 

accord,”  I  said.  “ It’s  dead.  You’re  a 

the  orbit  of  my  radio  control.  The 

genius,  but  you  can’t  bring  life  into  a 

blood  in  its  veins  and  arteries  had 

dead  body.  You  can  only  give  a  dead 

given  that  dead  flesh  life.  I  couldn’t 

body  the  appearance  of  life  by  means 

even  stop  the  Thing  or  cause  it  to  fall 

of  electrical  impulse  stimulation,  just 

over.  I  shut  off  my  control  box,  deas  you  can  make  the  severed  legs  of  a priving  it  of  external  stimulation, 

frog  kick  by  means  of  a  battery  and  a 

which  always  had  caused  the  muscles 

piece  of  wire.  You  were  twisting  the 

to  lose  tone  immediately  so  that  the 

dials  tonight  when  your  monster  enbody  would  fall  to  the  ground.” 

tered  your  brother’s  house  and  killed 

him.” 

LAUGH ED  sarcastically. 

“ Roger—dead?”  T h u r m a n   stag

“ But  it  didn’t  fall,”  I  said.  “ It 

gered  under  the  impact  of  the  word. 

kept walking and walking.  And with

“ Killed,  you  say?  I  didn’t  know—” 

out  eyes,  it  found  the  doors,  walked 

“ It’s  a  good  act,”  I  cut  in,  “which

out  into  the  street, walked  eight  miles
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to your brother’s house.  On the way a 

this  reasoning  o f  his  was  accurate? 

lot  of  traffic  cops  saw  it  and  they  all 

Suppose  the  monster  had  some  unfell  dead  with  fear,  I  suppose,  so  that canny  sense  which  had  enabled  it  to 

nobody  could  stop  the  Thing.” 

hunt  out  Roger  Thurman  and  might 

“ Dave! 

Dave!”  Thurman  cried. 

enable  it  to  find  Margo  as  well? 

“ You’ve  got  to  believe  me. 

I  don’t 

I  turned  to  my  writing  desk  and 

know where  it went or what happened. 

took  my  gun  out  of  the  drawer.  I 

I ’ve  been  working  hours,  nights,  days 

went  over  to  Thurman  and  nudged 

on  it.  I’m  a  sick  man.  When  I  saw 

him  to  his  feet. 

the  life  that  I  had  actually  recreated, 

“ You’re  not  getting  out  o f  my 

I—I  fainted.  I’ve  been  hunting  the 

sight,”  I  said.  “ I  don’t  believe  you, 

city ever  since, working my radio conbut  I’m  going  to  suppose  that  you’re trol  in  desperation.” 

telling  the  truth  just  long  enough  to 

“ You  think,”  I  said,  “ that  if  a  headsee  if  Margo  is  safe.  Then  we’re  goless, nude corpse was seen walking the ing  to  the  police  with  the  whole 

streets  we  wouldn’t  have  heard  about 

story.” 

it  by  now?  The  whole  town would  be 

W e  went  out  to  my  car  and  I  drove 

in  an  uproar.” 

to  the  Viscount  Hotel,  there  only  to 

“ It  isn’t  nude,”  Thurman  said. 

learn  that  Margo  had  gone  out  just  a 

“ After  you  left  the  other  night,  I  put 

few minutes earlier.  It was now nearly 

a pair of my  old  trousers  on  the  Thing 

two  o’clock in the morning.  What had 

and  tied  a  ragged  coat  about  as  much 

she  gone  out  for?  I  checked  with  the 

of  its  torso  as  I  could. 

I  couldn’t 

telephone  operator  and  learned  that 

cover  the  mechanism  which  is  housed 

she  had  received  a  call  just  before  she 

in  the  metal  shoulders—” 

left. 

“ What’ s  the  difference?”  I  inter

Then  I  checked  with  the  doorman 

rupted.  “ All you’ve told me is a fabric 

about  the  address  she  had  given to  the 

of  lies.  I  saw that  Thing  leaving  your 

cab driver.  It was the  address of  W ill 

brother’s  house  after  the  murder. 

Thurman’s  home. 

Someone  was  thinking  for  it  then. 

I  got  Thurman  back  into  the  car. 

Without  a  brain  of  its  own,  someone 

“ Listen,”  I  said as we  got underway, 

 has  to  think  for  it.” 

“ did  you  call  Margo  before  you  came 

“ Dave,  suppose  that  the  brain  is  not 

to my  apartment?” 

the  center  of  thought?  Suppose  that 

“ No,”  he  insisted. 

some  other  nerve  center—perhaps  the 

spinal  tissue  itself— is  responsible  for 

thought? 

W e  don’t  know  for  sure. 

CONSIDERING  the  time  element 

there  was  a  pretty  good  chance 

W e can see a heart beating so we  know 

that he was telling the truth, for Thurthat  is  the  portion  of  the  anatomy man  and  I  must  have  spent  half  an 

which  drives  blood  through  the  blood 

hour  talking  in  my  apartment. 

vessels.  But  we’ve  never  seen  a  brain 

I jammed the  accelerator to the floor 

 think.” 

and  in  fifteen  minutes  braked  in  front 

“ Fantastic,”  I  said.  “ If  some  other 

of  the  Thurman  house.  I  sprang  out 

portion  of  the  body  did  the  thinking, 

and  ran  up  to  the  front  door.  It  was 

doctors  would  have  found  it.” 

locked.  I  threw my  weight  against the 

“ You  believe  in  a  soul,  though, 

door,  and  it  didn’t  give  an  inch.  In

Dave.  And  what  doctor’s  scalpel  has 

side  the  house  I  heard  Margo’s  piercever  uncovered  a  soul?  Suppose  that ing  scream  of  terror! 

this  Thing  has  the  power  of  thought. 

Thurman  hurried  up,  his  radio  con

Suppose  it  hates  all  that  is  mine  betrol  box  under  one  arm,  his  twisted cause  I  have  not  let  it  die  as  other 

fingers  fumbling  with  his  keys  with 

bodies  die.  Suppose  in  its  center  of 

the  other. 

thought  it  has  decided  to  wreak  a  ter

“ H urry!”  I  blurted.  “ If  that  Thing 

rible  vengeance  on  me  and  on  my 

has  hurt  Margo,  I ’ll  blast  your  brains 

family. 

My  brother  first  and  then 

all  over  the  w all!” 

perhaps  my  wife.  Where  is  Margo, 

Thurman  handed  me  the  key. 

I 

Dave?” 

forced  my  fingers  to  remain  steady 

I  didn’t  answer  him. 

Suppose  all

enough  to  get  the  key  into  the  lock. 
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I  twisted  the  key  and  the  knob  to

THE monster flung itself at Thurgether and  pushed  into  the  hall. 

man.  The  doctor  tried  to  stop  it 

On my way  to  the  Thurman  house  I 

by  throwing  the  control  box  at  it,  but 

had done some heavy thinking and had 

the  box  was  broken  to  fragments  on 

come  to  certain  definite  conclusions. 

the  killer’s  armored  shoulders.  And 

But  if  my  thinking  had  been  rational 

then  the  arms  of  the  Thing  lashed 

before  I  opened  the  door  of  the  Thurabout  Thurman,  slammed  Thurman’s man  house,  all  reason  was  paralyzed 

head  against  the  steel  plates  of  its 

by  what  I  saw. 

chest. 

Standing  taller  than  most  men,  in 

Thurman  shrieked  with pain.  Blood 

spite  of  the  fact  that  it  had  no  head, 

streamed  from  his  face. 

The  killer 

the  monster  was  in  the  center  of  the 

cupped  a hand  under the  doctor’s chin, 

room.  And  in  its  deadly  embrace  was 

and  bounced  him  against  the  wall— 

Margo,  her  whole  body  straining 

once,  twice.  Blood  streaked  the  wall 

against  the  strength  of  the  headless 

where  the back of Thurman’s head  had 

Thing.  One  of  the  monster’s  hands 

struck. 

dug  deeply  into  the  flesh  of  her  shoul

The  doctor’s  contorted  body  heaped 

der.  The  other  was  at  the  back  of  her 

on  the  floor. 

Then  the  monster 

head,  trying,  no  doubt,  to  dash  her 

turned,  its  unseen  killer’s  eyes searchsenseless  against  the  steel  bulwark  of ing  for more  bloody  prey.  Margo was 

its  chest  and  shoulders. 

reaching  out  to  pick  up  the  gun  I  had 

I  had  my  gun  out,  but  had  I  used  it 

dropped. 

at the moment  of my entrance  I  would 

The  moment  she  picked  up  the  gun 

have  killed  Margo.  For  the  monster 

the  killer  came  toward  her.  She  utflung  the  girl  away  from  him,  straight tered  one  short,  sharp  cry  of  appeal  to 

into my arms.  Margo  clung to me, her 

me  and  flung  the  gun  in  my  direction. 

indrawn  breath  screaming  through  set 

I  was  on  one  knee.  No  ball  player 

teeth. 

ever  pulled  a  better  grandstand  catch 

I  pushed  her  away  in  what  might 

than  I  did.  I  picked  the  gun  out  of 

have  seemed a brutal sweep of my arm. 

the  air.  It  was  a  great  wonder  I  ever 

But  I  had  to  get  in  front  of  her  begot  the  business  end  of  it  pointing cause  of  that  onrushing  murder  maright,  but  I  did.  I  pumped  a  shot  into chine. 

the  middle  of  the  killer,  its  stomach 

I  fired  once  and  my  bullet  crashed 

shielded  only  by  the  ragged  coat 

against  a  steel  shoulder  and  buzzed 

which  was  tied  about  it. 

off  harmlessly.  And  then  the  Thing 

The  Thing  staggered,  reached  out 

lowered  its  steel  shoulder  works, 

one  hand  for  Margo. 

I  fired  again 

rammed  me  in  tne  middle. 

Breath 

and  again  before  the  Thing  stiffened 

 wooshed  out  of  me  and  I  felt  the  stab 

in  its  tracks  and  fell  to  the  floor,  its 

of  pain  from  a  smashed  rib. 

I  fell 

metal  work  clashing  against  the  bare 

backward to the floor, the gun slipping 

boards.  It  wouldn’t  kill  again.  My 

from  my  fingers. 

lead made certain  of  that. 

For  a  moment  I  couldn’t  move.  I 

Margo  rushed  to  my  arms,  buried 

saw that monstrous killer in action and 

her  face  against  my  shoulder  and 

couldn’t  stop  it  because  I  didn’t  have 

sobbed. 

It  was  agony,  holding  her 

the  breath  to  get  up,  and  because  the 

against  me  with  that  smashed  rib  givpain  in  my  chest  temporarily  numbed ing me  fits.  But somehow  I  didn’t  nomy  brain. 

tice. 

I  saw  Dr.  Thurman  crouched  over 

W ill  Thurman  never  regained  conhis  radio  control  box,  his  twisted  finsciousness.  His  skull  had  been  fracgers  frantically  twirling  dials  and tured  when  smashed  against  the  wall 

knobs,  his  gray  eyes  fixed  in  horror 

by  the  brute  strength  of  the  killer. 

on the monster that was out of control. 

When  the  police  arrived  at  my  call 

He  couldn’t  stop  the  Thing.  Noththey  made  a  careful  examination  of ing but a bullet would  do that, because 

the  murderer  who  must  have  died  in 

it   was  human.  I  knew  now  what  it 

his  tracks  from  my  bullets. 

was,  knew  its  mortality,  partly  under

The  first  thing  they  did  was  to  restood  the  terrible  hoax  it  had  played. 

move  that  metal  structure  that  was
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built  above  its  shoulders.  Beneath  all 

ments  it  had  made  were,  of  course, 

that  metal  was  the  head  of  Dr.  Dix 

the  result  of  the  artificial  impulse 

Hendrix,  just  as  I  could  have  pre

Thurman  had  induced  electrically  to 

dicted. 

the  motor  nerve  endings. 

It  was  Hendrix  who  had  called 

Thurman  hadn’t  succeeded  in  creat

Margo  at  the  Viscount  Hotel.  When 

ing  a  robot  at  all. 

He  had  simply 

you  come  to  think  of  it,  Hendrix  was 

caused  dead  muscles  to  contract  by 

the  only  one  I  had  told  about  Margo 

means  of  electrical  stimulation.  Perbeing  at  the  hotel.  He  had  told  her haps  he  had  gone  farther  with  this 

that  W ill  Thurman  was  sick  and 

type  of  experimentation  than  anyone 

desperately  in  need  of  her.  Then  he 

else,  for  he  was  certainly  a  genius  in 

had  waited  in  the  Thurman  house, 

his  field. 

waited  in  his  monster  disguise  in  or

After  that  demonstration  performed 

der  to  kill  her. 

with  the  headless  body  in  the  labora

He  had  to  kill  Dr.  W ill  Thurtory  the  night  before  the  murders, man,  too. 

Thurman’s  will  supplied 

W ill  Thurman  had  left  his  laboratory, 

plenty  of motive  for  the  death  of  both 

for  he  had  been  occupied  mentally 

Roger and  W ill  Thurman.  W ill  Thurwith  the  fact  that  I  had  deliberately man  had  left  his  fortune to  his  brother 

dragged  Margo  from  the  house  with 

and  to  his  wife,  but  in  event  of  the 

me. 

death  of  either  Roger  or  Margo,  Dr. 

Hendrix,  who  must  have  discovered 

Hendrix  was  to  have  the  share  of  the 

the  secret  of  the  doctor’s  laboratory, 

dead  heir. 

simply sneaked  into the  house, hid  the 

W ith  both  Margo  and  Roger  out  of 

real  body,  removed  the  clothes  that 

the way Hendrix would  have  inherited 

Thurman  had  put  on  the  headless 

the  entire  Thurman  fortune,  together 

corpse,  taken  off  the  metal  shoulder 

with  the  lucrative  medical  practice  of 

shell,  and  waited  for  the  time  to  come 

Dr.  W ill  Thurman. 

when  he  could  carry  out  his  plans. 

The  headless  body  of  John  Kole, 

He  must  have  waited  for  about 

the  police  found  hidden  in  the  basetwenty  hours  in  that  laboratory  for ment  together  with  the  mechanism 

Thurman  to  return,  so  he  could  put  on 

W ill  Thurman  had  used  to  give  it  an 

that  act  which  was  to  convince 

imitation  of  life.  Hendrix  had  simply 

Thurman  that  his  robot  had  got 

removed  the  mechanism  from  the 

out  of  control.  Considering  the  state 

metal  shell  and  covered  his  head  and 

of  Thurman’s  mind,  that  wouldn’t 

shoulders  with  the  shell.  The  metal 

have  been  very  difficult  to  do. 

chest  plates  came  down  far  enough  to 

Then,  of course,  Hendrix  had  to  kill 

fill  in  any  gap  that  might  have  been 

Roger  Thurman  brutally.  If  he  was 

visible  because  of  the  fact  that  the 

to  frame  the  headless  robot  for  the 

metal  shoulders  were  raised  a  good 

crimes,  all  of  his  murders  had  to  be 

bit  farther  than  they  should  have  been 

as  savage  and  monsterlike  as  possible. 

by  Hendrix’s  head. 

So  that was  how  it  was.  Maybe  getting  the  whole  nightmare  down  on W 'K T H E N   I  had  first  met  the  head-paper will  be  the equivalent of  getting 

w w   less  monster 

in 

Thurman’s 

it  off  my  mind.  Margo  does  much  to 

laboratory,  that  had been  the  real  body 

make  me  forget  the  horror  of  it  all. 

of  John  Kole,  of  course.  The  move

You  see,  we’re  married  now. 

Conning  Next  Issue
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THE sleek roadster slowed down 

to  navigate  a  hairpin  turn,  and 

Helpless  in  a  Fortress  of 

for  a  second  the  wheels lost  traction  and spun  gravel out into the  abyss. 

Doom,  Seven  People  Must 

Jim  Bradley,  eying  the  dangerous 

Thread  a  Madman's  Maze 

mountain  road,  glanced  at  the  driver. 

“ Why does  Warstler live in this God

-to   the  Door  of  Death! 

forsaken  hole?’’

68
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Fred  De  Costa,  author  of  a  dozen 

travel and adventure books, let his lean, 

THEY  got  out  of  the  car  and  approached  the  heavy  iron  door, sallow  face  relax  in  a  hard  grin. 

which  swung  open  as  they  broke  a 

“ He  doesn’t  live  here,  Bradley.  It’s 

beam of light.  Within was a short hall, 

just a  retreat for him,  and the hunting’s 

at  the  end  of  which  a  reinforced  steel 

good  at  the  right  season.  He  bought 

door stood  open.  Beyond it was a dim, 

the  mansion and renovated it years ago. 

flickering  glow. 

An  amazing  place.  You’ll  find  it—in

De  Costa  and  Bradley  moved  along 

teresting.’’

the  hall  and  crossed  the  second  thresh

Bradley’s  hard  young  face  was  exold.  They  were  in  a  large,  comfortably pressionless. 

furnished  room,  from  which  several 

“ Sure,  but  I  still  don’t  get  the  angle. 

doors  opened.  It  was  faintly  lit  by  a 

W hy  does  Warstler  drag  us  all  up 

single  candle,  and  gloomy  shadows 

here?’’  He  fumbled  in  his  pocket  and 

cringed  in  the  corners. 

brought  out  a  telegram.  “ All members 

Two  men  and  a  girl  were  sipping 

of  the  Quest  Club  invited.  New  sensadrinks  and  smoking.  A  sideboard  was tion— ’’

set  with  liquors  and  glassware.  Both 

“ Well,  why  did  you  join  the  club?” 

of  the  men  Bradley  knew  already. 

De  Costa  said. 

“ You  were  bored, 

Bartoli  was  a  world-famous  actor, 

weren’t you?  Like  all of us.” 

kin  to  Drew,  Barrymore  and  Maurice 

Bradley  nodded.  “ It’s  a  screwy  set

Evans,  a  huge,  bull-like  figure  with  a 

up,  a  group  of  wealthy  thrill-seekers 

strong,  bony  face.  His features showed 

banded  together  for  excitement.  But  I 

the  marks  of  dissipation,  but  he  was 

like  it.” 

still  vividly  handsome.  Ganger  was  a 

He  fell  silent,  pondering.  The  Quest 

hunter  by  choice  and  profession.  He 

Club  had  been  formed  by  men  who 

was  of  dry  leather  and  whipcord,  slim 

sought  sensations. 

Bradley  was  the 

and  slight,  with  a  brown  face  and  keen 

newest  member.  Since  he  had  joined 

gray  eyes  set  in  wrinkles. 

there  had  been  a  boar  hunt  in  Califor

The  girl?  Bradley  wondered.  She 

nia  and  a  tiger  hunt  in  Burma—excitewas a  blonde and  decidedly  pretty,  clad ment  enough  to  last  him  for  awhile. 

in  a  tailored  suit  that  was  becoming  to 

But  now  he  felt  a  premonition  of  some 

her youthful  curves.  Her blue  eyes met 

impending  danger. 

What  it  was  he 

his. 

didn’t  know,  but  he  had  felt  the  same 

“ Hullo!”  Ganger said, waving  a  cigaway  when  being  stalked  by  a  cougar rette  at  the  new  arrivals.  “ Janet,  meet 

in  the  Sierras.  His  vague  uneasiness 

Fred  De  Costa  and  Jim  Bradley. 

made  the  short  hairs  prickle  on  his 

They’re  members  of  the  club,  too. 

neck. 

Janet’s  my  niece.” 

De  Costa  apparently  felt  nothing. 

She  acknowledged  their  greetings, 

He  was  humming  a  tune  as  he  sent  the 

and  there  was  a  brief  silence,  broken 

roadster around a turn and  down a long 

by  Bartoli’s  deep  voice. 

slant  into  the  valley  that  lay  below. 

“ Haven’t  seen  Warstler  yet. 

The 

Bradley  stared. 

In  the  center  of  the 

door  was  open  when  we  got  here,  and 

shallow  cup  was  what  looked  like  a 

we  just  walked  in.” 

fortress. 

“ As  I  had  hoped,”  a  new  voice  said 

“ It’s  a  palace,”  the  author  grunted. 

softly. 

“ Warstler’s an eccentric cuss, anyway, 

They  whirled  toward  a  comer  of  the 

and  he’s a crank on  gadgets.  The  place 

room  where  a  man stood by a half-open 

is a  labyrinth, full of photo-electric cells 

door.  He  was vague in the  shadow, but 

and  robot  machinery. 

He  never  has 

the  tall,  powerful  form  and  the  shaggy 

any  servants  when  he  comes  up  here. 

mane  of  white  hair  were  unmistakable. 

Says  he  doesn’t  need  any,  and  I  guess 

It  was  Warstler,  president of the  Quest 

he’s  right.” 

Club. 

There  were  two  cars  parked  outside 

“ Let  me  explain,”  he  said.  “ You  are 

the  portico.  De  Costa  eyed  them. 

wondering  why  I  sent  telegrams  invit

“ Bartoli  and  Ganger,”  he  observed. 

ing  you  here,  and  why  I  requested  you, 

“ The  others  aren’t  here  yet. 

Come 

Ganger,  to  bring  your  niece.  Do  you 

along,  Bradley.” 

remember  the  purpose  of  our  club?” 
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“ Sure— ”  De  Costa  started  to  say,  then 

eyes  and  jaw  belied  that.  He  took  off 

stopped. 

a  derby  and  nodded  as  his  keen  glance 

“ To  seek  thrills,”  Warstler  interswept  around.  Stone  was  a  politician, rupted  swiftly. 

“ Hunting  tigers,  for 

and  a  big  one,  the  boss  of  the  state. 

example.”  He smoothed back the great 

But  oddly  enough,  he  was  basically  a 

mane  of  hair,  wincing  a  little.  “ That 

romanticist,  and  membership  in  the 

was dangerous  enough.  I  was  the  only 

Quest  Club  gave  him  something  that 

one  who  suffered.  A  tiger  got  through 

his  life  had  lacked  till  then. 

our  guns  and—  Well,  there’s  a  silver 

“The  roster  is  complete,”  a  quiet 

plate  in  my  skull  now.  But  those  are 

voice  said.  “ Seven  men  who  live  for 

the chances  of  the  game.  If  I’d  died—” 

excitement. 

Bradley,  Stone,  Ganger, 

He  smiled  suddenly. 

“ Our  arrange

De  Costa,  Roth,  Bartoli—and  I.” 

ment adds spice  to  the adventure,  eh?” 

Involuntarily 

B r a d le y  

lo o k e d  

Janet’s eyebrows puckered.  Warstler 

around  him. 

glanced  at  her. 

“ Warstler?  Where—” 

“ Each  of  us  has  willed  half  of  his 

“ You  will  pardon  me  if  I  remain  hidfortune  to  the  Quest  Club.  If  any  one den.  I’m  talking  through  a  concealed 

of  us  dies,  his  legacy  is  divided  among 

loudspeaker.  First  of  all,  I  invited  you 

the  other  members.  We  gamble  with 

here  for  a  definite  reason.  Look  at  the 

high  stakes,  my  dear  Miss  Ganger.” 

door.” 

“ Well,  what’s  on  the  program?”  De 

“ It’s  shut,”  De  Costa  said. 

Costa  said. 

“ As  you  will  see,  it  is  locked,”  the 

“The  others haven’t arrived yet.  We 

voice  continued.  “ You  cannot  hope  to 

must 

wait 

for  them.” 

Warstler 

break  it  down.  There  are  seven  keystepped  back  through  the  doorway. 

holes  in  the  door,  and  in  one  of  them  is 

“ I’ll  tell  you  more  later.  Meanwhile, 

a  key.  But  all  seven  keys  must  be  in 

 hasta  la  vista.” 

place  before  you  can  escape.” 

The  door  closed  silently  behind  him. 

“ What  the  hell!”  Stone  snapped. 

The  others  looked  at  one  another. 

“ Is  this  a  joke?” 

Ganger  shrugged. 

“ When  I was in the hospital, recuper

“ Whatever  it  is.  I’ll  bet  it’s  good, 

ating from  the  operation the  tiger made 

though  there’s  no  hunting  here  at  this 

necessary,  I  had  time  to  think.  We  all 

season.” 

live  for  excitement.  But  hunting  isn’t 

“ I’m frightened,” Janet said abruptly. 

enough.  Romance  has  practically  van

She  shivered  as  a  chill  gust  blew  in 

ished from modern life.  In  the old days, 

through  the  hall. 

the  Minotaur  waited  in  the  labyrinth, 

“ What  you  need,”  Bradley  said,  “ is 

and  that  was  a  game  worth  playing. 

a  drink.  Soda?” 

Today  we  just  hunt,  and  it  does  not 

He  mixed  one  for  the  girl,  and  two 

give  us  the  thrills  we  need.  They must 

more  for  De  Costa  and  himself.  They 

be  created  artificially.” 

settled  down  to  wait. 

Silent,  they  were  intent  upon  the 

locked  door. 

IT was not long before a car’s motor  “In  the  hospital  I  thought  until  my died into silence,  and  Herbert  Roth, 

head  hurt. 

It  still  does,  at  times.  I 

the  secretary  of  the  club,  entered.  He 

realized  at  last that  only  through a  new 

was  a  tall,  well  built  man  in  tweeds, 

sensation  could  I  find  sufficient  distracwith  a  round,  well  massaged  face  and tion  to  make  me  forget  that  pain.  I  asa  pipe  that  scarcely  ever  left  his  lips. 

sure you that  I am not mad.  I am older 

Peering  at  the  others  through  hornthan  any  of  you.  My  life  has  been  derimmed  glasses,  he  blinked. 

voted  to  searching  for  thrills,  and  so  I 

“ Hello,  everybody. 

What  are  you 

can  provide  the  Quest  Club  with  the 

doing  here,  Janet?” 

ultimate  in  excitement. 

“ God  knows,”  Ganger  answered  for 

“ In  four  hours  the  house  in  which 

her.  “ Warstler  included  her  in  the  inyou  stand  will  be  blown  to  fragments vitation.  Seen  Stone?” 

by  dynamite!  Already  the  time-clock 

Before Roth could answer,  Stone was 

has  been  set.  You  have  four  hours  to 

in  the  room,  a  bulky  man  who  at  first 

escape!” 

glance  looked  fat.  The  hardness  of  his

“ Good  God!”  De  Costa whispered. 
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B RADLEY  said  nothing,  but  his  “Nobody here,”  Roth  said,  gnawing gaze  flickered  to  Janet,  sitting 

at  his  pipe.  “ It  must  be  a  gag.” 

white-faced  and  silent  beside  her uncle. 

He pushed past Ganger and suddenly 

“ Seven  keys,”  Warstler  continued, 

caught  his  breath.  Bradley’s  gaze  fol

“ one  for  each  of  us.  One  is  already  in 

lowed  the  stubby,  pointing  finger.  A 

the  door.  The  others are in  plain  sight 

key  lay  almost  in  the  middle  of  one  of 

around  this  house. 

You  may  search 

the  rugs.  Roth’s  laugh  rang  out,  loud 

for  them  whenever  you  wish.  I  think 

in  the  silence. 

you will  find this a  thrill you didn’t find 

“ See?  It’s  just  a  gag.  No  danger 

in  Burma—where  your  carelessness  let 

there.” 

a  tiger  get  through to maul  m e!” 

He  moved  forward  swiftly.  Ganger’s 

The  voice  was  suddenly  vindictive, 

sharp  cry  of  warning  came  too  late. 

harsh  with  suppressed  rage. 

The  rug  moved  slightly  and  tilted. 

“ As  for  the  girl,  I  am  a  student  of 

Bradley  saw  Roth’s  big  body  drop  sudhuman nature.  Some of you may be  fadenly  from  sight. 

talists,  but  you  are  all  romanticists  and 

They  rushed  forward,  stared  down 

therefore  chivalrous. 

It  will  add  a 

through  the  trap-door.  Bradley  went 

keener  edge  to  the  sensation  if  you  are 

sick  with  nausea  at  what  he  saw.  He 

also  faced  with  the  problem  of  saving 

was  looking  into  a  small  cubical  room 

the  girl’s  life.  .  .  . 

below,  where  Roth  was  rising  to  his 

“ Search  for  the  keys.  One  word  of 

feet.  Something long  and sinuous danwarning.  They  are  in  plain  sight,  but gled  from  his  arm,  whipping  about  like 

—they  are  guarded!  Good  luck,  fela  rope. 

low-seekers  after  excitement.” 

“ Good  God,  a  hooded  cobra!”  Gan

There  was  abrupt  silence. 

In  the 

ger  rapped  out. 

dim  candle-light  the  faces  of  the  men 

Bradley  recognized  the  “ spectacles” 

looked  like  Benda  masks. 

Bradley 

on  the  hood,  the  sign  of  death.  Roth 

stared  around. 

turned  up  a  white  face,  his  eyes  dis

De  Costa’s  thin  face  was  sharpened 



tended  as  he  cried  out  inarticulately. 

by  danger,  his  eyes  glittering.  Roth, 

Bradley  flattened  at  the edge of  the  pit, 

shapeless  in  baggy  • tweeds,  stared 

reaching down. 

through his  spectacles.  Bartoli,  the ac

“ Give  me  your  hand,  Roth !” 

tor,  lifted  one  arm  in  an  involuntary 

Ganger yanked him back just in  time. 

gesture 

of 

dramatic 

theatricalism. 

A  sharp-edged  slab  of  steel  was  sliding 

Stone’s  eyes  were  narrow  slits,  his  jaw 

across  the  mouth  of  the  cell.  It  would 

jutting,  while  Ganger’s  face  was  exhave  sliced  off  his  arm  at  the  shoulder. 

pressionless,  hard  as  dried  leather.  His 

An  instant  later  something  came  sailmouth  a  rat-trap.  Bradley  went  to  the ing  out  through the  narrowing  crack to 

door  and  tried  it.  The  key  in  the  lowrattle  on  the  floor. 

est  of the  seven  locks  turned  easily,  but 

the  barrier did  not open.  He tested  the 

heavy  iron  key  in  the  other locks,  with

IT was an iron key.  Roth had hurled 

it  up  to  the  others  just  before  the 

out  success. 

barrier  had  walled  him  in  with  death. 

“ Do you  suppose he  really means it?” 

Ganger got  down on his knees and tried 

Janet  said. 

to  wrench  the  steel  plate  open.  It  was 

Her  uncle  nodded.  “ He  blames  us 

like  trying  to  move  a  mountain.  His 

for  what  the  tiger did  to  him  in  Burma. 

fingers  could  get  no  purchase. 

He’s  lived  for  excitement  all  his  life, 

“ No  use,”  De  Costa  said  coldly. 

and  his  brain  naturally  focused  on  that 

“ Roth’s  done  for.  The  cobra’s  bite  is 

when  it  was  injured.”  He  looked  at 

poison,  and  it  doesn’t  take  long  to 

his watch.  “ Four  hours.  Come along !” 

work.” 

He  tried  the  door  through  which 

Bartoli,  the  actor,  tossed  a  lock  of 

Warstler  had  vanished.  It  opened  into 

hair  back  from  his  forehead. 

a  luxurious  studiolike  room,  well 

“ So— so  Warstler  wasn’t  joking,” 

lighted  by  indirect  lamps,  and  with 

he  muttered. 

Bokhara  and  Turkestan  rugs  scattered 

“ If  he  was,”  De  Costa  said  grimly, 

about  on  the  floor. 

The  others  fol

“ the  joke’s  on  us.” 

lowed. 

Bradley  was  staring  at  the  metal
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shutters  that covered the  windows.  On 

warned.  Ganger was  crouching,  reachan impulse he tried to open one.  It was ing up till the  point of the knife touched 

useless, of course.  Ganger,  holding  the 

the  key.  It  would  be  easy  now  to  flip 

iron  key,  went  back  and  tried  it  in  the 

the  key  over  the  hook.  Flaming  lightdoor.  He  found  the  right  keyhole  at ning  crackled  through  the  room !  Gan

last, and  a  lock  clicked  softly. 

ger’s body twisted, writhed, leaped hor

“ Two  keys  out  of  seven,"  he  said. 

ribly  as  it  burned.  The  face  blackened 

“ Five  to  go." 

before  Bradley’s  eyes. 

The  mouth 

“ Well,  we’re  warned  now,”  Ganger 

twisted  in  a  ghastly  rictus  of  agony. 

said.  “ Next  time  we’ll  know  enough 

to  be  careful.” 

“ Haven’t  you  any  feelings?”  Janet 

HE  went  limp,  falling  from  his 

straining  position  to  lie  motioncried. 

“ Seeing  poor  Roth  killed  like 

less  on  the  carpet.  The  knife  clattered 

that—” 

and  the  key  tinkled  softly. 

“Time  enough  for  that  later,”  Brad

Janet  drew  a  deep,  sobbing  breath 

ley  stated.  “ W e’ve  got  to  get  out  of 

and  swayed.  Bradley  caught  her,  feelhere  within  four  hours— less  than  that ing  a  surge  of  pity  and  hopeless  rage 

now—or  we’ll  all  be  blown  sky-high.” 

against  Warstler  as  he  held  her  soft, 

Janet’s  gaze  fell  before  his.  He  was 

helpless  form  in  his  arms.  De  Costa 

right,  of  course. 

licked  dry  lips. 

“ Don’t  move,”  Ganger  said  suddenly. 

“ Look  at  his  face!”  Bartoli  whis

"I  see  the  third  key.” 

pered. 

They  followed  his  stare  toward  the 

It  was  a  twisted  mask  of  sheer  horwall,  where  a  key  hung  in  plain  sight ror. 

The  seared  eyeballs  stared  up 

from  a  small  hook.  In  the  dim  candleblindly,  glazed  and  huge.  The  hands light they had missed it till  now.  Bradwere  clawed  talons.  Ganger  lay  on  his ley  looked  at  the  floor  beneath. 

He 

back,  his  arms  and  legs  bent  up  as 

seized  a  chair  and  sent  it  spinning 

though  trying  to  push  away  an  atagainst  the  wall.  No  trap-door opened. 

tacker. 

“ Gun,”  De  Costa  said  laconically. 

“ Get  him  out  of  sight  before  Janet 

Bradley  moved  forward,  bending 

comes  to,”  Bradley  said. 

low.  He  crouched  on  hands  and  knees 

De  Costa  and  Bartoli  ripped  a  tapesbeneath  the  hook  where  the  key  hung. 

try  from  the  wall  and  covered  Ganger’s 

An  icy  tendril  of  fear  was  crawling 

body  with  it. 

Stone,  the  politician, 

along  his  spine. 

Inside  his  brain  a 

picked  up the  key and  went to the  door. 

voice  shrilled  of  danger.  It  was  like 

He  tried  first  one  lock,  then  another, 

being  caught  in  a  nightmare. 

and  at  last  found  one  that  fitted.  The 

The  others  were  watching  him  intumblers  clicked  gently. 

tently.  Bradley  reached  up  toward  the 

“ The  third  key,”  Bartoli  muttered. 

key,  hesitated,  and  examined  it  closely. 

"Four  to  go.”  He  looked  at  De  Costa, 

It  hung  on  an  ordinary  brass  hook  that 

Stone,  Bradley.  “ Four  lives— ” 

had  been  screwed  into  the  wall. 

“ We  must  be  careful,”  Stone  said  in 

“ It  looks  too  easy,”  he  grunted. 

an  expressionless  voice. 

“There’s a trap here, but now that we’re 

The  candle  guttered  and  went  out. 

warned,  we don’t have to fall  into it.” 

Only  a  pallid  shaft  of  light  came 

“ Be  careful,”  Janet  whispered. 

through  the  doorway  from  the  adjoin

“ I  will.” 

ing  room. 

Bradley  swallowed,  his 

Bradley  moved  to  the  chair  and 

throat  suddenly  dry.  He  looked  at  his 

ripped  a  leg  off  it. 

Holding  this  at 

watch. 

The  hour  hand  was  moving 

arm’s-length,  he  stood  several  yards 

with  incredible  speed.  More  than  half 

from  the  key  and  tried  to  flip  it  free 

an  hour  had  passed  since  they  had 

from  its  hook.  He  failed.  The  chair 

started  this  dreadful  quest,  and  already 

leg  was  too  clumsy. 

Ganger  pushed 

two  men  were  dead. 

forward  with  a  knife  in  his  hand.  He 

With  a  sudden  shock  of  cold  horror, 

pressed  a  spring  and  the  long  blade 

Bradley  realized  that  he  was  subconsprang  open. 

sciously  responding  to  the  excitement, 

“ This’ll  do  it,”  he  said. 

the  suspense.  Deep  within  him  was  a 

“ Don’t 

get  too  close,” 

Bradley

sense  that  thrilled  to  the  emotional
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tenseness  of  the  drama.  Slightly  sick 

the sinister silence hung like a pall over 

at the  realization, Bradley looked at the 

everything. 

others and  knew that they felt the same 

“ There must be some other way out,” 

way. 

Bradley  suggested. 

De  Costa’s  eyes  were  bright,  his  as

“ No.”  De  Costa  shook  his head.  He 

cetic  face  keen  as  a  blade.  The  actor 

was  moving  cat-footed  through  the 

in  Bartoli  was  responding.  He  looked 

apartments,  his  eyes sharp  as  a  hawk’s. 

vibrant  and  alive,  as  though  standing 

“W e  can’t  get  out  unless  we  find  the 

on a  stage  before  a  huge  audience.  And 

other  keys.  The  walls— ” 

even  Stone,  the  hard-boiled  politician, 

“ Steel 

underneath,  or  concrete,” 

seemed  to  have  grown  in  stature,  his 

Stone grunted.  “ The wood’s just a surlips tight in a  hard  smile. 

face  layer.”  He  stroked  his blue jowls. 

“ We  have  something  to  do  besides 

“ Where  in  thunder  are  those  keys?” 

escaping,”  De  Costa  said  gently. 

Bartoli  was  silent,  but  he  moved 

“ Warstler?”  Bradley  asked. 

“ But 

about  like  a  shadow. 

It  reminded 

he’s  insane.” 

Bradley  of  the  days  they  had  spent  in 

“ He’s  a  wild  animal,”  the  author 

the  Burmese  jungle, with death lurking 

countered,  smiling without  mirth.  “ We 

unseen  in  every  shadow.  These  men 

are  hunters.” 

were  metamorphosed now into hunters, 

Janet  moaned  softly. 

Her  eyes 

nerves  strung  to  wire-tense  alertness, 

opened.  Terror  sprang  into  them,  and 

not  easily  caught  off  guard.  He  had  a 

remembrance.  Bradley  hesitated,  then 

fleeting  thought  that  Warstler  had 

darted  swiftly  as  the  girl  turned  to  the 

been  wrong  in  warning  his  victims. 

nearest  doorway  and  sprang  toward  it. 

They  were  not  sheep  ready  for  the 

Bradley caught her.  For an instant she 

butcher.  They,  too,  were hunters. 

fought  him  hysterically. 

Then  she 

Downstairs  they  went,  having  covclung  to  him. 

ered  the  first  story.  They  stood  on the 

“ Buck  up,  kid,”  he  said.  “ W e’ll  get 

edge  of  a  sunken  swimming-pool.  An 

out  of  this.”  Before  she  could  see  the 

underwater  floodlight  made  a  swath  of 

shrouded  figure  on  the  floor,  he  led  her 

radiance  on  the  bottom.  They  could 

into  the  adjoining  room.  “ But  we’ve 

see  easily  through  twenty  feet  of  wagot  to  find  the  other  keys.  Keep  your ter.  They  could  see—

eyes  open.  W e’ve  all  got  to  help.” 

The  fourth  key! 

Janet  nodded.  "Yes,  I suppose you’re 

It  lay  on  the  blue-white  tiles,  shimright.” 

mering  with  the  movement  of  the  water,  but  clearly  visible.  Involuntarily IT was the only way to keep her from  the  men  looked  around,  stared  up  at hysteria.  She  must  have  no  time 

the  low  ceiling.  A  broad  platform  ran 

to  think. 

Bradley  watched  her  with 

all  around  the  pool,  and  there  seemed 

sharp  eyes  as  they  moved  through  the 

to  be  no immediate  danger. 

room,  the  long-piled  carpets  muffling 

“ Electricity?”  Stone  grunted. 

their  footsteps.  Bartoli,  De  Costa,  and 

“ No,”  Bradley  stated.  “ He  wouldn’t 

Stone  followed.  The  search  began  in 

try  the  same  gag  twice,  or  my  psycholearnest  now. 

ogy’s  wrong.” 

In  plain  sight,  Warstler  had  said. 

He  looked  at  his  watch.  De  Costa 

Yet  it  was  difficult  to  locate  the  keys 

was  removing  his  coat. 

in  these  luxuriously  furnished  rooms, 

“Time’s  getting  short. 

Somebody 

where  doors  slid  noiselessly  open  at 

get  me  a  metal  lamp  or  ornament  from 

their  approach—all  but  the  one  door 

upstairs.” 

they wanted  to open ! 

Bartoli  obeyed,  returning  presently 

From  the  walls,  the  eyes  of  the  figwith  a  lamp-standard  and  Ganger’s ured  tapestries  watched,  cryptic  and 

spring-bladed  knife  as  well. 

They 

ominous.  The steel shutters now meant 

tested  the  water  gingerly. 

It  wasn’t 

deadly  menace.  Otherwise  this  might 

electrified,  but  Bradley  still  wasn’t  sathave  been  an  ordinary  visit,  Bradley isfied.  He  glanced  at  De  Costa,  who 

thought. 

The  mansion  had  been  rehad  stripped  off  his  outer  garments. 

built  and  refurnished  completely.  The 

“ Wait  a  minute,”  he  said.  “ I’ve  an 

rooms  were  incongruously  restful,  but

idea.” 
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B RADLEY  whipped  off  his  own  tom,  so  that  any  diver  would  cut  his coat  and  tossed  it  into  the  pool. 

hand  and  bring  the  murderous  fish  to 

From  the  depths  a  thin,  sinuous 

the  kill! 

shadow  shot  into  view, nosing  about  as 

De  Costa  was  trying  to  swim  to  the 

the  garment  bellied  out  and  sank. 

pool’s  edge.  Stone  knelt  and  extended 

“ That,”  Bradley  said,  “ is  an  electric 

his  arm,  maintaining  his  balance  with 

eel.  Not  a  big  one.  I  don’t  think  it’s 

difficulty. 

Janet  turned  with  a  little 

dangerous.  But  there  may  be  more  of 

cry  and hid  her face on  Bradley’s  shoulthem.” 

ders. 

De  Costa  smiled  grimly.  “ So  that’s 

“ Don’t  look,”  he  whispered  through 

the  trap,  eh?  Brad,  you  go  up  to  the 

white  lips. 

other  end  of  the  pool  and  throw  in  my 

But  he  could  not  tear  away  his  eyes. 

clothes  one  by  one.  Draw  the  eels  up 

De  Costa  was  being  eaten  alive!  The 

there  while  I  dive in  at  this end  and  get 

author  suddenly  seemed  to  realize  the 

the  key.” 

futility  of  trying  to  escape.  His  arm 

Bradley hesitated, but Stone snatched 

flashed  up  in  an  arc. 

He  threw  the 

up the garments and went at a swift run 

key.  It  fell  at  Bradley’s  feet.  Bartoli 

along  the  ledge  that  bordered  the  wadropped  his  knife  to  the  tiles  and ter.  He threw in  De Costa’s coat.  The 

snatched  for  it.  But  he  could  not  turn 

author  watched  keenly.  The  eel  sped 

his  gaze  from  the  pool  until  it  became 

away,  and  another  joined  it. 

They 

absolutely  obvious  that  De  Costa  was 

gathered  just  beneath  Stone,  nosing 

dead. 

about  the  sinking  coat. 

“ Wait,”  Bradley  said. 

“ Let  me 

tackle  this,  De  Costa.” 

SILENTLY  the  four  returned  upstairs.  It was  difficult  to  say any

He  was  too  late.  The  author’s  body 

thing.  Bradley  was  burning  with  fucut the  surface  of the  water  cleanly, betile,  white-hot  rage  against  the  insane came  a  shadow  streaking  down  toward 

killer  who  had  trapped  them  here.  If 

the  light  at  the  pool’s  bottom. 

De 

he  could  get  his  hands  on  Warstler, 

Costa  swam  down  with  hard,  fast 

mad  though  the  man  might  be—  Bradstrokes.  Nothing appeared to halt him. 

ley  smiled  crookedly.  Little  chance  of 

His  hand  groped  out  toward  the  key, 

that.  The  murderer  had  planned  his 

jerked  back  suddenly,  and  then  closed 

scheme  too  well. 

over  it.  He  shot  up,  broke  the  surface. 

Bartoli  was  ahead  of  the  others,  and 

“ Broken  glass  down  there,”  he 

abruptly  broke  into  a  half-run.  The 

gasped.  “ Cut  my—” 

nightmare  grip  of  fear  that  hung  over 

His  mouth  opened  in  a  soundless 

them  all  had  broken  his  nerve. 

He 

scream. 

He  went  under,  clawing  at 

plunged  forward,  gripping  the  key. 

water.  Bradley  felt  a  hand  of  ice  grip 

With  a  swift  glance  at  Bradley,  Stone 

his  stomach.  What  was  wrong?  The 

hurried  in  pursuit. 

eels  were  still  at  the  other  end  of  the 

“ Place  is  full  of  traps,”  the  politician 

pool. 

rapped  out  over  his  shoulder.  “ That 

But  the  water  was  changing  color. 

fool  will  blunder into— ” 

It  grew  darker. 

As  De  Costa  rose 

Bradley  glanced  at  Janet  and  saw 

again,  a  stain  spread  out  from  all 

that  she  was  biting  her  under  lip.  But 

around  him. 

Small  shapes  streaked 

she  tried  to  smile  when  she  met  his 

toward  De  Costa,  clung  to  him  as  he 

gaze. 

flailed  and  struggled. 

His  shirt  and 

“ I’m  all  right.” 

trousers  were  in  tatters,  streaming  out 

“ Sure  you  are,”  he  said.  “ W e’ll  be 

like  rags  on  a  scarecrow. 

Bradley 

out  of  this soon.” 

stepped  forward,  felt  Bartoli’s  hand 

A  sharp  cry  came  to  them. 

Fear 

seize  him. 

caught  at  Bradley’s  heart.  He  yanked 

“ Don’t !”  the  actor  whispered.  “ It’d 

at  the  girl’s  arm,  pulling  her  through 

be  suicide.  Piranhas!” 

the  rooms.  Then  he  stopped  on  the 

The  cannibal  fish  of  the  Amazon 

threshold  of  one. 

were  harmless  until  aroused  by  the 

A  panel  had  opened  in  the  wall,  rescent  of blood.  But  Warstler had  scatvealing  a  closet-like  cubby-hole,  empty tered  broken  glass  at  the  pool's  botsave  for  a  shelf.  On  the  floor  lay  Bar-
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toli,  motionless,  three  iron  keys  on  the 

There was a tight band around Bradcarpet  beside  him.  Stone  was  staring ley’s chest.  He looked at the door, with 

down,  his  jaw  grimly  set.  He  looked 

its six  keys in  place, and  the  one empty 

at  Bradley. 

keyhole.  Warstler had not failed! 

“ Dead,”  he  grunted.  “ The  blasted 

“ Come  on,”  he  snapped. 

fo o l!  I  yelled  at  him  to  stop,  but—” 

His 

fingers 

gripped 

Janet  and 

“ What  happened?” 

dragged  her  back  into  the  adjoining 

“ That  panel  must  have  been  opened 

room. 

Before  she  could  speak  he 

while  we  were  downstairs. 

When  I 

thrust  his  wrist-watch  before  her  eyes. 

came  into  the  room,  Bartoli  was  stand

“ See  that?  W e  haven’t time for hysing  in  front  of  it,  reaching  for  the  keys terics.  W e’ve got to find the last key!” 

on that  shelf.  There were two of them. 

It was like a  dash of cold water.  The 

I  saw  him  pick  ’em  up  and  then  fall. 

hysteria  Bradley  had  seen  coming 

He’s  dead.  Look  at  his  skin.” 

faded  from  Janet’s  eyes.  She  nodded 

Bradley  looked.  Bartoli’s  face  was 

apathetically,  her  senses  too  dulled 

cyanosed  and  blue. 

Sniffing  a  penewith  horror to  feel this latest  blow. 

trating  odor,  Bradley  tensed. 

“ Yes  .  .  .  the  last  key.  .  .  .” 

“ Hydrocyanic  acid  gas,”  he  said. 

But it was not easy to find.  The hour 

“ Probably  there  was  a  photo-electric 

hand  crept  around  inexorably,  mercicell  in  that  cupboard.  When  Bartoli’s lessly,  and  minute  by  minute  the  sense 

arm  broke  the  beam,  the  gas  was  shot 

of danger’ drew closer, more immediate. 

off  under  his  nose. 

A  whiff  of  that 

Four hours had  gone by so fast,  and the 

stuff  will  kill  instantly.” 

deadline  was almost  upon  them! 

Stone  was  picking  up  the  keys. 

The  quest  ended  at  the  pool.  Brad

"Well,  we’re  ahead  of  the  game,”  he 

ley’s  sharp  eyes  noticed  a  concealed 

said  cynically.  “ Two  extra  keys,  and 

door  in  the  tiled  wall.  He  opened  it 

only  one  man  dead. 

And  here’s  the 

gingerly,  but  there  seemed  to  be  no 

key  De  Costa  got  for  us.” 

danger.  He  peered  into  a  small  room, 

He  led  the  way  without  another 

empty  save  for  a  shoulder-high  niche 

glance  at  Bartoli.  Bradley  and  Janet 

which  held  nothing.  Beneath  it,  fallen 

followed.  There  was  nothing  else  to 

apparently  to  the  floor,  was  the  last 

do. 

key. 

Only  one  key  to  get.  Which  one  of 

“ Don’t  go  in  there!”  Janet  said. 

them would  die  in  order to  secure it? 

“ Don’t !” 

At  the  metal  door,  Stone  carefully 

“ I’ll  be  careful,”  Bradley  promised. 

tested  the  keys.  Two  of  them  turned 

“ Stay  here.” 

the  tumblers  instantly. 

He  tried  the 

Before  the  girl  could  answer,  he 

remaining  key  in  the  other  keyholes, 

stepped  cautiously  into  the  room. 

vainly  in  one. 

Glancing  over  his  shoulder,  he  saw  her 

“ It’s  stuck,”  he  mumbled. 

“ No, 

hesitating  on  the  threshold. 

At  his 

here  she  comes—” 

warning  gesture  she  drew  back,  sil

He  gave  a  soft  cry  and  staggered 

houetted  against  the  dim  light  that 

back,  shaking  his  hand. 

A  drop  of 

overhung  the  pool.  Bradley  advanced, 

blood  appeared  on  it.  Wordlessly  he 

his  back  crawling  with  icy  perspirapointed  at  the  door.  Bradley  saw  that tion. 

Had  the  key  fallen  from  that 

there  was  a  needle  projection  beside 

niche  on  the  wall? 

Had  Warstler’s 

one  of  the  locks.  The  turning  of  the 

plans  miscarried  to  that  slight  extent? 

key  had  undoubtedly  activated a  spring 

Had  he  planned  that  one  of his victim’s 

and  shot  the  needle  into  Stone’s  flesh. 

would  reach  into  the  niche  for the  key? 

The  politician  looked  at  his  hand  and 

But  the  key  was  on  the  floor.  Bradthen  at  Bradley.  His  lips  quirked  in ley’s  eyes  searched  for  a  possible  trap. 

an  incredulous  smile. 

He  saw  nothing,  yet  he  did  not  reach 

“ W hy— I’m—poisoned—” 

for the key.  Instead he edged along the 

wall  and  carefully  extended  one  foot 

HIS  voice  faded  away  oddly.  His  to kick the object to a safer place. 

gross,  heavy  body  fell.  His  legs 

As  he  touched  it,  a  flicker  of  movetwitched  once  in  muscular  reaction, ment  was  visible  from  the  comer  of 

and  then  lay  still. 

his  eye.  Instinctively  he  leaped  back
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to escape  the  death  he sensed  was  drivhow  Bradley  had  to  play  for  time,  till ing  at  him  in  a  shimmering  flash  of— 

he  regained  his  strength.  He staggered 

of  what? 

toward  the  doorway.  Roth  drew  back, 

Hot  agony  sliced  his  shoulder,  his 

placing  the  key  in  his  vest  pocket. 

chest.  He  felt  warm  blood  gush  out 

Janet  ran  forward  to  Bradley,  her  eyes 

over  his  stomach.  Caught  off  balance, 

wide. 

he  fell  heavily,  his  head  striking  the 

"Hold  me  up,”  he  whispered  to  her. 

floor  with  a  sickening  thud.  Momen

Then  he  looked  at  Roth. 

"So  you 

tarily  he  lost  consciousness. 

planned  all  this,  eh?” 

His  blurred  vision  swam  into  focus. 

"What  are  you  talking  about?”  Roth 

He  was  still  too  stunned  to  move.  A 

demanded,  his  eyes  shifting  about,  as 

fan-shaped  sheaf  of  swordlike  blades 

though  looking  for a way  of escape. 

stood  out  from  the  wall,  whence  they 

“ I  think  you  know.  Where’s  Warst- 

had  sprung  to  destroy  him.  Only  that 

ler ?” 

instinctive backward leap  had saved  his 

Roth  stood  motionless. 

life. 

"Wait a  minute,”  Bradley said.  "Let 

How  long  had  he  been  unconscious? 

me  figure  this  out.  We  saw  Warstler 

He  tried  to  move,  but  it  was  useless. 

tonight.  Or  did we?  We saw him only 

He felt the black pit of unconsciousness 

in  shadow,  in  candlelight. 

And  he’s 

sliding  up  around  him. 

Faintly  he 

about  your  size,  Roth.  Maybe  you  imheard  Janet’s  voice,  surprised,  incredupersonated  him,  eh?” 

lous. 

Roth’s  face  told  him  the  chance  shot 

“ Roth!” 

had  struck  home. 

"I  didn’t  get  here  till  after  he  spoke 

R OTH?  But  that  was impossible. to you,” Roth said. 

Roth  had  been  killed  by  the 

"W e thought  you didn’t.  You  impercobra  in  the  snake-pit.  Through  pain-sonated  Warstler  and  then  slipped  off, 

dazed  eyes  Bradley  could  see  the 

removed  your  disguise,  and  drove  up 

doorway  and  two  figures  outlined 

as  though  you’d  just  arrived.” 

there—Janet  and  Roth,  his  tweeds 

"But  that’s  impossible!”  Janet  said 

torn,  staring  through  his  spectacles. 

incredulously. 

"W e  heard  Warstler 

“ I  got  out,”  Roth  explained.  “ Killed 

talk  to  us  after  Roth  got  here.” 

the  cobra.  I  used  my  knife  to  cut  the 

Bradley  smiled.  “ Old  stuff.  A  phowound  open  and  sucked  the  poison nograph  record.  Warstler’s  voice  was 

out.  It  took  me  hours  to  find  the  way 

easily  imitated.  Did  you  kill  him,  too, 

out  of  that  pit. 

There  was  a  con

Roth?” 

cealed  spring.” 

Roth 

removed 

his 

horn-rimmed 

Suddenly  he  was  in  the  little  room, 

glasses  and  put  them  in  his  pocket. 

gingerly  reaching  for  the  key.  He  rose 

"Y ou’re  crazy,”  he  said  almost  casand  blocked  Janet  as  she  sought  to  enually.  “ Janet,  you  don’t  believe  him, ter.  She  tried  to  get  past. 

do  you?” 

"W e’ve  got  to  get  him  out.  Maybe 

She  nodded,  staring  horrified  into  his 

he  isn’t  dead.” 

eyes. 

Roth  was  silent. 

Then  he 

"H e’s dead,”  Roth said slowly.  "One 

smiled.  The  mask  dropped,  and  cold 

of  those  blades  got  him  through  the 

murder  shone  in  his  eyes. 

heart.”  He  gripped  Janet’s  arm.  “ We 

“ You  little  fool!” 

The  epithet 

have  to escape  from  here  in  a hurry.” 

sounded  like  a  curse.  “ Now  I  must kill 

It  was  like  a  shock  of  lightning 

you, to o !” 

through  Bradley. 

Roth  hadn’t  even 

cast  a  glance  at  him,  yet  he  was  saying—

BRADLEY’S  mind  was  working 

fast.  Did  Roth  have  a  gun?  It 

“ Roth!”  Bradley  snapped. 

didn’t  seem  likely,  or  he’d  have  used  it 

He  stood  up  and  felt  the  walls  rockbefore  this. 

And  Bradley’s  strength 

ing  about  him.  It  was  almost  imposwas  slowly  returning. 

sible  to  keep  his  balance,  but  he  dared 

“ Spill  it,”  he  said.  "W hat’s  the  annot  let  Roth  realize  his  weakness.  For gle?” 

Roth  was  the  killer! 

Roth  looked  at  his  watch. 

There  was  only  one  chance.  Some

" I ’ve  time  enough  before  you’re
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blown  up  with  this  place.  It  was  a 

stituted  death-traps  for  gags,  made  a 

clever  trick  I  played  on  all  of  you.” 

game into a murder machine.  And you 

Consummate  egotism  showed  in  his 

sent  those  telegrams  in  Warstler’s 

face. 

name,  too.  But  why  did  you  bring 

“ You  killed  Warstler,  then,”  Bradley 

Janet  into  this?” 

said. 

“ What  m o t i v e   —  revenge? 

“ So  she  could  support  my  testimony, 

Scarcely. 

Money? 

Fear? 

Wait  a 

naturally,”  Roth  said.  "I  had  removed 

minute. 

You’re  the  secretary  of  the 

the  poison  sac  from  the  cobra.  But  no 

Quest  Club.  You  handle  the  treasury. 

one  would  know  that,  especially  since 

I  get  it.  Embezzlement!” 

I’d  taken  care  to  slash  my  arm  to  re

Roth  smiled  coldly.  “ I  played  the 

move  the  ‘poison’.  I  would  be the  only 

market  and  I  lost.  I  took  the  money 

member  of  the  Club  left  alive.” 

I  needed  from  the  treasury.  Warstler 

“ And  nobody  would  discover  you’d 

found  out  about  it.  He  got  in  touch 

been embezzling the funds.  I  see.  Bewith me immediately, asked me to come sides,  we’ve all  willed  half  our  fortunes 

here.  He  threatened  me  with  prison, 

to  the  club.  You’d  collect  that.” 

so  I  killed  him.” 

Bradley  did  not  look  down,  but  he 

Bradley  moved  forward  slightly. 

moved  his  foot  slightly,  feeling  some

Roth  stepped  back  toward  the  threshthing  hard against his  shoe.  It was the old  that  led  to  the  stairway,  and  put 

knife  Bartoli  had  dropped.  Roth  was 

one  hand  in  his  pocket.  When he  drew 

on  the  threshold  now,  twenty  feet 

it  out,  he  held  a  stick  of  dynamite. 

away. 

“ Stay where you are!  When I mined 

“ Right.  And  when  Warstler’s  body 

this  house,  I  kept  this  stick  with  me,  in 

is  found  in  the  ruins  of this  house,  he’ll 

case of  accidents.”  He  took  a  cigarette 

be  blamed.  Janet’s  testimony  and  mine 

lighter  from  his  vest  and  held  it  ready. 

would  have  proved  that.  But  my  testi

“ There  isn’t  much  time. 

But  since 

mony  will  be  enough  now.” 

you’re  so  anxious  to  know  what  I  did, 

He  flicked  the  cigarette  lighter  and 

I’ll tell you.” 

touched  the  flame  to  the  fuse  of  the 

He  retreated  slowly. 

dynamite  stick.  It  sputtered  into  life. 

“ Warstler  was  planning  a  new  thrill 

Simultaneously  Bradley  bent  and  in 

for  the  Quest  Club.  Seven  keys  were 

one  swift  motion  seized  the  knife  and 

to  be  hidden,  and  traps  were  to  be  set. 

flung  it  at  the  killer. 

They were not death-traps,  however.  I 

made  them deadly.  It was easy enough 

—substituting  real  swords  for  rubber 

A S  Roth  lifted  his  arm  to  hurl  the 

explosive,  the  knife’s  h a n d l e  

ones,  putting  piranhas  into  the  pool, 

struck  him  between  the  eyes,  not  hard 

running  electric  current  to  the  right 

enough to stun, but with sufficient force 

places.” 

to  make  him  stagger.  The  dynamite 

Roth  grinned  unpleasantly. 

dropped  from  his  hand.  Bradley  dived 

“ Warstler  didn’t  intend  to  harm  anyforward. 

body,  of  course.  Remember  the  metal 

“ Get  that  dynamite!”  he  clipped  out 

hook  in  the  front  room,  where  one  of 

to  Janet. 

the  keys  hung?  It  was  wired  to  give 

He  saw  her  move  swiftly  to  obey. 

a  mild  electric  shock,  not  a  fatal  one. 

Then  he  was  upon  Roth.  The  killer 

Those  eels  in  the  pool  were  small  ones. 

had  recovered.  His  foot  flashed  up  in 

They  didn’t  have  enough  current  even 

a vicious kick.  Bradley could not dodge 

to  paralyze  a  man. 

The  poisoned 

it,  and  it  drove  the  breath  from  his 

needle  originally  contained  a  soporific 

lungs.  Still  weak  from  the  blow  upon 

drug,  just  enough  to  put  somebody  to 

his  head, he closed with Roth. The two 

sleep  for  a few  minutes. 

of them  wrestled  back  and  forth  on  the 

“ He  didn’t  intend  to  use  hydrocyanic 

lip  of  the  pool. 

gas,  either. 

He  had  nitrous  oxide— 

Roth’s  hands  closed  on  Bradley’s 

laughing  gas.  And  that  chamber  I  fell 

throat.  He  drove  Bradley  back  until 

in was  just  supposed  to  imprison  a  viche  slammed  against the  wall  with stuntim  till  the  game  was  over.%

I  introning  force. 

Bradley  swung  useless, 

duced  the  snake  myself.” 

desperate  punches  that  somehow failed 

“ I see.”  Bradley nodded.  “ You subto  meet  their  mark.  He  was  terribly
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weak  and  Roth  was  smashing  his  head 

She  stopped,  shocked  by  the  look  in 

again  and  again  against  the  wall. 

his  eyes.  He  sprang  forward  and  took 

Bradley’s  arms  were  numb.  A  wave 

the  stick  of  dynamite  from  her  hands. 

of  icy  cold  was  creeping  up  to  engulf 

“ Hold  on !  This’ll  do  it.  W a it!” 

him.  He  was  conscious  only  of  those 

He  fumbled  in  his  pocket  and  found 

hammer  blows  against  the  back  of  his 

a  box  of  matches. 

head,  and  the  vicious  face  of  Roth. 

“ But  I  don’t  understand,”  she  com

“ I ’ll  smash  your  blasted  head  in,” 

plained. 

the  killer  snarled,  his  eyes  flaming  with 

“ Dynamite,”  Bradley  said  breathcold  murder. 

lessly.  "The  concussion  will  kill  the 

One  more  blow  and  he  might  sucpiranhas,  or  stun  them,  anyway.  I  can ceed,  Bradley knew.  His blows seemed 

dive  down  and  get  the  key  without 

useless.  He  lifted  one  leg,  doubling  it 

danger.  But  we’ll  need  a  waterproof 

up  against  his  body,  and  drove  it  out 

container.” 

with  all  his  force. 

He  felt  his  knee 

It  was  not  difficult  to  find  among  the 

drive  into  Roth’s  stomach.  Then  the 

bric-a-brac  upstairs.  After  that,  it  rekiller  was  reeling  back,  clawing  at  air, mained  only  to  light  the  fuse  and  toss 

screaming,  toppling—

the  stick  and  its container into the pool. 

Into  the  p ool! 

They  retreated  upstairs  to  wait.  The 

His  screams  grew  louder.  Bradley 

explosion  was  faint,  muffled. 

had  a glimpse  of the man’s hand  clutching  at  the  brink as  the  blood-maddened piranhas  tore  at  their  prey.  Then  the 

FIVE  minutes  later  Bradley,  dripping  wet,  was  fitting  the  last  key hand  slipped  down  and  was  gone. 

into  the  lock  and  gingerly  turning  it. 

There  was  no  sound. 

The  door  swung  open.  The  short  hall

Janet  was  on  her  knees,  white-faced, 

way  lay before  them,  at its  end the blue 

holding  the  dynamite  stick.  She  had 

of  the  night  sky. 

pinched  out  the  burning  fuse.  Bradley 

The  car  started  without  difficulty. 

shook  his  head  dazedly,  staggered  to 

Bradley  sent  the  vehicle  racing  along 

the  edge  of  the  pool  and  looked  down. 

the  road,  out  of  the  valley.  As  they 

In  an  instant  he  turned  away,  sickened. 

topped  the  rise,  the  explosion  blasted 

‘‘He’s  dead,”  he  mumbled. 

their  ears  with  thunderous  concussion. 

The  girl  nodded,  biting at her lip. 

“ W hew !”  Bradley  sighed,  relaxing. 

“ He  had  the—the  last  key  with him.” 

“ I  wasn’t  sure  if  we  could  get  away  in 

Bradley  shuddered. 

Roth  had  put 

time.  But  we  did,  eh?” 

the  key  into  his  vest  pocket.  It  was 

“ I— I  think  I’m  going to faint,” Janet 

twenty  feet  down now, guarded by cansaid  quietly. 

nibal  fish.  To  dive  after  it  would  be 

She  did. 

sheer  suicide. 

Bradley  looked  at  his 

“ Not  a  bad  idea,”  Bradley  said  to  nowatch. 

body  in  particular.  “ But  first  I’m  look

“ We  have  ten  minutes before  the  dying  for  the  sheriff  and  liquor.  Lots  of namite charge goes off.  If we can drain 

liquor.  And  then,”  he  observed  with 

the  pool— ” 

strong  emphasis,  “ I’m  going  to  find  a 

“ W e  don’t  know  how.  Besides,  that 

farm  and  raise  potatoes.  I  want  peace 

would  take  hours.” 

and  quiet—lots  of  it.” 
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Deep  in  the  Night-Shrouded 

Bayou  Country,  the  Cadaver 

of  Pierre  Duprey  Leaves  His 

Tomb  for  a  Tour  of  Murder! 

THE  ancient  manse  was  a 

sprawled,  ghostly  shape  looming  through  the  curtains  of  a night  made  blacker  by  cascading  torrents  of  rain.  As  I  goaded  my  waterlogged  coupe  toward  that  huge  old house,  the  fear  upon  my  heart  grew 

stronger. 

Fear! 

When  I  should  have  felt 

blessed  relief  at  reaching  my  destination  at  a ll! 

Hadn’t  I  driven  like 

a  madman  the  hundred  and  fifty-odd 

miles  from  New  Orleans? 

Hadn’t 

I  cursed  when  red  lanterns  had 

flagged  me  to  a  stop  back  at  the  crossroads? 

“ Levee’s  burst!”  one  of  the  rain- 

coated  men  had  shouted. 

"Even  if 

you  got  through,  mister,  you’d  be 

marooned  in  that  bayou  country. 

Flood’ll  be  cutting  it  off  all  around.” 

Angry  at  the  delay  I’d  shown  some 

credentials,  asked  if  they’d  never 

heard  of  me,  Kent  Harper—big  New

A  dreadful  figure  seemed  to  materialize  before  me 78
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Orleans  lawyer.  They  hadn’t,  of 

then  that  either  Bernard  Nace  must 

course.  Actually  I  was  just  a  strughave  gone  raving  mad,  or  somehow gling  young  lawyer. 

But  the  bluff 

I  had  misread  those  plain  sentences. 

had  worked,  and  I  was  allowed  to 

That  letter  had  been  written  and 

drive  on.  No  flood  was  going  to  stop 

mailed  yesterday  and  Madeleine’s 

me!  I  had  to  get  to  Madeleine  Du- 

father,  old  blind  Pierre  Duprey  had 

prey— lovely,  dark-eyed  Madeleine, 

been  dead  in  his  tomb  for  more  than 

who had  gone back  to this old,  ghostly 

three  months! 

manse. 

The  fear  in  my  heart  leaped  to  my 

1  TRIED again to laugh my fantasthroat  in  a  cry,  when  the  coupe tic  thoughts  away  but,  besides  the 

lurched  because  my  hands  momenmemory  of  that  letter,  I  was  recalling tarily  forgot  the  wheel.  As  my  eyes 

Madeleine’s  own  behavior  whenever 

stared  through  the  arc  of  the  win- 

she  spoke  of  her  father’s  death.  The 

shield 

wiper, 

a 

dreadful 

figure 

strange look, too fearful  for just grief, 

seemed  to  materialize!  The  figure  of 

in  her  lovely  dark  eyes.  That  was 

a  man,  but  though  it  moved,  though 

even  after  we  had  come  to  know  and 

it  walked,  it  looked  like  no  living 

love  one  another,  long  after  that  first 

thing! 

The 

luminous 

whiteness 

day  three  months  ago  when,  having 

which  must  have  been  its  face,  sugseen  her  father’s  body  entombed  in gested  death,  and  the  grave!  And  it 

the  family  mausoleum,  she  had  come 

walked  as  if  it  could  not  see.  .  .  . 

to  my  office,  engaged  me  to  transfer 

Suddenly  my  car  bogged  down 

the manse  from her to her  two  cousins, 

hopelessly  in  the  rain-running  ditch 

Claude  and  Bernard  Nace,  and  Berand  it  jolted  life  back  to  my  fear-nard’s  wife. 

frozen  muscles.  I  fought  to  keep  the 

They  had been living there, and  now 

car  upright. 

Now  I  was  laughing 

they  were  buying  the  home  from  its 

harshly,  for  I  saw  only  rainy  black 

inheritor  at  a  pittance  which  made  me 

gloom  where  that  shape  had  seemsuspect  chicanery.  But  the  property ingly  walked! 

was  indeed  of  little  value.  Old  Pierre 

Steeling  my  nerves,  I  climbed  out 

Duprey, 

once 

wealthy,  had 

died 

into  the  night  rain,  drew  my  slicker 

poor.  .  .  . 

about  me,  then  reached  back  into  the 

A  strange  man  he  had  been,  this 

door-pocket  for  my  loaded  Colt  .45. 

Pierre  Duprey.  A man  of dark moods, 

Not  that  a  gun  would  do  any  good 

queer  beliefs,  and  black  rages  springif  that  thing  wasn’t  human. 

ing  from  the  dark  world  of  his  total 

But  as  I  ploughed  toward  the 

blindness. 

Strong  as  an  ox  he  had 

manse,  the  rain  lashing  my  fevered 

been,  Madeleine  told  me.  Especially 

face,  I  thought  again  of  the  scraps 

his  hands— huge,  sinewy  hands  which, 

of  torn  letter  I  had  found  this  afteronce  in  a  fit  of  temper,  had  strangled noon  in  Madeleine’s  New  Orleans 

a  man-sized  dog. 

room,  after  her  landlady  had  told  me 

But  with  Madeleine  this  big  blind 

how  Miss  Duprey  had  dashed  off  in 

man  was  ever  docile,  kindly.  She  had 

her  little  roadster  “ all  upset-like.” 

been  his  only  close  companion  since 

The  envelope,  intact,  showed  that  the 

his w ife’s  death.  She  had  led  him, her 

letter  had  come  from  one  of  her 

small  slender  hand  linked  in  his  great 

cousins,  Bernard  Nace. 

paw,  wherever  he  went,  from  morn

“ Come  back  to  the  manse  at  once,” 

ing  until  night. 

I  had  put together.  “ You  are  the only 

“ But,  Kent,  I  wasn’t  there  the  day 

one  who  can  handle  your  father  .  .  . 

he—his  heart  gave  w ay!”  Madeleine 

He  looks  for  you,  calls  your  name, 

told  me.  “ I  was  away  visiting  friends 

threatens 

terrible 

things  .  .  .  You 

in  the city.  And  I  had  sworn that if he 

must  lead  him  by  the  hand.  .  .  .” 

should  die,  I  would  be  at  his  death

I  had  read  those  scraps  over  and 

bed.  I  would  hold  his  hand  so  that 

over,  hunted  for  more.  I  had  looked 

he— ”  She  had broken  off, and  I  knew 

at  the  envelope  post-mark,  found  the 

only  that  some  strange  and  unearthly 

date  on  one  of  the  scraps.  I’d  sworn

fear  preyed  on  this  fragile  girl—a
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fear  that  made  her  say  she  would 

hollow  cheeks,  the  too-harsh  jaw. 

never  return  to  the  manse  she  had 

“ W ho  are  you?”  he  was  demanding 

sold.  And  now—

of  me. 

My  eyes  made  out  the  shape  of  a 

roadster 

on 

the 

boggy 

manse 

grounds.  Madeleine’s  roadster!  She 

A S  I  started  to  identify  myself, 

Claude 

Nace 

was 

shouting 

was  here all  right.  I  hurried my steps. 

toward  the  open  door:

The  big  house  reared  before  me,  with 

“ Jason!  Call  Dr.  Cavender  down! 

its  columned  old  veranda,  and  a 

H urry!” 

And  the  face  of  an  old 

second-story  gallery  that  ran  all 

Negro  retainer  had  disappeared.  I 

around  the  building.  The  left  wing, 

heard  the  servant  muttering  somewhere  old  Pierre  Duprey  had  lived, thing  about  “ Voodoo  —  dat  debbil 

was  dark.  In  the  other  wing,  a  febrile 

m agic!”  Then  Claude  turned  to  me. 

glow  from  some  windows  gave  the  re

“ Harper!”  he  cried.  “ What  are  you 

assurance  that  humans  dwelt  there. 

doing  here?”  He  faced  the  tall,  hol

As  I  climbed  onto  the  dark  veranda, 

low-cheeked  man  in  black.  “ It’s  all 

the  floorboards  creaked  under  my 

right,  Quinn. 

This  is  a  friend  of 

feet.  And  then  one  of  my  wet  shoes 

Madeleine’s.” 

felt  something  else,  and  I  froze  where 

Quinn,  who  I  soon  learned  was  a 

I  stood. 

guest  Claude  had  invited  here,  nodded 

I  had  seen  Bernard  Nace  only  once 

slowly.  Then  another  man,  rubbing 

before— when  he’d  come  to  sign  the 

sleep  from  his  eyes,  joined  the  tense 

deed  of  transfer. 

Nevertheless,  degathering.  He  proved  to  be  Dr.  Charspite  the  gloom,  I  recognized  him les  Cavender,  long  the  Duprey  family 

now.  His  glassy,  unseeing  eyes  were 

doctor,  who  had  been  at  the  dying 

peering  sightlessly  up  at  me  from  the 

Pierre  Duprey’s  bedside. 

Ldter  I 

veranda  floor.  I  didn’t  need  a  second 

learned  he  had  come  here  to  attend 

look  to  know  that  he was dead.  There 

Carla  Nace,  and  the  flood  had  kept 

were  huge  bluish  marks  visible  on  his 

him  from  returning  to  his  own  estate. 

neck,  which  looked  as  if  it  had  been 

Now  he  moved  to  the  sprawled  body, 

squeezed  in  some  vise.  .  .  . 

bent  over  it. 

I  must  have  shouted,  though  I  do 

“ Dead,”  came  his  anticlimactic  but 

not  recall  doing  so.  I  only  knew  that 

professionally  final  verdict.  “ Stranas  I  stood  there,  over  that  horrible gulation,  manual. 

Marks  of  a  huge 

corpse,  sounds  reached  me  as  through 

and  powerful  hand— ” 

a 

nightmare. 

Light 

flooded 

the 

Carla  Nace’s  wild,  horrible  laughter 

veranda,  and  a  woman  screamed  and 

came  again. 

screamed. 

“ Of  course! 

Don’t  you  see? 

It’s 

“ Oh,  my  G od!”  came  that  scream. 

 he!   He  strangled  Bernard  with  those 

“ It’s  killed  Bernard!  It’s killed  him!” 

hands  of  his! 

He  came  out  of  the 

I  became  aware  then  of  others  on 

tomb  to  kill—” 

the  porch. 

My  eyes  took  in  the 

“ Shut  up,  Carla,  you  fo o l!”  Claude 

screaming  woman  first. 

Carla— Ber

Nace  snarled.  “ Dead  men  don’t  murnard  Nace’s  wife.  I  had  met  her,  too, der  people!  And  that’s  what  this  is, 

during  the  transfer  of  the  deed—this 

murder!” 

fading  creole  beauty.  And  I  recog

Yes,  murder  had  been  done.  Somenized,  too,  the  pale,  thick-lipped where  loose  here  must  be  a  killer.  I 

young  man  who  stood  near  her— 

looked  at  the  group,  at  hands.  But 

Claude  Nace,  younger  brother  of 

even  the  long,  almost  skeletal  hands 

Bernard. 

of  Quinn  didn’t  look  powerful  enough 

These  two  did  not  seem  to  see  me 

to  crush a  neck  in  that manner.  Aloud 

at  all  as  they  stared  at  the  corpse. 

I  was  demanding:

The  other  man  with  them  did. 

He 

“ Where  is  Madeleine?” 

was  a  stranger  to  me—a  tall,  lean  man 

The  others  exchanged  looks.  Then 

whose  dark  clothes  suggested  a  cloak, 

Quinn  spoke  in  his  sombre  voice: 

and  whose  eyes  had  a  piercing,  almost 

“ Miss  Duprey  said  she  intended  to 

hypnotic  quality.  I  did  not  like  the

keep  vigil  at  the  mausoleum. 

She
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went  there  some  time  ago.” 

perhaps  you  would  lose  your way,”  he 

“ W here’s  the  mausoleum?”  I  desaid,  adding  that  he  and  Dr.  Cavender manded. 

had  taken  the  body  of  Bernard  Nace 

Claude  Nace  pointed  fearfully  out 

into  the  house. 

into  the  gloom  across  the  grounds.  I 

I  pointed  with  my  flash  to  the 

didn’t  hesitate.  As  I  hastened  off  the 

empty  coffin  of  Pierre  Duprey. 

veranda,  I  heard  Dr.  Cavender  telling 

“ Quinn,  do  you  know  anything 

the  rest:

about   this?”   I  asked. 

“ W e  shall  have  to  hold  the  body  for 

the  authorities  until  the  flood  can  let 

them  through.  .  . 

Q UINN’S  head  nodded  slowly  in 

the  darkness. 

Again  I  was  alone  in  the  driving 

“ The  coffin  is  empty,  yes.  That  is 

rain,  my  hand  closed  around  my  pockone  reason  Claude  Nace  asked  me  to eted  gun.  Cypress  and  brush  loomed 

come  here  as  his  guest.  You  see,”  he 

across  the  dark  grounds. 

I  pushed 

made  a  deprecatory  gesture,  “ I  fancy 

through  it.  And  then  a  grayish  oblong 

myself  a  student  of  the  occult. 

I 

came into view.  The mausoleum  reared 

have  long  investigated  psychic  phebefore  me,  cold  and  granite. 

nomena  and  have  exposed  that  which 

A  sudden  sound,  like  a  soughing 

is  fraudulent.” 

moan,  met  my  ears.  I  saw  then  that 

“ Then,”  I  said,  “ you  came  here  to 

the wrought-iron  door  of the big  tomb 

prove  that  all  this  talk  is  w ild;  that 

was  ajar,  swinging  on  its  ancient, 

whatever  has happened—”  I  hesitated. 

creaking  hinges.  My  hands  dug  deep 

“ So  you  have  seen   it,   too,”  Quinn 

into  my  slicker  for  a  pocket-flash  I 

said,  nodding  sagely.  “ You  wish  for 

had  also  brought  along. 

I  sent  its 

me  to  say  it  is  not  real?  But  I  canbeam  penciling  ahead.  Fearfully  I not  say  that. 

I  have  seen  strange 

pulled  that  iron  door  wider,  and  enthings,  heard  strange  tales.  There are tered  the  tomb. 

powers  that  to  us  are  unfathomable 

Death!  I  could  feel  it  everywhere 

as  death  itself.  I  wish  I  had  known 

in  the  cold  yet  musty  dankness  of  the 

Pierre  Duprey  alive,  known  whether 

vault’s  interior.  My  light  played  over 

he  had  contact  with  the world  of  darkiron-wrought  tiers.  On  each  tier  lay ness,  beliefs  which  were  brought  to 

a  long,  metal  casket,  for  here  in  this 

this  bayou  land  by  the  Negroes.  It  is 

bayou  country  the  dead  were  always 

perhaps  best  for  you  not  to  probe  too 

laid  to  rest  above  the  soggy  earth. 

deeply  into  matters which  you  cannot 

Embossed  name-plates  showed  in 

hope  to  understand.” 

my  light  on  the  sides  of  the  coffins. 

Was  there  a  veiled  warning  in  that 

Finally  discovering  that  of  Pierre 

last  of  his  abstract  statements?  I  had 

Duprey,  I  gasped  in  dread. 

heard  legends  of  this  bayou  country. 

 It  was  not  sealed! 

Voodooism,  t a l k   of  corpses  that 

The  top  of  it  lay  to  one  side,  and  it 

walked,  of  zombies.  .  .  . 

required  every  ounce  of  my  ebbing 

“ Nonsense!” 

I  protested  shakily. 

will  power  to  stand  on  tip-toe  so  I 

“ You  can’t  tell  me  that  such  things 

could  send  my  flashlight  into  that 

exist.  I  challenge  you  to  show  me— ” 

open  casket.  I  did,  and  what  I  failed 

But  I  was  talking  only  to  the  dead! 

to  see  frightened  me  more  than  would 

Quinn  had  gone.  As  quietly  as  he  had 

any  sight  of  a  decaying  corpse.  The 

come  he  had  slipped  out  of  this  tomb. 

coffin  was  empty!  Yet  its  foul  odor 

And  as  I  stood  there  nervously,  there 

showed  it  had  held  recently  a  body. 

came  to  me  from  the  rainy  darkness 

Where  was  the  body  of  old  blind 

outside  a  new  sound,  the  sound  of  a 

Pierre  Duprey? 

plaintive  cry  carried  on  the  wind! 

I  whirled  with  a sudden  cry,  snatch

 "F ather!” 

ing  for  my  gun.  Someone  had  moved 

W ith my  heart  a lump  of  ice,  I  went 

into  this  tomb  behind  me! 

dashing  out  of  the  tomb. 

“ Do  not  be  alarmed,”  said  a  sombre 

 "Father!” 

voice  then,  and  in  thr  gloom  I  saw 

I  heard  it  again,  and  madly  tried  to 

Quinn’s  piercing  eyes. 

“ I  thought

judge  its  direction.  I  fought  my  way
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through  more  tangled  brush,  came 

finally  to  a  space  of  clearing  in  the 

1  STOPPED  her.  “You  musn’t  go 

on like this,  Madeleine.  You know 

wild  swamp-woods  here  beyond  the 

you  don’t,  can’t  believe—” 

tomb.  And  then  my  legs  flew.  I 

“ I  didn’t want  to,  Kent!  Even when 

bounded  to  the  slender,  shadowy  fig

I  found  his  coffin  empty!  But  then, 

ure  I  had  spied,  to  the  girl  who  was 

when  I  saw  him,  I  knew!” 

moving  through  the  rain,  searching.  I 

“ It  wasn’t  him  you  saw!”  I  cried 

caught  her  in  my  arms. 

harshly,  remembering  again  that  fear

“ Madeleine!”  I  exclaimed.  And  for 

some  shape. 

an  instant  she  was  clinging  to  me. 

“ I  tell  you  I  saw  him,  Kent,”  she 

Lord,  she  was  soaked  through.  She 

said.  “ And  I  knew  him  when  I  saw 

wore  only  a  traveling  suit,  which  had 

those  hands.  I  tried  to  go  to  him,  but 

shrunk  wetly  around  her.  Her  dark 

he  disappeared.  I  must  find  him  now, 

hair  was  tumbled,  rain-pearled,  over 

Kent.  You must go away, because with 

the  lovely oval  of her face.  Then  I  felt 

anyone  else  he  might  be  dangerous. 

her  struggling  to  free  herself. 

Even  with  Bernard,  who  first  saw  him 

“ Kent!”  her  voice  was  a moan.  “ You 

and  wrote  to  me.” 

never  should  have  come  here,  Kent. 

My  spine  crawled  as  I  thought  of 

Never!” 

Bernard  Nace,  now  a  strangled  corpse 

I  gripped  one  of  her  slender  arms 

in  that  house.  Madeleine  didn’t  know 

almost  brutally. 

that  yet. 

Poor,  lovely  Madeleine. 

“ Listen  to  me,  Madeleine!”  I  cried 

Strange  how  the  soughing  wind 

af her.  “ You’re  not  yourself!  I’m  takseemed  to  speak  her  name  as  my  own ing  you  back  into  the  house.  You’re 

mind  spoke  it.  “ Madeleine.  .  .  .”  it 

going  to  get  dry,  have  something  hot 

s e e m e d   to  call.  “ Madeleine  .  .  . 

to  drink,  get  rest.  Then  we  can  thresh 

Madeleine  .  .  .  “ Yes, the  wind,  I  was 

this  whole  thing  out!” 

telling  my  rioting  fears.  The  wind 

“ No,  Kent—n o!”  she  pleaded,  and 

was  making  that  name,  speaking  it 

then,  as  I  forced  her  to  accompany me 

in  a  tomblike  voice,  “ Madeleine  .  .  . 

to the manse, she was  speaking  breath

Madeleine.  .  .  .” 

lessly. 

“ You  remember  I’d  sworn, 

And  then,  confirming  the  horror my 

Kent,  to  hold my  father’s  dying  hand? 

ears  would  not  believe,  the  girl  I  was 

It  was  because  of  what  he  believed, 

guiding  suddenly  broke  free  from  me 

Kent!” 

as  if  her  lissome  body  had  borrowed 

It  was  all  coming  out  now,  what 

some  superhuman  strength.  She  was 

Quinn  in  the  mausoleum  had  darkly 

running  through  the  rain  and  gloom. 

hinted  at.  Bitter,  when  he  was  first 

Running and answering that  cry of the 

blind,  Pierre  Duprey  had  consulted 

wind :

voodoo-worshippers  in  the  swamp, 

 "Father!” 

learned  their  magic.  He  had  come  to 

W ildly,  I  stumbled  after  her,  the 

believe  that  the  powers  of  darkness 

horrible  tomblike  call  of  her  name  riscould  restore  his  sight  if  he  gave  himing  nearer  now.  She  broke  through self  to  them,  became  instead  of  his 

some  more  tangled  brush  in  the  bayou 

good  self  an  evil  tool  of  those  powers. 

swamp.  I  leaped after  her into another 

“ I—I  laughed  at  him  at  first,”  the 

boggy  clearing,  and  there  I  halted, 

girl  moaned  to  me.  “ But  then  came 

horrified. 

the  time  he  strangled  that  dog;  when 

It  stood  there  in  the  rain,  horribly 

he  told  me  that  already  he  was  yieldtall,  impassive  to  the  cascading  toring  to  those  powers ;  that  he  could  not rent. 

It  stood  there— waiting.  Its 

help  himself.  He  said  that  I  was  the 

body was draped  in a wet, loose shroud 

only  one  who  could  stop  him.  And 

of black, a burial shroud.  Above it was 

when  he  died,  he  felt  that  if  I  held  his 

the  ghastly  visage.  A  livid  thing  that 

hand  it  would  lead  him  to  a  peaceful 

had,  before  decay,  evidently  been  a 

death!  Otherwise  those  powers,  which 

strong  lined  face— now  it  was  almost 

he  said  were  stronger  with  the  dead 

a  skull,  the  white  phosphorescence  of 

than  the  living,  might  enter  his  body 

bones  illumining  it  weirdly.  A  blind 

and—” 

skull,  with  eyes  looking  even  more
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blind  than  those  of  a  normal  dead 

leine  to  her  own  room  upstairs,  to  her 

man! 

bed.  Cavender  rubbed  her  wrists  and 

And  hanging  out  from  its shoulders, 

as she  came  to,  he  fixed  her  a  sedative. 

uncovered  by  the  black  shroud,  were 

“ She’s  had  a  dangerous  shock,”  Cavtwo  huge  arms  terminating  into  two ender  told  me.  “ It’s  best  to  leave  her 

enormous  hands.  The  flesh  on  them, 

to  sleep." 

too,  was  decayed.  One  of  the  hands 

By  then  it  was  dawn,  though  even 

showed  skeletal  bones  protruding.  I 

daybreak  little  dispelled  the  gloom  of 

remembered  what  Madeleine  had  said 

the  continued  rain.  Dr.  Cavender  inabout  those  terrible  hands.  .  .  . 

structed  the  Negro  servant,  Jason,  to 

“ Madeleine!”  came  the  sepulchral 

stand  close  guard  at  Madeleine’s  door, 

voice.  “ Madeleine.  .  . 

summon  us  if  need  be. 

I  saw  the  girl  then,  heard  her  moan

“ They  say,”  the  doctor  told  me  as 

ing  as  she  moved  toward  that  hideous 

we  went  downstairs,  “ that  this  fantasthing  which  I  knew  now  I  had  not tic  ghost,  or  whatever  it  is,  doesn’t 

imagined  before.  I  leaped  after  her 

appear  by  day." 

then,  between  her  and  the  dreadful 

Nevertheless,  the  coffin  in  the  maufigure.  I  had  my  Colt  out  in  my soleum  remained  empty  by  day,  as  it 

trembling  hand. 

had  by  night.  And  the  rain  did  not 

And  then,  to my  fresh  horror,  Madeabate.  Wires were  still  down.  W e were leine  was  flinging  herself  toward  me. 

still  marooned  and  could  not  summon 

She  caught  the  gun  in  her  own  hand, 

authorities. 

The  body  of  Bernard 

tugged  at  it. 

Nace  remained  in  the  living  room.  I 

“ No,  Kent!”  she  sobbed. 

“ No! 

myself  went  out  in  the  rain  to  make  a 

Don’t!  Don’t—” 

thorough  search,  looking,  I  told  my

I  was  snatching  the  gun  from  her 

self,  for  the  body  of  Pierre  Duprey. 

grasp.  I  was  laughing  crazily,  wildly. 

But  I  could  find  no  trace.  .  .  . 

If  this  monstrosity  is  what  she 

As  our  meals  were  served  up  to  us 

thinks,  I  reasoned,  then  my  bullets 

by  Jason,  for  Madeleine  continued  to 

cannot  harm  it  anyway. 

She  must 

sleep  under  the  influence  of  the  sedaknow  that,  and  yet  the  normal  idea tive,  I  tried  in  talks  with  the  others  to 

that  a  gun  can  hurt,  kill,  made  her  try 

glean  some  inkling  that  might  explain 

to  stop  me.  And  in  the  next  instant, 

the horrors and the murder of Bernard 

even  as  I  did  get  the  gun  free,  the 

Nace. 

I  questioned  Dr.  Cavender 

dreadful  figure  had  vanished  again. 

about  Pierre  Duprey’s  death.  He  told 

I  thought  I’d  seen  it  recede  in  the 

me  how  Duprey had  died  peacefully  in 

dark  cypresses.  Nor  did  I  pursue  it, 

his  sleep,  calling  for  Madeleine,  but 

for  now  Madeleine  was  pounding  my 

finally  allowing  his  niece  Carla  to 

chest  with  her  puny  fists,  crying  at 

come  to  his  bedside.  .  .  . 

m e:

I  spoke  to  Quinn,  who  repeated  that 

“ I  hate  you,  Kent!  I  could  have 

there  were  things  I  could  never  hope 

gone  to  him,  led  him  back  to— the 

to  understand.  I  tried  to  speak  to 

grave!” 

Claude  Nace,  but  he  was  taciturn.  He 

With  a  moan  then,  she  fainted.  .  .  . 

merely  said  he  believed  in  no  supernatural  beings.  Jason,  the  Negro  ser

TENDERLY  I  carried  her  like  a  vant, could add  little  to what I  knew, sleeping  child  to  the  manse. 

either. 

Quinn  was  out  on  the  veranda,  view

“ Ah  can  only  tell  you  dere’s  voodoo 

ing  the  scene  of  Bernard  Nace’s  death. 

in  dis  house,  Mister  Harper,”  he  mut

But  Bernard  Nace’s  body  was  inside, 

tered.  “ Voodoo  is  workin’  its  spells!” 

sheeted  on  a  couch  in  the  old-fash

Lastly,  I  went  to  speak  to  Carla, 

ioned  living  room.  Carla  Nace  sat  in 

since  she  had been with  Pierre  Duprey 

a  chair  beside  the  corpse,  weeping 

when  he  died.  I  found  her  now,  as  the 

softly  now.  Claude  Nace,  his  thick 

gloom  and  rain  outside  deepened  once 

lips  working,  paced  the  floor. 

more  into  a  new  night.  Carla  had  re

Then Dr.  Cavender came in from the 

turned  to  the  side  of  her  husband’s 

library.  He  helped  me  to  get  Madesheeted  body.  Her  creole  face,  devoid







BACK  TO  THE  GRAVE! 

85

of  all  its  former  beauty,  rose  to  me, 

that  be  a  different  reason  for  wanting 

listlessly. 

his  Madeleine  at  his  bedside  than—

“ Carla,”  I  began,  “ Doctor  Cavender 

“ So  we  sinned  against  a  dead 

says  you  spoke  to  Pierre  Duprey  beman!” 

Carla’s  voice  came  through 

fore  he  died.  I  thought  perhaps  he 

my  thoughts. 

“ That  is  why  he  has 

threw  some  hint.  .  . 

come  back,  you  see? 

That  is  why 

Her  face  slowly  came  alive. 

She 

Bernard  had  to  send  for  Madeleine. 

turned  then,  saw  that  sheeted  form  at 

He meant to  tell  her,  if only she would 

her  side. 

She  began  to  cry  softly. 

lead  her  father  back  to  the  tomb!” 

I  patted  her  shoulder,  inanely. 

I  seized  the  woman’s  shoulders, 

“ There   is  something  you  can  tell 

shook her now. 

me,”  I  said. 

Her  head  nodded. 

I 

“ So  you  tried  to  cheat  Madeleine!” 

heard  her  voice say a word,  faintly.  It 

I  rapped  at  her.  “ You  took  for  yoursounded  like  “ retribution.”  Then  she selves  that  fortune,  or  whatever  it 

seemed  to  gather  breath. 

was. 

Right?” 

“ He’ll  kill  me,  too,”  she  said.  "But 

“ I—”  Carla’s  voice  froze,  her  eyes 

he  won’t  kill  Claude,  or  the  others. 

going  fearful,  then  again  withdraw

It  is  not  they  who  tried  to  sin  against 

ing.  I  had  followed  their  glance.  In 

him.  I  told  only  Bernard. 

Claude 

the  doorway,  peering  at  us  with  his 

didn’t 

know; 

he 

doesn’t 

know 

piercing,  hypnotic stare, was the guest 

now.  .  .  .” 

named  Quinn. 

She  looked  around  fearfully. 

A 

“ It  is  night  again,”  came  his  sombre 

curtain  blew at  one  of  the  French winvoice.  “ It  is  time  when  the  legends dows  as  wind  found  its  way  through 

say  the  dead  walk.”  He  turned  away, 

the  cracks. 

but  Carla  would  speak  no  more  now. 

“ What  doesn't  Claude  know?”  I 

Tomorrow,  she  said,  perhaps  she 

asked  softly. 

would  tell  me  the  rest,  try  to  expiate 

She  told  me  then,  in  whispers:

her  sin.  .  .  . 

“ When  Pierre  Duprey  was  dying, 

The  night  closed  in  on  the  flood- 

he kept  calling for Madeleine.  W e had 

marooned  manse.  The  rain  tattooed 

sent  for  her,  but  it  was  already  too 

the  roof  and  the  wind  shook  the  old 

late.  I— I  wanted  to  make  him  hapshutters.  I  sat  with  my  coat  thrown pier  as  he  died,  so  I  went  to  his  side, 

over  me  now  up  in  the  room  Madetook  his  hand.” 

leine  occupied.  I  sat  where  I  could 

“ You  pretended  you  were  his daughkeep  watch  over  her as  she  slept.  Only ter?”  I  said. 

once  she  had  opened  her  eyes,  looked 

“ Yes,  and  he  believed  for  a  moment. 

at  me  with  the  hurt  I  had  seen  there 

And  then  he  told  me,  ‘Madeleine,  my 

last  night. 

child,  something  for  you  is  left,  in this 

“ Go,  Kent—please  go,” she  had  murhouse.  A  secret—I  have  kept  it.  You mured,  and  then  fallen  asleep  again. 

must  listen  to  me  .  . 

Carla’s  drawn 

But  I  stayed,  my  heart  heavy,  my 

face  looked  grayish  in  the  dim  light. 

mind  still  trying  to  think  sanely.  A 

“ That  was all.  Just  that—and  then  he 

pilfered  fortune,  I  thought.  Bernard 

died.  But  as  he  died,  his  blind  eyes 

and  his  wife  getting  it.  But  suppose 

seemed  to  look  at  me.  It  seemed  he 

Claude  had  somehow  found  out?  As 

 knew  I  was  not  Madeleine. 

I  was 

one  of  the  owners  of  the  house,  he 

afraid  then. 

But  when  I  told  Berstood  to  inherit  all  that  was  in  it, nard,  he  said  we  should  buy  the  house. 

too.  But  his  hands  were  weak.  And 

W e  and  Claude.  Then  we  would  own 

assuming  that  by  some black  wizardry 

whatever  was  in  the  house,  without 

he  could  have  been  masquerading  as  a 

even  telling  Claude.  Bernard  said  he 

living  corpse,  why  should  he  have 

always  thought  the  old  man  had  hiddone  so? 

den  away  a  fortune.” 

For  the  presence  of  that  living 

corpse  must  only  bring  Madeleine 

O  there   had  been  chicanery  in 

back  into  the  picture,  Madeleine  who 

that  transfer  of  property.  Pierre 

had  long  since  ceded  the  property. 

Duprey  had  left  something.  W ouldn’t

None  of  it  made  sense.  And  in  the
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deepening  night,  my  dread  fancies 

were  still  more  convincing  than  my 

M ADELEINE’S  bed  was  empty! 

She  was  gon e! 

unresolved  reasoning.  The  dead  hands 

My  wild  eyes  fell  then  on  the  open 

of  that  fearful  apparition;  I  could 

casements  and  the  balcony  outside 

have  sworn  them  real,  Madeleine  had 

that  ran  around  the  house.  I  had  forsworn  them  real.  Then  was  it  true? 

gotten  there  were  windows  leading  to 

Had  Pierre  Duprey,  given  to  powers 

it  in  that other  room,  too! 

of  darkness,  come  back  from  that 

I  ran  out  into  the  balcony’s  rainy 

tomb  to  kill,  his  killing  not  unmogloom,  my  gun  out. 

tivated  as  Madeleine  thought,  but 

“ Madeleine!”  It  was  my  voice 

done  out  of  vengeance? 

now,  calling  with  as  much  frenzy  as 

I  leaped  out  of  my  chair  as  again 

that  other.  I  saw  a  white  figure  movmy  thoughts  seemed  to  become  actual ing  in  the  gloom  of  the  railed  gallery. 

happening  things! 

Yes,  it  was  Madeleine. 

Searching 

Through  the  old  manse,  echoing 

again  out  here. 

I  started  to  dash 

through  the  musty  corridor  outside, 

toward  her. 

came  a  woman’s  high-pitched  scream. 

Something  struck  me  then,  knocked 

Then  it  trailed  off  like  some  turned- 

me  half  off  balance.  Again,  as  I  tried 

off  radio. 

frantically  to  bring  my  gun  to  bear, 

I  had my  gun  in my hand  as I barged 

I  smelled  the  gun-defying  odor  of  deinto  the  hall,  leaving  the  door  open. 

cayed  flesh. 

Across  my  face  a  hor

I  was  rushing  down  the  hall.  In  the 

rible  corpse-like  arm  seemed  to  swish 

dim  light  I  saw  the  tall  figure  of 

gropingly.  And  then  my  throat  was 

Quinn,  moving  near  another  door. 

in  a  vise ! 

“ H ere!”  came  his  sombre  voice.  “ It 

I  was  choking,  my  gun  dropping 

came  from  here!” 

from  my  limp  fingers,  my  whole  skull 

He  opened  the  door  as  he  spoke  and, 

bursting  as  my  lungs  tried  in  vain  to 

right  behind  him,  I  ran  into  the  other 

get  air.  I  could  feel  fingers  like  giant 

bedroom. 

talons  digging  into  my  neck  and  I 

Carla Nace  sprawled  in  an  unnatural 

thought  that  this was the end  of everyposition  on  the  bed  across  the  floor. 

thing. 

Her  head  lolled  to  one  side,  off  the 

Then  suddenly,  in  that  rainy  gloom 

pillow.  And  her  slender white  neck— 

of  the  gallery,  the  awful  grip  relaxed. 

there  again 

were 

those 

horrible 

I  slumped  down  in  a  heap,  my  lungs 

bruises,  where  a  huge  hand  had 

struggling  to  take  in  needed  life- 

squeezed—crushed.  .  .  . 

breath.  As  if  through  a  dark  haze  I 

I  whirled  to  Quinn,  who  stood  tall, 

now  saw  that  the  horrible  figure,  with 

grim-faced.  Some  corner  of  my  mind 

the  two  decaying  but  huge  hands,  had 

v'as  wondering  where  this  strange 

turned  from  me. 

It  turned  because 

guest,  this  occult  student,  figured  in 

the  white-gowned  figure  of  Madeleine 

these  fiendish  happenings. 

had  moved  this  way.  Like  an  autom

“ Get  Doctor  Cavender,”  I  snapped. 

aton  she  moved  now,  like  one  hypno

“ Tell  him  there’s  been  another  murtized.  .  .  . 

der!” 

“ Come,  Madeleine!”  the  horrible 

Quinn  turned,  hurried  from  the 

figure  was  saying.  “ It  is  I,  your  poor 

room.  I  was  looking  around  the  room 

blind  father  .  .  .  You  know  me,  do 

now,  for  some  sign  o f—  And  then my 

you  not?” 

blood  froze  anew,  as  once  again  I 

“ Yes,  Father,”  Madeleine  muttered. 

heard  a  faint  but  rising  cry,  as  of  the 

“ I  know  you.  You  will  let  me  lead 

wind  soughing. 

you  by  the  hand?” 

“ Madeleine!  Madeleine!” 

“ My  child,  yes. 

Like  you  always 

I  couldn’t  locate  it  at  first.  I  didn’t 

led  me.  . . . ” 

even  try  to.  Just  one  mad  thought 

I  was  fighting  with  my  will  the 

sent  me  dashing  from  the  room  of 

lethargy  that  still  held  me  paralyzed 

death, back down the hall and to Madeand  voiceless—a  witness  in  the  dark leine’s  chamber.  And  I  cried  out then 

to  this dreadful  scene.  Helpless,  I  had 

in  my  horror  and  dread. 

to watch  the girl  I  loved approach that
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horror  that  waited  for  her.  And  how 

out of the nearly unconscious state  I ’d 

bravely,  loyal  to  her  father  whom  she 

been  in. 

Time,  during  which  that 

loved, she did approach.  Even though 

walking  corpse  and  the  girl  had  been 

she  must  have  been  faint  with  revulin  all  these  rooms. 

sion  she  walked  in  slow but  firm  steps 

I  saw  stairs  going  down.  I  knew 

up  to  the  figure. 

they  must  be  the  way,  because  in  the 

“ See,  I  will  lead  you,  Father,’’  she 

alcove  at  the landing a statue had been 

said.  And  her  small,  slender  hand 

pulled  from  place,  broken on  the floor. 

reached  and  was taking  the huge  hand 

Lower  down  were  more  signs  of  the 

at  the  end  of  the  corpse-arm.  “ Come 

disarray.  I  hurried  down  through  a 

now,  Father.  Here  is my hand.  I  will 

small  living  room,  to  a  door, a  study—

lead  you.  .  .  .” 

And  then  I  stopped,  stifling  the 

Again  I  fought  with  my  stubborn 

fierce  cry  on my  lips,  and  stared at  the 

muscles,  but  all  I  could  wrench  from 

tableau  before  me. 

my  lips  was  a  scarcely-audible  groan 

This  room  too,  was  in  disarray. 

of  anguish.  Now  I  saw  them  moving 

And  it  was  the  girl  who  had  caused  it. 

down the  gallery.  I saw the girl walk

The  girl  who  now  was  fumbling  at 

ing  slowly,  patiently,  on  feet  she 

the  oak-paneled  wall,  which  even  in 

could  hardly move.  I  saw the  shrouded 

the  darkness  she  seemed  able  to  find. 

walking  corpse  behind  her,  walking 

She  was  fumbling  with  one  hand. 

stiffly, blindly,  led by her hand.  .  .  . 

The  other  was  still  linked,  horribly, 

They  disappeared  around  the  bend 

to  the  hand  of  the  gruesome  corpse. 

in  the  gallery  by  the  time  I  had  at 

“ Everywhere,  Madeleine,”  the  horlast  struggled  to  my  feet.  I  stopped ror  intoned. 

“ Open  everything  I 

only  to  retrieve  my  gun,  then  I 

ever  opened. 

All  my  hiding  places 

lurched  along the  gallery.  I must  find 

which  you  know.  For  I  have  left  bethem. 

I  must  wrest  that  girl  away 

hind  that  which  will  let  me  rest  in 

from  that  horrible  Thing  from  the 

peace.  .  .  .” 

tomb  before  it  was  too  late! 

For  I 

“ Yes,  Father,”  came  Madeleine’s 

didn’t  know  what  lay  in  fate  for  that 

moaning  but  obedient  voice.  And  even 

lovely  girl. 

as  I  looked  now,  a  panel  in  the  wall 

I  had  rounded  the  bend  in  the  galgave  way  to  her  touch—a  panel  cunlery,  but  ahead  of  me  now  it  was ningly  concealed.  I  caught  the  glint 

empty.  Then  I  realized  this  was  the 

of  a  strong-box  there. 

And  at  the 

wing  which  Pierre  Duprey  had  ocsame  time  I  saw the  back  of  that  gruecupied  himself. 

His  daughter,  too, 

some  figure  straightening.  I  knew 

had  lived  here,  previously.  She  must 

that  Madeleine  was  facing  death  then. 

have  led  him  back  to  this  familiar  part 

I  knew—

of  the  house. 

My  gun was out,  pointing. 

“ All  right,  you  murdering  devil!” 

1  FOUND  the  open  window  even  I  rapped  out.  “This  has  gone  far as  this  thought  came. 

I  went 

enough!” 

through  it,  into  a  dark  room.  A  bed

The  figure  whirled,  fast  now,  and 

room.  I  found  my  flashlight,  sent  it 

the  horrible  visage  confronted  me. 

groping  about. 

No  one  here. 

And 

But  my  hand  held  the  Colt  steady 

yet,  I  noticed,  there  was  a  strange 

now. 

disarray about  the  place,  as  if  a  minia

That  was  when  Madeleine  saw  me, 

ture  cyclone  had  been  loose  in  it. 

cried  out  in  new,  moaning  fright. 

Drawers  were  pulled  out,  their  con

At  once  she  straightened  from  the 

tents  tumbled. 

A  closet  was  open, 

panel  and  darted  around  so  that  she 

with  its  clothes  strewn  on  the  floor. 

shielded  the  figure of  that corpse.  Her 

That  disarray  was  to  be  my  guideyes blazed at me, blazed with an anger ing  light  now.  It  was  all  that  told  me 

that  already  showed  signs  of  crackwhat  course  to  take,  what  rooms  and ing  sanity. 

halls  to  go  through  in  this  desolate, 

“ You’ll  have  to  shoot  me  first, 

vacant  part  of  the  house.  I  realized 

Kent,  do  you  hear?”  she  cried. 

“ I 

now that  it  had  taken  me  time  to  come

won’t  let you shoot at  him!  I  won’t—” 
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The  figure  behind  her  had  moved 

panel  had  proved  to  contain  a  fortune 

to  take  full  advantage  of  that  shield. 

in  negotiable  securities. 

And  then  I  saw  something  else.  A 

“ But  Dr.  Cavender  always  seemed 

dark  snout  was  snaking  past  Madeso  kind,  so  honest—”  Madeleine added leine’s  side  to  train  on   me!   The  ugly 

now. 

snout  of  a  small  but  deadly  automatic. 

“ He  was  broke,  honey,  and  couldn’t 

resist  the  temptation,”  I  explained. 

De sper atio n  lent speed to my “He’d  heard  your  father  tell  Carla racing  brain.  In  that  instant 

about  the  fortune  hidden  in  the  house. 

I  was  forcing  pieces  of  the  ghastly 

Carla  and  Bernard  looked  for  it  after 

puzzle  to  click  in  place,  going  over  all 

they bought  the  house,  but before they 

I  had  heard.  And  suddenly  from these 

could  find  it  Cavender  started  workthings  I  knew  there  could  be  only  one ing  his  devil’s  scheme  of  resurrecting 

answer!  Carla  had  told  me  that  only 

the  dead!  It  accomplished  two  purshe  and  her  husband  had  learned  the poses:  It  delayed  Carla  and  Bernard

secret  in  this  house.  I  had  assumed 

from  looking any  further, caused  them 

she  had  found  that  fortune.  But  now 

to  send  for  you,  though  Claude  sent 

I  knew I  was wrong.  And  I  knew, too, 

for  an  occult  student,  Quinn. 

that  there  was  another  who  must  have 

“ Through  you,  Cavender  knew  he 

heard  of  the  secret. 

could  locate  the  fortune.  You’d  led 

All  in  that  instant,  with  the  ugly 

your  father  everywhere  he  went  and 

automatic  snaking  out  around  Madesome  place you had  led him must prove leine,  my  mind  fastened  on  this. 

the  hiding-place.  He  killed  Bernard 

“ Madeleine,  he’s  not  your  father!” 

and  Carla  because  they  knew  of  the 

I  cried  out.  “ He’s  a  human  murderer 

fortune  and  might  tell  you.  He  was 

— Dr.  Charles  Cavender!” 

quick  and  clever—the  way  he  ducked 

Perhaps  it  wouldn’t  have  worked  if 

in  and  out  the  back  door  of  the  manse, 

the  figure  itself  hadn’t  given  a  snarl 

getting  his  masquerade-costume  from 

as  of  enraged  hatred  then.  Yet,  I  still 

some  hiding  place.” 

feel  that  somehow the  bond  of  love  be

“ But  those  hands!”  Madeleine  protween  us  made  Madeleine  react  to  my tested.  “ I  tell  you even  if  his  face was 

words  even  before  she  grasped  them. 

papier-mache,  those  hands  seemed 

W ith  a  cry  of  pure  horror  now  she 

real,  Kent!  Father’s  hands!  I  knew 

wrenched  away  from  the  figure,  even 

it  when  I  took  one,  even  though  it  was 

as  it  seemed  about  to  move  to  enclose 

cold.” 

her  again.  Then  I  saw  the  snout  of 

“ Just  your  imagination,”  I  assured 

the  man’s  automatic  spit  livid  flame, 

her,  “ and  maybe  the  effects  of  the 

but  not  before  my  own  Colt  had 

‘sedative’  Cavender  gave  you.” 

spoken  twice. 

And  to  this  very  day,  with  Made

I  had  not  aimed  to  kill.  I  saw  my 

leine  my  beloved  wife,  I  still  keep 

shots  go  to  the  shoulders  of  the 

from  her  the  things  that  come  back 

shrouded  figure. 

Yet,  with  his  own 

often  to  me  in  some  fevered  nightshot  gone  wild,  he  fell  like  a  log.  And mare. 

when  Claude  Nace,  the  man  named 

How  we  had  found  Cavender’s  mur

Quinn,  and  the  servant  Jason  arrived, 

der weapon  to  be  a  gauntlet,  fashioned 

when  we  managed  to  remove  a  clevlike  that  of  a medieval  knight,  a  glove erly  contrived  mask,  we  saw  that  Dr. 

of steel and mesh which  could be  given 

Charles  Cavender  was  dead.  .  .  . 

leverage  by  the  fingers  beneath  it. 

How  this  was  what  he  used  over  his 

f f W   STIL L   can’t  believe  it,”  Made- 

hand,  his  arms  hidden  in  that  shroud, 

i   leine said  the  next day. 

while  cleverly stitched onto  the  shoul

Strangely  peaceful  now  was  the 

ders  of  that  shroud  so  that  they  danmanse, 

with 

the 

sun 

streaming 

gled  within  view,  so  that  they  gave 

through  the  last  clouds  of  the  storm. 

forth  that  putrid  odor  of  decaying 

The  flood  had  abated.  The authorities 

flesh  were  those  dead  hands. 

had arrived  to remove the  bodies.  And 

Yes,  and  I  could  not  tell  her  that 

the  strong-box  found  behind  that

when  the  flood  washed  up  the  real
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body of  Pierre Duprey, stolen from its 

Perhaps  somehow in his pain he had 

tomb  where  now  again  it  rests  in  its 

gripped  his  own  throat  with  that 

sealed  coffin,  that  body  had  shown  the 

gauntlet  he  wore,  perhaps  done  the 

hideous  results  of  a  skilled  postimpossible  thing  of  choking  himself mortem  double  amputation.  .  .  . 

to  death  with  it. 

And  there  is  yet  one  thing  more, 

Impossible?  Yet only this  could acand  this  I  can  never  explain.  Caven-count  for  the  fact  that  Cavender  had 

der   had  only  been  wounded  by  my 

died  from  strangulation, with  horrible 

bullets. 

marks as of a  giant hand on his throat! 
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T h e   TORCH  KILLER

T h e   b l o w - t o r c h   ki l l er  s w u n g  

s a v a g e l y   on  L a s h







Determined to Burn  Down  a  Savage  Blow-Torch  Murderer,  Lash Daggett Risks All  in a Reckless Struggle Against "The Sacrificer!” 

CH A PTE R   I 

a  real  job  all  lined  up  for  you?” 

Daggett  scowled  back  at  the  gray

 Purge  by  Fire

haired,  gaunt-faced  psychiatrist. 

“ Playing  bodyguard  to  another  of 

I  ASH  DAGGETT  was  long,  slim  your  pet  psychopaths?”  Lash  said. 

and  willowy. 

His  face  was 

“ No,  thanks.”  He  stopped,  his  teeth 

 d  brown  and  hard  as  a  copper 

flashing  white  in  a  grin.  “ Sorry.  I 

penny,  and  the  livid  knife  scar  across 

probably  would  have  starved  if  it 

his  left  cheek  gave  him  the  look  of  a 

hadn’t  been  for  the  jobs  you’ve  tossed 

pirate,  which  was  what  some  people 

my  way.  But  what’s  the  use?  To  the 

called  him. 

Staring  into  his  frosty 

cops  I ’m  poison  ivy,  and  to  the  law- 

e y e s ,   Cottlefield,  the  psychiatrist, 

abiding—” 

said:

“ You’re  something  to  scare  kids 

“ I  haven’t  done  much  to  straighten 

with,  huh?”  Cottlefield  finished  for 

out  your  anti-social  kinks,  eh,  Lash? 

him.  “ But  suppose,  my  gallows-bait 

Just  because  you  haven’t  had  much 

friend,  that  you  should  knock  the 

luck  this  first  year  as  a  private  detec

‘Sacrificer’  on  his  ear?” 

tive  you’re  ready  to  throw  it  all  up, 

Daggett  gave  a  disillusioned  snort. 

disappoint  your  brother  and  the  girl 

“ Know 

any 

more 

good 

ones? 

you want to marry.  But suppose I  had

Haven’t  I  been  trying  to  horn  in  on

A  G R I P P I N G   C O M P L E T E   N O V E L E T
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that  ever  since  it  started?  Haven’t  I 

heralded  the  next  crime.  This  time 

bothered  Sam to  let me on the  inside?” 

it  happened  in  broad  daylight.  John 

“ Your  brother’s  tried—”  Cottlefield 

Littleton,  of the ultra-ultra  Littletons, 

began  gently. 

is  playing  golf.  Caddy  goes  back  to 

“ Oh,  I  know  that.  But  Sam’s  just  a 

clubhouse  for  something. 

Coming 

lieutenant  in the  Homicide  Squad,  and 

back  he  finds  Littleton  in  a  dry  creek 

the boys  upstairs  hate  my  guts.  Some 

bed  near  the  links.  Body  burned  to  a 

below  stairs,  too,  who’ve  tried  pushcrisp. 

ing  me  around.  I  can’t  get  a  look-in." 

“ Another week  passes and the  Sacri

He  shrugged.  “ That  is,  not  without 

ficer  strikes  at  the  underworld.  Caps 

causing  Sam  a  lot  of  embarrassment.” 

Gallagher,  racketeer  night-club  owner 

“ But  you  would  like  a  crack  at  that 

was  found  in  his  allegedly  impregcase?” 

nable  stronghold,  and  I  seem  to  re

“ I’d  give  my  eye  teeth!” 

member  that  the  torpedo  who  found 

“ You won’t  have to.  I  think  I  know 

him,  gagged  out  the  remark  that  he 

who  the  Sacrificer  is.” 

looked  ‘like  a  chunk  of  barbecue  left 

too  long  in  the  pit.’  Well,  that’s  the 

LASH  DAGGETT  stiffened.  crop  to  date.” 

“ You’ve  got  a tip ?” 

“ Good,”  Cottlefield  said.  “ Now  tell 

Cottlefield  tapped  his  dome-like 

me  what  strikes  you  as  the  outstandforehead  with  a  long  finger. 

ing  characteristic  of  these  crimes.” 

“ A  tip here,” he  said.  “ I’ve  told you 

Lash’s  brow  puckered. 

from  the  start  that  the  Sacrificer  is  a 

“ Well,  it’s  the  screwiest  and  most 

madman,  and  in  my  profession  I ’ve 

gruesome  thing  that  ever  hit  the  front 

met  a  good  many  madmen.” 

pages.  The  way  the  killer  manages 

“ And  you  think  someone  among 

to  strike  and  escape  is  uncanny.  But 

your  former  clients  is  the  Sacrificer?” 

I  guess  what  really  stands  out  most 

“ Don’t try  to anticipate me,”  Cottleis  the  utter  lack of motive  and pattern. 

field  rumbled. 

He  leaned  forward. 

Nothing  to  connect  the  scattered  vic

“ Suppose  you  outline  the case briefly.” 

tims  who  don’t  appear  to  have  had  an 

Lash  settled  back  in  his  chair. 

acquaintance  in  common.  In  fact they 

“ Well,  the  business  seems  to  have 

seemed  to  have  nothing  in  common 

started with  Brian Throme,” he began. 

except  a  lot  of  insurance.” 

“ Rich  socialite  banker  who  gave  a 

“ W hich,”  Cottlefield  said,  “ suggests 

party  at  his  penthouse.  Nothing  to 

murder  for  that  reason.  But  I  believe 

hint  at  tragedy.  No  ominous  happenthe  police  went  into  that  thoroughly ings  to  lead  up  to  it.  Just  the  sudden 

and  got  nowhere.  The  Littleton  boy’s 

discovery,  in  the  midst  of  the  gaiety, 

mother  was  the  beneficiary  in  his case, 

of  the  body  of  the  banker-host,  a 

and  she  seems  to  be  out  of  the  quescinder-encrusted  horror  on  the  bathtion,  as  does  Throme’s  wife  and  the room  floor.  No  trace  of the  killer  who 

Langley  woman’s  sister.  But  the  vichad  come  and  gone,  after  burning  the tims  had  something  else  in  common, 

body  of  his  victim  with  meticulous 

Lash,  something  which  I  think  atcare.” 

tracted  a  particular  type  of  maniac. 

“ W ith  ritualistic  care,  one  might 

Can  you  guess?” 

say,”  Cottlefield  supplied.  “ Go  on.” 

“ They  had  all  had  a  lot  of  public

“ Case  Number  Two,”  Lash  said, 

ity,”  Lash  offered. 

“ came  about  a  week  later.  Scene,  the 

“ Exactly!”  Cottlefield  applauded. 

quiet  suburban  flat  of  Eva  Langley, 

“ And  that’s  not  all. 

It’s  been  bad 

aging  singer and ex-glamour girl.  Her 

publicity—scandal! 

T h r o m e   was 

maid  found  her  body  stretched  out 

smeared  in  a  recent  holding  company 

across  the  sink  in  her  kitchen—a 

investigation! 

The  Langley  woman 

roasted  mummy.  Again  no  trace  of 

lost  her  contract  a  year  ago  due  to  a 

the  phantom  killer.” 

marijhuana  s c a n d a l . 

Littleton’s 

Pausing  to  light  a  cigarette,  he  redrunken  escapades  have  barred  him sumed :

from  most  decent  homes,  while  Gal

“ ‘Wealthy  Playboy  Prey  of  Sacrilagher  narrowly  missed  the  chair  just ficer’  is,  I  believe,  the  way  the  papers

recently  when  he  was  tried  for  the







THE  TORCH  KILLER

93

murder  of  a  rival. 

See  where  that 

sort o f proteg£ of mine.  Use it to your 

leads?  Those people were all offenders 

best advantage.” 

against  conventional  decency.  That 

Daggett stood up.  He reached across 

gives  us  the  clue  to  our  madman.  Rethe  desk  and  took  the  psychiatrist’s ligious  fanaticism  is  suggested,  the 

hand  in  a  firm  grip. 

judgment  by  fire,  administered  by  a 

“ Thanks,”  he  said.  “ I  won’t  forget 

priest-god  avenger.  When  I  got  that 

this,  Cottlefield.” 

idea,  Lash,  I  remembered  a  man—” 

Out  in  the  street  a  saw-edged  gale 

He  paused  dramatically,  watching 

was  whipping  scattered  snowflakes 

Daggett’s  face. 

over  the  hurrying  five  o’clock  crowd. 

“ You  know,  Lash,”  he  went  on,  “ I 

Lash  Daggett,  swinging  his  trim  body 

get  a  wide  variety  of  patients— rich, 

with a soldier’s stride,  felt a new buoypoor,  ignorant,  learned. 

But  even 

ancy.  Since  a  year  ago  when,  a  fu gamong them,  Martin  Clovis was a most itive  from  a  South  American  prison, 

unusual  man.” 

he  had  reached  home  to  find  himself 

“ Clovis!”  Daggett  blinked  rapidly. 

tagged  in  the  tabloids  as  a  romantic 

“ Formerly  Professor  of  Ethnology  in 

desperado,  this was the  first  real  break 

the  state  university. 

But  didn’t  he 

he  had  had. 

die  some  years  ago?” 

Now  he  weighed  his  problem  and 

reached  a  man  of  action’s  quick  de

O T T L E F IE L D   shook  his  head. 

cision.  Playing  a  lone  hand  he  might 

“ He  was  quietly  sent  away  to  a 

win  more  glory,  but  loyalty  to  his 

private  asylum.  But  I’ve  made  some 

brother  Sam,  who  had  done  so  much 

inquiries.  Through  private  channels 

for  him,  forbade  the  thought. 

He 

I ’ve  learned  that  Clovis  was  released, 

would  take  his tip  to the  police.  Aside 

supposedly  to  a member  of  his  family, 

from  helping  Sam,  it  certainly  should 

a  couple  of  months  ago. 

Only  he 

win  him  the  right  to  collaborate  with 

never  reached  his  family  and  they’ve 

the  law. 

been  too  terrified  to  tell.” 

There  was only  one  drawback.  Pub

He  leaned  back  and  stared  moodily 

licizing  the  maniac’s  identity  might 

at  the  ceiling. 

send  him  into  hiding.  In  which  case 

“ I  remember  Clovis  well,”  Cottle- 

Lash  wouldn’t  be  able  to  take  up  the 

field  said.  “ A  gray  and  mousey  little 

trail  fresh  at  the  scene  of  a  crime. 

man.  Much  troubled  by  the  sins  of 

Not  that  he  wanted  to  see  any  more 

the  world,  the  deterioration  of  the 

victims,  but  a  fresh  trail  was  imporrace.  He  was  always  bemoaning  the tant. 

rottenness  of  high  society,  the  cor

Danger-trained  through  years of adruption  of  money  kings,  the  scandals venturing,  he  acted  in  quick,  intuitive 

of  tabloid  sirens  and  beer  barons.” 

flashes.  Spotting  a  fresh  clue  to  point 

Lash  gave  a  low  whistle. 

a  trail,  outguessing  a  fugitive’s  ma

“ But  would  that  type  of  man  comneuver,  detecting  instinctively  the  lie mit  murder?”  he  asked. 

on  the  lips  of  a  rattled  witness—those 

Cottlefield  smiled  sadly. 

were  the  circumstances  in  which 

“ That,”  he  said,  “ was  before  he  be

Lash’s  talents shone. 

came  a  man-god,  a  priest-avenger,  a 

He  swung  into  the  city’s  main  arscourging flame.  I  imagine if we  could tery  that  led  straight  to  the  Police 

glimpse  that  mousey  little  man  now, 

B u ild in g . 

Appreciatively, 

Lash 

in  the  midst  of  the  lonely  ritual  when 

sniffed  the  smell  of  danger.  Fear  was 

he  burns  his  victims,  we’d  see  a  difa  living  thing  in  the  streets,  a  fear  of ferent  creature. 

I  can  picture  him 

the  phantom  that  struck  with  unpredrawn  strangely  erect  and  terrible,  indictable,  senseless  blood-lust.  Even toning  some  horrifying  jargop  as  he 

the  snow-dusted  cars,  crawling  and 

moves  on  the  victim  of  his  purge  by 

halting  to  the  changing  of  traffic 

fire.” 

lights,  seemed  to  share  this  herd  im

“ U gh!”  Lash  grunted.  “ You’ve  told 

pulse  to  huddle  together. 

the  police?” 

Lash  Daggett came  to a  sudden halt, 

“ No,”  Cottlefield  said.  “ I  saved  the 

bumping  the  woman  ahead  of  him.  A 

tip  for  you,  Lash.  After  all,  you’re  a

sudden  shock  had  traveled  back
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through  the  crowd  as  a  woman’s 

over  her  while  the  other  battered  at 

scream  knifed  the  raw  air.  Then  a 

an  inner  door. 

Lash  joined  him, 

babel  of  cries  broke  out  and  the  mass 

slammed  his  own  hard  s h o u ld e r  

surged  forward  again.  Lash  looked 

against  the  barrier  with  a  shock  that 

up  and  gasped  in  awe. 

flung  it  open  with  a  ripping  crash. 

Across the  street and  five stories up, 

He  and  the  policeman  dived  into  a 

a  window  bearing  a  doctor’s  name  in 

small  operating  room. 

But  it  was 

gilt  lettering  had  burst  into  a  blaze 

empty.  The  air  reeked  with  the  smell 

of  green  and  orange  fire.  A  two-foot 

from  the  gasoline  blow-torch,  but  the 

ledge  ran  along  below  this  window, 

grisly  killer  was  gone.  They  moved 

and  balanced  precariously  there  lay 

into  the  next  room. 

There  was  a 

something  that  looked  like  a  giant 

high-legged  bed  here,  but  this  room 

black  cocoon.  It  was  the  target  of  a 

was  empty,  too.  They  turned  at  right 

hissing  jet  of  flame  from  a  blow-torch 

angles  into  an  X-ray  room. 

Lash 

in  the  hands  of  a  figure  leaning  from 

darted  to  an  open  window,  stared 

the  w indow ! 

down  into  the  dark  narrow  canyon 

You  could  barely  see  him  through 

of  an  alley. 

the  smoke, but the  lurid  glare  on  claw

The  cop  who  had  been  rattling  the 

like  hands,  on  the  white  patch  of  face 

room’s  only  other  door,  turned. 

around the welder’s goggles, made him 

“ Bolted  on  the  inside,”  he  growled. 

look  like  some  horrible  insect  spitting 

“ That  window—” 

fire  upon  the  prey  caught  in  his  web. 

If  the  killer  had  escaped  that  way, 

For  an  instant  then  a  paralysis  of 

besides  the  risk  of  a  fall,  there  was 

mute 

horror 

held 

the 

up-tilted 

the  almost  certain  chance  of  being 

heads  of  the  crowd.  Then  the  smell 

seen  in  the  street. 

Lash  sniffed  at 

drifted  down—the  nauseous  odor  of 

the  sill.  Yes,  gasoline  had  dripped 

cooking  flesh.  A  woman  nearby keeled 

there. 

over,  and  Lash  Daggett  flung  his  body 

He  twisted  his  head  about,  looked 

forward  like  a  battering  ram. 

up.  Drawing  back,  he  said:

Halfway  to  the  building’s  entrance 

“ Quick!  W e’ve  got  to  get  to  those 

a  back-surge  of  bodies caught  him  like 

offices  above!” 

a  breaking  wave,  and  amidst  the  cho

Whirling,  they  started  back.  The 

rus of  shrill  screams,  he  saw the  thing 

nurse’s  hysterical  voice  reached  them 

coming  down  like  a  flaming  meteor, 

before  they  got  back  to  the  operating 

turning  over  and  over  in  the  air. 

room. 

It  struck  the  sidewalk  like  a  bug 

“ But  I  tell  you  Dr.  Hart  was  in 

crushed  against  a  windshield,  and 

there  alone!  The  door  locked  when 

Lash  reached  the  center  of  the  crowd 

he  closed  it  behind  him.  I  heard  him 

just  as  uniformed  police  began  to 

scream  for  help,  but  I  couldn’t  reach 

break  through  from  either  side. 

him.  .  .  .” 

Two  of  them  stooped  by  the ghastly 

Hart! 

The  name  clicked  now  in 

thing  that  lay  on  the  wet  pavement. 

Lash’s  memory.  The  Sacrificer  was 

Two  dived  into  the  building’s  enrunning  true  to  form. 

Hart  was  a 

trance. 

Seizing  his  chance,  Lash 

surgeon  with  a  questionable  practice. 

darted  in behind  them.  They  took  the 

Daggett  legged  it  into  the  room, 

elevator. 

He  went  lunging  up  the 

stopped  short.  The  plainclothesmen 

stairs. 

had  arrived,  together  with  his  brother 

and  a  couple  of  others.  Sam  Daggett, 

a stout,  frank-featured man,  gave  Lash 





CHAPTER  II 

a  startled  glance. 

“ How’d  you  get  here,  Lash?”  he  de

 Framed  by  the  Fiend

manded. 

“ Happened  to  be  on  the  street,” 

Lash  panted. 

“ W e’ve  got  to  get  to 

LASH DAGGETT shoved through  those offices above,  Sam.  He climbed the buzzing  crowd  in the  doctor’s 

out  that  way.  Come  o n !” 

waiting  room.  A  wild-eyed  nurse  had 

He  started  across  the  room,  stopped 

collapsed  in  a  chair.  One  cop  bent

again. 

The  door  from  the  waiting
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room  had opened and a big-shouldered 

reflected,  certainly couldn’t be blamed 

man  was  thrusting  his way  in.  It was 

on  Nancy. 

Police  Commissioner  Dennison,  Lash 

It  was  she  who  had  encouraged  him 

Daggett’s  bitterest  foe. 

at  every  step,  had  found  him  a  few 

"W ell,  who  is  it  this  time?”  he 

scattered  clients,  among  them  Cottle- 

growled. 

Then  he  saw  Lash. 

He 

field  who,  she  had  hoped,  would  also 

snatched  the  fat  cigar  from  between 

be  able  to  tame  down  Lash’8  rebelhis  teeth  and  glared  at  Sam.  “ What’s lious,  roving  spirit  and  trouble-hunt

Lash  doing here?  Didn’t I tell you—” 

ing  instincts. 

Sam  colored.  “ Lash  just  happened 

Even  now,  Nancy  was  carrying  on. 

to  be  on  the  street,’’  he  explained. 

In  her  spare  time  she  had  been  trying 

“ I  told  you  I  wouldn’t  have  him 

to  help  him  dig  up  some  information 

associated  with  this  case,”  Dennison 

that  might  lead  to  a  job  with  the  disexploded.  “ W ith  the  newspapers  altrict  attorney’s  graft  investigation ready  howling  bloody  murder,  you 

which  was  now  in  progress.  For  this 

drag  in  an  internationally  know  crimpurpose  she  had  signed  up  under  an inal !” 

assumed  name  at  Blanco  Ornauer’s 

Sam’s  lips  tightened  as  he  fought 

“ Hollywood Employment Agency.” 

for  control. 

This  outfit,  preying  on  stage  and 

“ He’s  a  licensed  cop,  Dennison. 

screen-struck  people,  many  of  them 

Give  a  man  a  break.” 

young  girls,  was,  Lash  believed,  the 

“ Give  a  man  a  break!”  Dennison 

feeder  for  a  series  of  “ shake  joints” 

snarled. 

“ But  Lash  Daggett  is  an 

called dancing academies and operated 

h a b i t u a l   criminal. 

He  can’t  go 

under  protection  bought  from  some 

straight!” 

official. 

Lash  saw  the  danger  light  in  Sam’s 

The  place was on a dingy  side  street 

eye. 

He  stepped  in  front  of  him, 

and  Lash  loitered  past,  s t a r i n g  

faced  Dennison. 

through  the  bleary  windows  at  the 

“ Y ou’ve  got  nothing  on me,”  he  said 

hungry-looking  “ clients”  who  waited 

coldly,  “ and  you  never will  have.  But 

inside.  He  caught  Nancy’s  eye,  saunyou’ll  hear  from  me  again.” 

tered  on.  After  a  moment  she  came 

He  turned,  went  out  the  door  and 

out,  followed  him  to  the  corner. 

slammed  it  behind  him. 

Hooking  her  arm  in  his,  she  snuggled 

Taking  the  stairs  again  he  hurried 

close  and  gave  him  that  heart-warmup  to  the  next  floor,  verified  his  guess. 

ing  smile  that  never  seemed  to  dim. 

The  office  just  above  Hart’s  was  va

Lash’s  hard  face  softened  as  he 

cant. 

There  was  an  open  window 

looked  down  at  her  proudly.  What  a 

overlooking  the  alley,  and  a  rope  ladlovely  little  trick  she  was! 

Snow 

der  fastened  to  the  radiator  trailed 

dusted  against  the  jaunty  little  pillacross  the  floor. 

The  killer  had 

box  on  her  head,  melted  in  the  smoulclimbed  up  here,  changed  his  disguise der  of  her  mahogany-colored  curls. 

probably and escaped  in  the confusion. 

Gray-green  eyes  laughed  up  into  his 

Back  in  the  street,  Lash  pushed 

as  she  whispered  excitedly:

through  the  jabbering  mob and  gained 

“ Got  something  for  you  this  time, 

a  side  street. 

W ell,  there  went  his 

Lash.” 

collaboration  with  the  police! 

He 

“ A  kiss  maybe?” 

glanced  at the watch  on his wrist,  hur

“ That  and  something  else,  too— a

ried  his  steps.  He  had  promised  to 

tip.” 

meet  Nancy  at  six. 

“ I ’ll  take  two  kisses  instead,”  Lash 

said.  “ I’m  fed  up  on  tips.” 

ANCY  A D A IR   was  a  music 

Nancy  gave  him  a  quick,  anxious 

teacher  in  the  city  schools,  and 

look.  She  knew  his  moods.  She  reit  was  she  more  than  anyone  else  who mained  silent as they walked  the short 

had  influenced  Lash  to  settle  down. 

distance  to  his  office.  It  was  a  cubby

The  plan  had  been  that  as  soon  as 

hole  on  the  second  floor  of  a  dingy 

Lash  was  able  to  make  a  decent  livold  building  in  the  neighborhood. 

ing  as  a  private  detective,  they’d  be 

They  climbed  the  stairs,  started 

married.  And his dismal  failure,  Lash

down  the  dim  hall,  but  stopped  as  a
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short,  muffled  figure  came  scuttling 

up  in  some  intrigue  farther  south.” 

toward  them. 

A  red  nose  peeped 

Nancy  shook  her  head.  “ Nothing  doabove  a  muffler,  watery,  pouchy  eyes ing.  You  listen  to me  now while  I  tell 

blinked  under  ragged  brows,  and  from 

you  about  Blanco  Ornauer." 

somewhere  in  the  folds  of  the  muffler 

Ornauer,  a  former  vice-ring  muscle 

a  trembling  voice  sputtered. 

man,  was  the  operator  of  the  Holly

“ You’re  Lash  Daggett,  aren’t  you? 

wood  Employment  Agency.  Lash  told 

Thought  so.  I  been  waiting  for  you 

her  to  go  ahead. 

for  hours— literally  hours.  I  want  you 

“ W ell,”  Nancy  said,  “ I  signed  up 

to  help  me,  Mr.  Daggett.  I’m  George 

with  them  and  they  handed  me  a  line 

Darby,  in  the  insurance  business  over 

about  starting  me  off  with  a  stand-in 

in  Hempstead.’’

job  for  some  movie  star.  Of  course 

He  extended  a  cold,  flabby  hand 

they  collected  the  ten  dollar  registrawhich  Lash  took,  asking : tion  fee.” 

“ What’s  your  trouble,  Mr.  Darby’ " 

“ Chicken  feed,"  Lash  said. 

“ Or- 

“ Why,  I— ”  Darby  stammered,  "I've 

nauer’s  not  just  interested  in  those 

been  seeing  ghosts.” 

fees.” 

“ Ghosts!”  Lash  quickly  classified 

“ I  know.  But  wait.  This  evening  I 

that  quivering,  fear-stricken  face  as  a 

was  standing  close  to  the  desk  and 

potential  customer  for  Cottlefield. 

saw  Ornauer  dial  a  number  on  the 

Darby seemed  to  divine  his  thought. 

telephone.  He  said,  talking  low,  ‘This 

• “ Now  don’t  get  me  wrong,”  he  ratis  Ornauer.  I’m  trying  to  attend  to tled.  “ I’m  not  crazy,  though  I  admit 

that  matter  just  as  quickly  as  I  can. 

I’m a  nervous  type.  It  may  not  really 

But  you  know  how  it  is.’  He  listened 

be  ghosts  I’ve  been  seeing.  I’ve  got 

a  minute,  then  said,  ‘Say,  gimme  a  litenemies,  and  it’s  possible  that—” 

tle  time,  can’t  you?’  He  listened  some 

Lash  looked  at  him  sadly.  A  permore,  looked  worried,  then  hung  up. 

secution  mania  was  just  as  bad  as  see

Now  what  does  that  suggest?” 

ing  ghosts. 

“ It  could,”  Lash  said,  “ be  a  pay-off 

" I ’m  sorry  I  can’t  go  into  it  with 

overdue.  If  we  knew  who— ” 

you  now,”  he  said. 

“ But  I  have  a 

Her  eyes  got  big  and  bright. 

pressing  engagement.  If  you’ll  leave 

“ But  I  d o !”  she  exclaimed.  “ I  saw 

your  number  I’ll  call  you  later  about 

him  dial  that  number  and  remembered 

an  appointment.” 

it.  Then,  on  a  hunch,  I  started  look

Darby  was  obviously  disappointed, 

ing  up  the  numbers  of  all  city  and 

but  he  swallowed  his  defeat. 

He 

county  officials.  That  number was  Pohanded  Lash  a  card  and  shuffled  out. 

lice  Commissioner  Dennison’s!" 

“ Don’t  fail  me,  now,  Mr.  Daggett,” 

“ Dennison!” 

Lash  sat  up  with  a 

he  called  back.  “ I  need  a  tough  man 

start.  “ And  if  Ornauer’s  paying  off 

in  this  matter.  A  very  tough  man.” 

to  Dennison—” 

Inside  Lash’s  office,  the  private  de

It  seemed  too  good  to  be  true,  but 

tective  and  Nancy  stood  warming 

Lash  was  a  man  to  grab  at  every 

their  hands  at  the  gas  heater. 

chance.  If  he  could  get  the  goods  on 

“ It  seems  to  me,”  Nancy  said,  “ that 

Dennison,  the  D.  A.  was  a  square- 

you’re  beginning  to  treat  customers  in 

shooter who wouldn’t  hesitate to bring 

a  rather  unbecoming  way,  Hawk- 

the  axe  down  on  Dennison’s  neck. 

shaw.” 

“ What’s  that  number  of  Dennison’s?”  he  asked. 

LASH shrugged.  “I’m about ready  Nancy  told  him.  He  picked up the to  toss  it  up,  Nancy.  ‘Give  a  dog 

phone,  dialed  it.  Dennison  had  just 

a  bad  name—’  It  certainly  works  out 

got  back  from  the  crime  scene. 

that way when  a man  actually  has been 

“ This  is  Lash  Daggett,”  the  private 

a  gun-runner  and  a  guest  in  some  of 

detective  said  silkily  to  the  police 

this  hemisphere’s  worst  jails. 

But, 

commissioner,  “ but  don’t  repeat  it.  I 

look  here.  W e  can  go  to  Mexico.  I 

told  you  you’d  hear  from  me  later. 

know  a  man  who’ll  give  me  a  job  man

Well,  here’s  a  tip.  I’ve  got  some  inaging  a mine—” 

formation  I  think  would  interest  the 

“ And  the  next  thing  you’ll  be  mixed

D.  A.’s  graft  investigators. 

Some
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dope  about  your  business  with  Blanco 

gett  that  his  faculties  never  coordi

Ornauer,  for  instance.” 

nated  so  smoothly  as  in  situations  of 

Dennison  cleared  his  throat  nervdanger.  Like a sand-hog  keyed to the ously. 

pressure  o f  high  air,  he  worked  best 

“ Go  on,”  he  said. 

under  tension.  Now  he  sat  with  his 

‘‘W ell,”  Lash  said,  “ I  don’t  want  to 

blood  pleasantly  a-tingle  and  summed 

act  hastily.  I  mean  you  might  like 

up  the  possibilities. 

to  talk  it  over  with  me.  If  so,  I’ll  be 

To  get  the  goods  on  Dennison 

here  in  my  office  alone,  until  eight

would  be  its  own  reward,  of  course. 

o’clock.” 

But  the  thing  didn’t  end  there.  Den

He  heard  Dennison  swallow. 

nison  might  be  more  than a  cog  in  the 

“ Okay,”  the  law  official  agreed. 

wheel  of  political  graft. 

He  might 

“ I’ll  see  you  there.” 

even  be  the  racket  syndicate’s  head. 

Lash  cradled  the  phone,  grinned 

If  Lash  could  grab  the  hood  sent  to 

at  Nancy.  But  she  was  frowning. 

kill  him,  he  knew  some  unpleasant 

“ Lash,”  she  said,  “ he  won’t  fall  for 

but  effective  ways  of  persuading  a 

that.  He’ll  try  to  buy  you  off.” 

man  to  talk. 

And  such  a  songbird 

“ W hy  not?”  Lash  bluffed.  “ He 

delivered  to  the  D.  A.  would  get  him 

thinks  I’m  a  crook  and  he  knows  I ’m 

a  Special  Investigator’s  job,  at  least. 

smart  enough  to  have  the  goods  on 

But  an  hour  passed  and  nothing 

him.  Anyhow,  he  can’t  afford  to 

happened.  Lash hadn’t expected  Denchance  it.”  He  leaned  over  and  gave nison  to  waste  any  time. 

Was  he 

her  a  quick  kiss.  “ Now,  you  scram. 

waiting  for  him  to  leave,  walk  into  an 

Go  home  to  your  apartment  and  I’ll 

ambush?  Lash  decided  to  force  the 

call  you  there  when  the  interview  is 

issue.  He  slammed  his desk  top  down 

over.” 

noisily,  walked  to  the  door,  snapped 

She  went  finally,  reluctantly. 

off  the  light.  He  turned  the  knob, 

As  for  Lash,  he  had  never  had  any 

pushed.  The  door was  locked! 

illusions  about  the  matter.  • Dennison 

This  gave  him  a  shock.  While  he 

wouldn’t  try  to   buy  him  off.  Bump 

had  waited,  someone  had  sneaked 

him  off  would  be  more  like  it.  That 

noiselessly  down  the  hall,  inserted  a 

was  what  he  had  deliberately  invited 

key  and  locked  the  door.  Uncanny! 

by  setting  a  murder  trap  and  using 

He  stood  listening. 

Then  the  skin 

himself  for  the  bait! 

behind  his  ears  gave  a  tightening 

Lash  stared  out  his  door  for  a  motwitch.  From  outside  came  a  low  hisment  after  Nancy  left.  The  building sing  sound. 

He  glanced  up  with  a 

was  an  old  one,  housing  mostly  hard 

start. 

Colored  flames  were  dancing 

luck  doctors,  cheap  dentists,  and  the 

against  the  transom  glass  over  the 

like.  The  transoms  in  the  hall  were 

d o o r! 

all  dark  now,  the  dingy  hall  deserted. 

Lash’s  first  thought  was  that  the 

Swell  place  for  a  murder.  He  left  the 

building  had  been  fired  to  trap  him. 

door  unlocked  and  went  back  to  his 

But  as  he  grabbed  a  chair,  mounted 

desk. 

The  telephone  rang. 

It  was 

it  and  raised  himself  on tiptoe to  stare 

Cottlefield. 

out, the sight that met  his eyes hit him 

“ How  did  the  police  take  that  tip 

like  a  blow. 

about  Clovis?”  he  asked. 

The  end  of  the  dark  hall  looked  like 

“ I  didn’t  tell  them,”  Lash  said. 

a  little  corner  of  hell. 

Beyond  the 

“ You  can  tell  them  and  they  can 

bluish,  smoke-wreathed  glare  of  the 

run  him  down  tnemselves.” 

blow-torch,  was  the  bent  shape  of  a 

man  who  seemed  to  be  the  same  one 

COTTLEFIELD  seemed  mildly  seen  in  Hart’s  window.  Small  and disappointed. 

After 

he 

had 

old,  he  wore  baggy  overalls  which 

hung  up,  Lash  took  his big  S&W  Maghung  slackly  from  his  slight  frame. 

num  revolver  from  its  shoulder  hol

But  despite  the  greasy  cap  and  the 

ster  and  examined  it  carefully.  Then 

welder’s  goggles,  he  looked  like  a 

he  sat  with  the  gun  in  his  lap.  facing 

devil  incarnate. 

the  door. 

In  the  eerie  glow  his  pallid  face 

It  was  characteristic  of  Lash  Dagstood  out  strangely  intent,  horribly
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smiling,  as  he  played  the  spitting, 

crackling  flame  over  a  smouldering 





CHAPTER  III 

human  body  that  lay  outstretched  on 

the  floor  like  a  sacrifice  on  a  heathen 

 The  Home  of  Ghosts

altar.  That  the  little  fiend  was  Martin  Clovis,  Lash  Daggett  could  not doubt. 

Mastering  his  first  shock,  Lash 

IN all his chaotic career, Lash Daggett  had  never  been  so  utterly smashed  the  transom  glass  with  his 

taken  aback,  all  his  previous  calculapistol  and  fired.  But  he  was  in  no  potions  wiped  out  at  one  stroke.  Since sition  to  take  careful  aim,  and  the 

his  first  glimpse  of  the  smiling  flame- 

shots  went  wild.  Dropping  down,  he 

fiend  in  the  hall,  he  had  gone  on  the 

grabbed  up  the  chair  and  slammed  it 

assumption  that  Dennison,  tied  up  in 

against  the  door. 

A  panel  crashed 

some  way  with  the  Sacrificer,  had 

out. 

He  thrust  a  hand  through, 

framed  him.  The  frame  seemed  obviturned  the  key,  quickly  shoved  the ous  still,  only  Dennison  was  the  murdoor  open. 

dered  plant.  What  did  it mean? 

But  he  didn’t  step  out.  He  dropped 

A  sound  from  the  darkness  of  the 

to  one  knee,  poked  his  head  ana  his 

stairs  leading  down  caused  Lash  to 

gun  forward  cautiously.  The  hall was 

snap  off  his  flash  and  move  with  long, 

dark  again. 

Even  the  ceiling  light 

soft  strides  toward  the  stair  well. 

was  out  now.  The  reek  of  smoke  and 

Crouching,  he  peered  down.  The 

burnt  flesh  filled  the  air. 

shadowy  shapes  of  two  uniformed 

Holding  his  flashlight  high,  he  sent 

policemen  showed  against  the  street 

a  beam  streaking  down  the  hall. 

It 

entrance. 

sprayed  the  horror  on  the  floor, 

“ He  said  to  come  up  if  he  didn’t  get 

showed  the  open  window beyond  with 

back  in  twenty  minutes,"  one  of  them 

a  thin  mist  of  snowflakes  whipping 

was  grumbling. 

past. 

Lash  drew  back.  So  Dennison  had 

The  killer  was  gone. 

brought  a  couple  of  officers  with  him. 

Hurrying  to  the  window,  Lash 

He  must  have  made  them  wait  in  a 

stared  out.  A  fire  escape  led  down 

parked  car  some  distance  away,  howinto  soggy  darkness.  He  turned  back ever,  or  they’d  have  heard  his  door 

to  the blackened,  half  cremated  corpse 

crash.  But  if  they  caught  him  here, 

over  which  green  flames  were  still 

with  Dennison’s  burned  body—

licking. 

“ Maybe  we  better  sneak  up,”  the 

The  corpse  was  a  big,  broad-shoulother  cop  said. 

dered  man.  The  features  were burned 

Lash  whirled,  staring  toward  the 

beyond  recognition,  but  there  was 

window  at  the  hall’s  end.  His  brain, 

something  vaguely  familiar  about  the 

trained  to  lightning  calculations,  sigsquare-jawed  head,  a  whisp  of  coarse naled  a  negative.  He  couldn’t  make  it 

sandy hair that had  escaped  the flames. 

in  time  without  being  heard.  Caught 

Squarish,  bloated  hands  were  folded 

on  the  fire  escape,  he’d  be  a  clean  taron  the  dead  man’s  chest,  as  if  he  had get  for  their  revolvers. 

lain  down  in meek  submission  to  these 

Already  their  feet  were  on  the 

awful  obsequies. 

stairs.  Lash  ducked  back  behind  the 

Lash  bent  nearer.  His  eyes  fell  on 

partition  that  closed  off  the  stair  well 

the  blackened  signet  ring  then  and  a 

He  crouched  there  like  a  poised  puma. 

wild  surmise  flickered  in  his  brain. 

The  stairs  creaked under heavy  feet. 

Stooping,  he  thrust  a  hand  into  the 

Halfway up  there was a halt, a  panting 

smouldering  ash  of  the  coat,  jerked 

whisper. 

out  a  half  burned  billfold,  flipped  it 

“ What’s  that  smell?” 

open.  His  jaw  dropped  as  he  stared 

The  beam of  a  flash  lanced  up.  Feet 

at  the  name  on  the  scorched  identifipounded  again  with  a  rush,  reached cation  card:

the  landing,  stopped  as  the  flash  beam 

came  level  with  the  floor. 

R O Y   M.  D E N N IS O N  

“ Holy  mackerel!  A  burned  corpse 

Com m issioner  o f  P olice

—The  Sacrificer 1” 
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Pistols  scraped  from  holsters.  The 

cop  in the  lead  wasn’t  three  feet  away. 

OBVIOUSLY  someone  who  had 

known  that  Dennison  was  com

His  flash  started  swinging  to  the 

ing  to  his  office,  someone  Dennison 

right.  Lash  dived. 

had  told  of  his  errand.  Blanco  Or- 

Veteran  of  countless  street  battles 

nauer?  It  seemed  possible.  And  that 

in  the  black  alleys  of  South  American 

meant  that  Ornauer,  or  the  ring  he 

towns,  Lash  knew  the  value  of  timwas  tied  up  with,  must  be  using  the ing  and  the  lightning  stroke. 

His 

madman  Clovis  as  a  tool.  An  extorcharge  caught  the  first  cop  from  betion  racket  possibly.  Maybe  Dennihind,  doubled  his  knees  like  a  hinge. 

son  had  been  mixed  up  in  it,  too,  but 

Falling  back  over  Lash’s  shoulder, 

had  become  too  dangerous  to  the 

his  gun  crashed  wildly  as  he  lurched 

others  who  had  decided  to  bump  him 

against  the  cop  behind  him. 

off,  framing  Lash  at  the  same  time. 

Streaking  under  his  flailing  feet, 

Lash wished he could  talk to  Nancy, 

Lash  spun,  struck  again  like  the  requestion  her  further  about  Ornauer bound  of  a  whip. 

The  second  cop, 

and  the  agency.  But  to  go  to  her 

his  balance  recovered,  slashed  out 

apartment,  even  to  telephone  her  now, 

with  a  blazing  gun.  But  Lash’s  rush 

might  put  her  on  a  spot.  The  police 

flung  him  past  danger.  His  arms 

would  be  looking  for  that. 

Better 

whipped  round  the  cop’s  middle,  bore 

wait  until  things  had  cooled  off  a  bit. 

him  back.  W ith  a  crash  they  struck 

Cruising  dark  streets  while  he  ponthe  stairs,  rolled,  came  to  a rest briefly dered  his  next  move,  Lash’s  thoughts 

with  Lash  on  top. 

returned  to  Clovis. 

Did  his  family 

Disentangling 

his 

arms, 

Lash 

still  live  in  the  suburb  of  Hempstead, 

rapped  the  barrel  of  his  pistol  in  a 

where  the  unu ->rsity  was  located? 

vicious  swipe  against  the  cop’s  skull. 

Herppstead!  That  was  where  the 

Then  he  swung  around  in  a  crouch, 

nervous  little  man  who  saw  ghosts 

cleared  the  rest  of  the  steps  in  one 

lived.  The  little  man,  what  was  his 

leap,  and  ducked  into  the  street  with 

name — Darby? — might  know  somea  slug  singing  past  his  ear. 

thing  about  the  mad  professor  or  his 

Frightened  pedestrians  scattered  as 

relatives. 

And  Darby’s  place  might 

he  emerged,  ducked  for  cover  as  he 

make  a  good  hideout,  provided  he  got 

loped  for  the  alley,  skidded  in,  and 

there  before  Darby  learned  the  alarm 

plunged  for  the  back  lot  where  his 

was  out  for  him. 

car  was  parked.  He  got  the  cold  en

It  was  only  a  ten  minute  drive  to 

gine  going  just  as  a  police  whistle 

Hempstead  and  Lash  easily  located 

shrilled  at  the  alley’s  opening  and 

the  address  printed  on  the  card  Darby 

orange-colored  rockets  started  blasthad  given  him.  It  was  a  neat  little ing  the  dark. 

cottage,  isolated  from  its  neighbors 

Slugs  rattled  like  hail  against  his 

and  facing  a  park. 

fenders  as  the  old  but  powerful  car 

A  sign  in  the  front  yard  read:

jumped  forward. 

He  didn’t  take  a 

v

good  full  breath  until  the  stream  of 

G E O R G E   P.  D A R B Y  

traffic  was  swirling  comfortably  about 

Insurance  and  Rentals

him  and  he  was  heading  for  the  outskirts  of  town. 

The  house  was  dark.  Nevertheless, 

To  one  unacquainted  with  Lash 

Lash  stepped  to  the  front  door  and 

Daggett’s  tactics  and  temperament, 

rapped  vigorously.  At  first  there  was 

what  he  had  just  done  might  have 

no  answer. 

Then,  after  a  furtive 

seemed  the  sheerest  folly. 

But  the 

movement  inside,  the  door  opened  a 

first  tenet  in  his  philosophy  was: 

crack.  A  flashlight  blazed,  and  just 

Keep  your  hands  free.  Whether  or 

below  it  the  barrel  of  a shotgun  poked 

not  Dennison’s  murder  could  be 

out. 

pinned  on  him  was  one  thing,  but  the 

“ Oh! 

You,  Daggett?”  a  voice 

inescapable  fact  that  he  would  be 

gasped  with  relief.  Watery  eyes  beclapped  in  a  jail  cell  was  another. 

hind  the  flashlight’s  glare  widened 

And  that  someone  had  attempted  to 

with  pleased  surprise.  “ So  you  didn’t 

frame  him  seemed  clear.  But  who? 

forget  me?  Come  in,  man,  come  in.” 
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Lash  stepped  in.  Darby  closed  and 

face  of a dead man  peering  in. 

locked the  door behind  him. 

“ You  mean,  I  suppose,”  Lash  asked 

“ I  told  you  I’m  badly  scared,”  he 

at this  point, “ that  the  face looked like 

said  nervously,  “and  I’m  not  taking 

a  dead  man’s— like  a  corpse?” 

any  chances,  Mr.  Daggett.  I  live 

alone,  and  a man  who’s  poked  his  nose 

A R B Y ’S  eyes  narrowed. 

into  an  insurance-murder  plot  has  got 

“ No,”  he  said,  “ I  don’t  rhean 

to  walk  wary,  I  can  tell  you.” 

that.  Maybe  I  shouldn’t  tell  you,  be

“ Insurance-murder 

plot?” 

Lash 

cause  you’ll  say  I’m  crazy. 

But  I 

said.  “ I  thought  it  was  ghosts  you 

knew that  man  was  dead,  Mr.  Daggett, 

were  afraid  of.” 

because  I’d  seen  his  picture  in  the 

“ There  are  ghosts,  too,”  Darby  said 

papers  just  the  day  before.  He  was 

mysteriously. 

“ I  was  afraid  to  tell 

Caps  Gallagher, the  racketeer who was 

you  anything  this  afternoon,  but  now 

killed  by  the  Sacrificer!” 

I’m  going  to  spill  it.” 

Lash  Daggett  sat  up  straight,  his 

He  led  the  way  into  a  front  office 

eyes  boring  into  Darby’s  twitching 

room.  The  only  light  here  came  from 

face. 

a  fire  in  the  hearth  and  all  the  shades 

“ You’re  sure?  But  how  can  you  exwere  closely  drawn.  Darby  motioned plain—” 

Lash to  a chair, then sat  down and  fon

“ I  can’t,”  Darby  said.  “ But  I  know 

dling  his  gun  nervously,  plunged  into 

this.  Either  I  saw  Gallagher’s  ghost 

his  story. 

or  I  saw  Gallagher  himself.  If  it  was 

It  seemed  he  had  been  approached  a 

Gallagher, then  he  wasn't  killed by  the 

month  or  so  ago  by  a  woman  who 

Sacrificer.  And  if  he  wasn’t,  what 

wanted  to  take  out  a  large  insurance 

then?  Most  likely  he  must  have  been 

policy  on  her  sister.  But  something 

in  with  the  Sacrificer.  They  must  be 

about  the  woman  had  made  Darby  susrunning  a  syndicate,  killing  people picious.  He  had  turned  her down,  and 

to  let  their  relatives  get  the  insurthe  woman  had  left  after  dropping ance.  And  Gallagher, being  the brains 

an  angry  warning  to  him  to  keep  his 

of  it,  eliminated  himself  from  suspimouth 

shut.  Darby 

had 

brooded 

cion  by  faking  his  own  murder!” 

about  this,  had  felt  it  his  duty  to  warn 

“ You  might  have  the  right  explathe  woman’s  sister. 

nation  at  that,”  Lash  said.  He  stood 

She  was  a  young  woman  by  the 

up,  reached  for  his  hat. 

name  of  Kate  Bailey  who  had  come 

“ Where  are  you  going?”  Darby 

to  Hempstead  recently  and  opened  a 

asked. 

rest home  for tuberculars.  It was just 

“ I’m  going  to  have  a  look  at  that 

across  the  park  and  Darby,  afraid  to 

rest  home  across  the  park.” 

approach  her  by  day,  had  sneaked 

“ But  they’ll  know  I  gave  them 

across  the  park  one  night. 

But  he 

away!”  Darby  wailed.  “ They’ll  come 

hadn’t  been  able  to  get  up  the  nerve 

here  and  kill  m e!” 

to  go  through  with  his  plan. 

“ If  you  can’t  protect  yourself  with 

He  repeated  the  attempt  several 

locked  doors  and  a  shotgun,”  Lash 

nights.  Then  he  began  to  notice 

said,  “ you’d  better  go  to  a  nursing 

shadowy  figures  pacing  the  park,  who 

home.”  He  went  out. 

ducked  out  of  sight  at  his  approach. 

With  his  coat  lapels  turned  up  and 

Once a  light  had  fallen on  one of  these 

his  hat  pulled  low,  Lash  headed  across 

muffled  shapes  and  he  had  been  horrithe  dark  stretch  of  the  park. 

The 

fied  to  see  that  the  man  had  no  face 

light  flurry  of  snow  had  stopped,  and 

at  all—just  a  bare  white  patch  where 

a  clammy  fog  hung  in  the  air.  Treadhis  face  should  have  been. 

Darby, 

ing  quietly  on  the  snow-dusted  grass, 

convinced  that  the  phantom  shapes 

he  reached  the  street  on  the  park’s 

had  been  shadowing  him,  went  home, 

far  side,  moved  along  in  tree  shadows, 

locked  his  doors  and  crawled  into  bed 

peering  at  the  houses  facing  him. 

with  his  gun  beside  him. 

One  was  a  two-story  brick  apart

But  later,  hearing  a  sound  outside 

ment  building  surrounded  by  trees, 

his  window,  he  had  snapped  on  his 

and  he  started  across  toward  it.  But 

flashlight  suddenly  and  had  seen  the

just  then  an  ambulance  came  skim
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ming  around  a  corner  and  drew  up 

on  the  screen.  The  man  in  the  bed, 

before  it.  Two  men  leaped  out, 

startled,  thrust  his  head  toward  the 

opened  the  back  end  and  slid  out  a 

window. 

Lash  waited  a  moment, 

stretcher  on  which  lay  a  shape  covscratched  again,  ducked  down  out  of ered  by  a  blanket.  They  carried  it 

sight. 

in. 

Above  him  he  could  hear  the  win

After  a  few  moments  they  redow  being  cautiously  opened.  Thrustturned. 

But  not  alone. 

This  time 

ing  a  hand  under  his  coat,  he  brought 

two men and a woman came with them. 

out  his  revolver. 

The  window  was 

All  were  muffled  in  coats  with  high- 

open  a good  foot and  a half  now.  Like 

turned  collars,  but  as  they  came  under 

a  jack-in-the-box,  Lash  rose,  gun  fo the  light  above  the  door,  Lash  stifcused  on  the  staring  white  face  which fened  and  his  eyes  narrowed.  Their 

had  suddenly  frozen  rigid. 

faces  were  invisible,  hidden  by  what 

“ All  right,  Dr.  Hart,”  he  grated. 

looked  like  white  flat  masks  up  to  the 

“ One  chirp  out  of  you  and  you  get  it 

eyes! 

between  the  eyes.  Open  that  screen, 

Each  carried  a  bag  and  they  folthen  raise  your  hands.” 

lowed  the  two  men  from  the  ambu

Hart  didn’t  let  out  a  sound;  he 

lance  who  helped  them  into  the  back 

seemed  to  be  having  enough  trouble 

where  the  stretcher  had  been,  closed 

breathing.  Shaky  fingers  reached  out 

the  doors  and  drove  off. 

and 

unlatched 

the 

screen, 

then 

reached  for  the  ceiling.  Lash  pulled 

W ELL,  there  were  Darby’s  the  screen  open,  lifted  himself easily phantoms. 

But  patients  in  a 

over  the  sill. 

tubercular  rest  home  don’t  wear  their 

Keeping  an  eye  on  Hart,  he  lowered 

faces  bandaged.  The  wild  conjecture 

the  window  again,  pulled  the  shade 

that  had  flashed  into  Lash’s  mind  was 

to  the  bottom.  Then  he  backed  to  the 

taking  shape  now. 

door  and  with  his  free  hand,  shoved 

Heart  thudding  with  excitement,  he 

an  iron  chair  under  the  knob. 

He 

drew  back  into  the  shadows,  walked 

stepped  sideward  to  the  closet  next, 

to  the  corner,  crossed  the  street  and 

reached  in  and  pulled  out  a  pair  of 

proceeded  to  the  alley  that  ran  past 

pants  and  an  overcoat. 

the  back  of  the rest  home. 

“ Get  into  these  things,”  he  ordered 

Reaching  the  place,  he  sneaked  past 

under  his  breath. 

“ You’re  coming 

a  double  garage  and  into  the  shadows 

along  with  me.” 

of  the  trees  in  the  yard.  Several  of 

“ What’s  the  idea?”  Hart  jittered. 

the  building’s  windows  were  lighted, 

“ What  do  you  want?” 

but  the  shades  were  all  drawn.  But 

“ I  want  you,  Dr.  Hart,”  Lash  told 

there  was  one  on  the  ground  floor 

him. 

“ I’m  going  to  take  you  to  a 

whose  shade  lacked  about  an  inch  of 

quiet  place  where  you  can  supply  the 

meeting  the  sill.  He  crawled  over  to 

missing  details  in  this  murder  for  inthe wall,  crept  to  the  window  and  causurance  swindle.” 

tiously  lifted  his  eyes. 

Hart  began  pulling  the  pants  on, 

He  looked  into  a  small  white-walled 

while  Lash  continued  in  a  cold  whisroom  furnished  with  a  high  bed, mediper : cine  stand  and  dresser.  The  bed  was 

"I  might  have  known  all  along  that 

only  about  a  foot  from  the  window, 

our  Sacrificer  was  too  inhumanly 

and  a  thin-faced  man  lay  there, 

clever to be  working  from the  outside. 

gowned  shoulders  and  arms  above  the 

I  might  have  guessed  he  was  in  casheet  holding  a  newspaper  which  he hoots  with  his  supposed  victim.  I 

was  reading. 

doubt  if  you  used  the  little  madman 

One  glance  at  the  man’s  face  was 

at  all  except  in  cases  such  as  the  setenough  for  Lash,  who  had  glimpsed up  where  a  corpse  supposed  to  be 

it  in  a  photograph  of  a  family  group 

Dennison  was  burned  before  my  door. 

on  a  desk  in  a  certain  office  that  af

A  pretty  slick  scheme  you  had. 

ternoon. 

“ A  corpse,  already  burned,  was  hid

Reaching  up  slowly  he  made  a 

den  near  the  place  it  was  to  be  found. 

scratching  sound  with  his  fingernails

It  could  be  dragged  out  in  a  jiffy,  a
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little  gasoline  sprinkled  on  it,  and 

“ W e’ll  see  about  that,”  Lash  said, 

lighted  to  give  the  appearance  of  a 

“ when  you  squeal  on  your  pals. 

I 

fresh  burning.  This  could  be  done  by 

doubt  if  you  had  the  brains  to  think 

the supposed  victim himself.  Then  he 

the  thing  up.  A  clever  scheme,  spotcould  quietly  make  his  escape.  Of ting  people  like  you  who  were  faced 

course,  in  your  case,  you  wanted  to 

by  ruin  and  disgrace  and  failure, 

make  a  show  before  the  crowd.  You 

showing  them  how  to  escape  it  all, 

might  have  had  the  maniac,  Clovis, 

change  their  identities  and  feather 

there  with  you,  but  I  doubt  it.  My 

their  nests  with  fat  insurance  checks. 

guess  is  that  you  donned  the  disguise 

Get  into  those shoes now.  W e’re going 

yourself,  appeared  at  the  window 

out  that  window.” 

spraying  the  corpse  with  the  blow

He  stopped,  as  a  gentle  rap  had 

torch,  then  climbed  up  to  the  office 

sounded  on  the  blocked  door. 

above  and  escaped  in  a  different  dis

“ Get  to  the  window!”  Lash  whisguise.” 

pered. 

Stuffing  the  gown  into  his  pants, 

Shoving  Hart  ahead  of  him,  he 

Hart  asked  in  a  shaky  croak:

reached  the  window,  flung  it  up. 

“ How’d  you  find  this  place?” 

“ Out  with  you!  And  no  tricks!” 

“ Never  mind  that,”  Lash  said.  “ But 

Hart  scrambled  out.  He  struck  the 

you  should  have  been  more  careful 

ground,  straightened,  lifting  his  arms 

about  letting  your  patients  take  their 

cautiously  in  the  air.  Lash  poked  his 

nightly  walks  in  the  park  with  their 

head  out  to  make  sure  the  coast  was 

faces  bandaged  up.  That  was  a  dead 

clear. 

give-away.  I  guess  you’ve  been  per

He  never  saw  what  hit  him,  but  it 

forming  the  facial  surgery  on  the 

must  have  been  a  sandbag.  There 

others,  and  I  suppose  you  called  in 

wasn’t  much  pain. 

Just  one  quick 

some  other  crook  surgeon  to  do  the 

twinge  at  the  base  of  his  brain,  then 

work  on  your  own  pan.” 

a  heave  forward  that  sent  him  floating 

Hart  had  slipped  on  the  coat,  stood 

off  into  darkness. 

shivering  in  his  bare  feet. 

“ Look  here,”  he  whined,  “ give  me 

a  break.  I  was  forced  into  this,  they 

CH APTER  IV 

made  me—” 

“ You were  forced  into  it,” Lash said 

 In  the  Hands  of  Death

coldly,  “ by  your  own  criminal  practices.  Like  the  rest  of  them  you  were trying  to  escape  an  ugly  past.  I 

imagine  someone  had  the  goods  on 

DAGGETT  had  a  dull  headache 

when  he  came  to  his  senses,  but 

you  for  the  sort  of  operations  you’ve 

that  wasn’t  what  worried  him.  What 

been  performing.  W ith  your  face 

worried  him  was  the  fact  that  he  had 

altered  and  the  insurance  paid  to  your 

momentarily  played  the  incautious 

wife,  you’d  have  faded  away  and 

fool  and  was  now  in  a  jam.  He  lay 

started  again  somewhere  else.” 

on  a  cold,  clammy  cement  floor,  his 

“ My  w ife’s  innocent!”  Hart  gasped. 

wrists  and  ankles  bound,  and  utter 

“ She  doesn’t  know—” 

darkness  around  him. 

"I  imagine  that’s  true,”  Lash  inter

A  fine  place  for  Lash  Daggett  to 

rupted.  “ Probably  true  in  the  other 

be,  especially  when  he  had  just  uncases,  too.  The  innocent  beneficiaries raveled  the  c l e v e r e s t   insurance 

probably  identified  those  bodies  in 

swindle  he’d  ever  heard  of.  He’d  had 

good  faith.  Only  later  they  were  to 

it  all  so  pat  that  even  Hart  hadn’t 

learn  of  the  ghastly  hoax.  Then  it 

been  able  to  deny  a  detail.  Now  he 

would  be  too  late.  Like  it  or  not, they 

quickly  ran  the  other  cases  through 

would  have  to  keep  quiet  or  betray 

his  mind,  verifying  his  conclusions. 

a loved one  to the  law.  They wouldn’t 

Throme,  the  banker,  facing  possible 

know  that  murder  was  involved.” 

embezzlement  charges.  Eva  Langley, 

“ Murder?”  Hart  gulped.  “ No!  The 

disgraced,  facing  poverty. 

Young 

bodies  were  supplied  by  grave  rob

Littleton,  with  no  money  of  his  own, 

bers.” 

with a bad  reputation,  no  future.  Gal-







lagher,  the  gangster,  menaced  by  the 

law  on  one  hand  and  his  vengeful 

enemies on the  other.  Dennison,  faced 
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with  exposure  and  prison.  Dr.  Hart 

faced  with  the  same. 
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No  wonder  they  had  welcomed  the 

chance  for  an  out.  And  cleverest  of 

all  was  the  use  of  the  maniac,  Clovis. 
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Aside  from  detracting  attention  from 

the  insurance  angle,  the  startling  cirof  ALL  the 

cumstances in which the  fake-murders 

took  place  had  been  such  as  to  remove 

Identification  Bureaus 

any suspicion that the burned  cadavers 

might  not  be  the  persons  they  were 

of  America! 

supposed  to  be.  But  who  had  engineered  the  thing,  sold  them  on  the  Send  for  com plete  ll*t  o f  onr  600  Bureaus  where  our g ra d u a te s   h ave  been  p la ce d   In  g o o d   p o s it io n s   as idea,  furnished  the  matching  bodies? 

Lash couldn’t answer that—yet.  Be
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sides,  in  his  present  situation,  an  an

T h en   w rite   th e  n eareet  B u rea u   a n d   learn   w h a t  Our g ra d u a te s   th in k   o f   u s I

swer  wasn’t  worth  much  to  anyone 

We have s p a c e   h ere  to  list  only  a  F E W  o f  these  more than but  himself. 

600  institutions,  so  b e   su re   to  s e n d   fo r   the   complete  list I State  of  Idaho 

Trenton.  N.  J. 

He  began  to  roll  his  body  over  and 

Stste  of  Colorado 

Detroit.  Mlrh. 

State  of  Iowa 

El  Paso.  Tex. 

over  until  he  encountered  an  obstacle 

State  of  Utah 

Schenectady,  N.  Y. 

State  of  Ohio 

Scranton,  Fa. 

—a  cement  wall.  He  must  be  in  the 

Boston.  Mass. 

Lincoln.  Neb. 

New  York,  N.  Y. 

Mobile,  Ala. 

basement  of  the  phony  rest  home,  he 

Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

Little  Bock.  Ark. 

St.  Paul.  Minn. 

Pontiac.  Mich. 

thought.  Rearing  up  on  his  knees,  he 

Mexico  City,  Max. 

Havana.  Cuba 

Augusta,  Oa. 

Miami,  Fla. 

began  to  inch  his  way  along  the  wall, 

8eattle,  Wash. 

Birmingham.  Ala. 

Omaha,  Neb. 

Columbus.  Ohio 

looking  for  an  opening.  But a  sudden 

Dee  Moines.  Ia. 

Galveston,  Tex. 

Montreal,  Can. 

Houston.  Tex. 

sound  caused  him  to  drop  flat,  roll 

Cedar  Rapids.  Iowa 

W indsor.  Ont. 

Elgin.  111. 

Pueblo.  Colo. 

back  toward  the  center  of  the  floor 

Syracuse  N.  Y. 

Salt  Lake  City.  Utah 

Tampa.  Fla. 

A tlantic  City,  N.  J. 

where  he  had  awakened. 

Ixmg  Beach.  Cal. 

Sioux  City,  Iowa 

St.  Louis.  Mo. 

Rochester.  N.  Y. 

He  came  to  a  rest,  limply,  just  as  a  8tate  of  Michigan Lansing,  Mich. 

Cleveland.  Ohio 

8tate  o f  Washington 

Burlington,  la . 

Spokane,  Wash. 

door  opened  and  an  electric  light  State  of  Massachusetts  Erie.  Pa. 

Fort  Worth,  Tex. 

State  of  Illinois

Oklahoma  City,  Okla.  Shreveport.  La. 

snapped  on. 

Lying  still,  he  stared through slitted 
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eyes,  as  two  men,  carrying  a  stretcher, 

marched  through  the  sound-proofed 
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in  This  Young,  Fast  Growing  Profession

saw  that  the  figure  under  the  sheet 
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her  tumbled  black  hair  showing  above  E T D E T i r  v  T he  C onfidential  R ep ort*  O p erator the  covering  that  hid  the  rest  of  her  ■  I

*

■ 

N o .  S8  M a d e   t o   H i e   C h i e f

face. 

Just  rush  coupon I 

Follow  this  Operator's  exciting  hunt  for  • 

murderous  gang.  Also,  get  free,  "T h e   Blue  Book  of  C rim e,"  show

The  two  thugs stared  at her, the  thin  ing  the  wonderful  opportunities  In  the  field  of  Finger  Print*  and Crime  Detection. 

Take  your  first  step  TO D AY  toward  a  steady 

one  with  an  ugly  leer. 

income  and  success.  M all  coupon  NOW1

INSTITUTE  OF  A P PLIE O   SCIENCE 

“ Gosh,”  he  panted,  “ I’d  kinda  like  1920  Sunnytlde  Ay®., D ept  7965, 

Chloage

to  see  the  old  coot  go  to  work  on  her.” 

.  INSTITUTE  OF  APPLIED   SCIENCE 

1

The  short  one  glared  at  him. 

I 

1920  Sunnyslde  Ave.,  Dept.  7965,  Chicago 

|

■  Gentlemen:  W ith  no  obligation  on  my  part,  send  me  Confl-  . 

“ Nuts,  you  blasted  junkie. 

He’s  1  dentlal  Reports  of  Operator  No.  38.  also  Illustrated  "Blue  Book  ■ 

gotta  work  alone.  One  of  these  days  |  of  Crime."  complete  list  of  over  600  bureaus  employing  your  I

■rrariiiatan  trwalhnr  u llh   vnur  Into  nrl rtofl  mH  CVaiv 

n/V.. 

*

graduates,  together  with  your  low  prices  and  Easy  Terms  offer. 

they’ll  put  him  to  work  on  you  if  you 

(Literature  will  be  sent  ONLY  to  persona  stating  their hang  around  starin’.  Get  ou t!” 

Name  . 

They  left,  closing  the  door.  Lash

Address. 

Age. 
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lay with his heart hammering in angry 

disgust.  He  understood  now.  This 

girl  was  the  next  victim.  Probably 

she  had  been  chosen  because  she  resembled  the  woman  who  operated  this infamous  hideout.  Things  were  probably  getting  a  bit  too  hot,  and  this woman was going to do a fade-out herself.  Was  the  girl  already  dead,  or—

Lash  raised  himself,  made  a  move 

toward  her,  but  dropped  flat  again  as 

a  door  in  the  side  of  the  room  opened. 

This  time  it  was  all  he  could  do  to 

repress  a  start. 

prepares  for  entrance  to   ooUo*e.  S tandard  H .  8.  te ita  

•opplU d.  Diploma*  aw arded.  C redit  for  H.  S.  aobjecta  already Framed  in  the  doorway  were  two 

oom pleted.  SinffU  mefyw'r   <J damred.  Prea  Bulletin  oa  rauoeat. 

■American School, Dept  H-558, Drexel at H th ,  Chicago figures. 

One,  the  crouched,  whitefaced  little  fiend,  in  greasy  coveralls and  goggles  and  with  the  imbecilic 

smile  on  his  lips,  was  holding  the  now 

familiar  blow-torch.  But  to  Lash,  the 

figure  behind  him  was  even  more  interesting.  Thick-set, bull-necked, with white  hair,  albino  eyes  and  a  thinlipped  feral  mouth,  he was  Blanco  Ornauer,  operator of the  Hollywood  Employment  Agency. 

On  seeing  him  Lash  realized,  with 

a  sick  qualm,  that  the  last  detail  had 

fallen  into  place. 

The  Hollywood 

Agency,  purporting  to  place  applicants  in  jobs  “ doubling  for  movie stars,”  was  the  trap  in  which  the  vic

S E N D   N O   M O N E Y I  — S a v «    M o n e y ! 

tims  for  this  ghastly  murder-swindle 

were  caught! 

He  was  glad  he  had  told  Nancy  to 

TRANSPARENT 

/

go  home. 

Glad  he  hadn’t  sent  her 

• 0  D a y s’ Trial I   K   ROOFLESS 

W e make  F A L S E  T E E T H  fo r  you

back  to  do  any  more  investigating  in 

from  y o u r   own m outh* im pretttoo. 

B ack G u a ra n te e  o f Satie

that vulture’s nest!  For now Ornauer, 

L   Freetropreeelonm aU rial.dlrectlonj.cataliW . 

Profaaak.ua] Hod el

Dontal  C o .,  DopK  5-8 2,  Chicago,  ITT

with  a  cunning  smile,  was  lighting 

the blow-torch.  And as its flame hissed 

STOMACH  ULCER  PAIN out in a blue-green jet, he gave  it back D u e   to   G a s tric   H y p e r a c id ity

to  the  madman  and  shoved  him  into 

the  room. 

T D I A I  

O F F E R   W rite  today  for  detalla  concerning  thlj 

v



epedal  trial offer of a almple home treat, 

“ Okay,  Clovis,  there’s  your  next 

ment  which  haj  given  beginning  relief  In  thouiandi  of  caiei,  right sacrifice,”  he  grumbled. 

from  tho  start.  Amazingly  affective,  yet  inexpensive.  Doee  not  necessitate  liquid  diet.  We  will  elan  Include an  Informative  F R E E   booklet. 

TWIN  CITY  VON  C O .,  Dopt.  2 09 A ,  Minneapolis,  Minn. 

THE little man, crouched, intent on 

his  prey  like  like  some  venomous 

spider,  now  turned  with  a  snarl. 

“ I ’m  not  C lovis!”  he  said.  “ W hy 

do  you  call  me  Clovis?  I  have  shaken 

W ORKS O ff  1 1 0 -V a t t U c M   _  

the  shell  of  Clovis  off.”  He  straight

S o c k o t.  T h i s   m a r v e lo u s   S I

D ynam ic 

ened,  the  horrible  smile  coming  back 

P o w e r  W e ld e r  d o e s  t h e  

1

to  his  watering  lips.  “ I  am   Tezcat- 

 lipoca,   the  Fiery  Mirror of  the  World, 

. . .   _________ _____, ___ _, __ , _____, cop per and  all other m etals.  Men without  previous   \ the  Avenger,  the  Purger  by  Flame  of 

experience  can  make  as  much  as  S6.00 on  a on# 

htwr  repair  Job.  In  &  year's time  &  Dynamic-*

the  world’s  wickedness!” 

cy° o u 8  L E S S   T H A N   6  C E N T S  A   D A Y

Ornauer  laughed,  gave  him  another 

Inetnicttons  Free— Open  e  welding  shop  now.  AGENTS—1 

profits  selling  to  garages  factories.  Janitors  and  m s-hlne  shops  W rite shove. 

Ior  our  10-D AT  T R IA L   OFFE R  

DYNAM IC  W ELD ER 

COMPANY.  2228-RC  SILVERTON  ROAD.  CHICACO,  ILLINOIS

“ Okay,  Tezcat,  have  it  your  way. 
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But  there’s  a  girl  who  has  sinned 

against  her  vow.” 

“How  do  I  get  my 

Raw  horror  crawled  in  Lash’s  mind 

now  as  he  got  the  set-up.  The  little 

madman  must  be  kept  here  a prisoner, 

Start  as  a Writer?” 

brought  out  only  on  certain  occasions 

for  show  purposes. 

Usually  it  was 

 Here’s  the  Answer— . . . . . 

like  this— a  lonely  sacrifice  in  this 

First,  don’t  stop  believing  you  can  write; 

basement  hideout.  And  now  Clovis, 

there is no reason to think you can’t write until 

the  maniac-avenger  was  moving  toyou  have  tried.  Don't  be  discouraged  if  your ward  another  of  his  fiendish  sacrafirst  attempts  are  rejected.  That  happens  to the  best  authors,  even  to  those  who  have 

ments ! 

“arrived.”  Remember, too, there is no age limit 

Ornauer  watched  him  a  moment. 

in  the  writing  profession.  Conspicuous  success 

Then  even  he  seemed  unable  to  stomhas  come  to  both  young  and  old  writers. 

ach what was coming.  He turned back 

Where to begin, then?  There is no surer way 

than  to  get  busy  and  write.  Gain  experience, 

into  the other room,  slammed  the  door 

the “know how.”  Understand how to use words. 

behind  him  and  locked  it. 

Then you can  construct the word-buildings that 

There  was  silence  in  the  cold  room 

now  are  vague,  misty  shapes  in  your  mind. 

O.  Henry,  Mark  Twain,  Kipling,  R ing  Lardner,  just 

now.  It  seemed  to  Lash  that  he  could 

to  mention  a  few,  all  first  learned  to  use  words  at  a  newshear  the  churning  of  his  own  blood paper  copy  desk.  And  the  N ewspaper  Institute  Copy  Desk Method  Is  today  helping  men  and  women  o f   all  ages  to as  the  slavering  lunatic,  holding  the 

develop  their  w riting  talent  .  .  .  helping  them  gain   their spitting blow-torch before  him, moved 

first  little  checks  o f   $26,  $50,  $100. 

 Earns  $1,000  m 

with  a  slow  shuffle  toward  his  sleep

 18  Months

ing  victim. 

"S in ce  finishing  j o t s   oouree  I  have 

told   article#  to  the  N.  Y.  Time*.  Cen

Sleeping? 

Lash  prayed  that  she 

tral  Press  A ss'n  and  various  magazine*. 

My  writing  netted  me  orar  IS00  my  first 

was  dead.  Gathering  his  strength  for 

year 

and  almost  $700  the  flrit  tlx 

a  rolling,  kicking  rush,  he  determined 

months  this  year. 

W riting  as  a  career 

has  always  been  my  wish.  Now.  thanks 

to  the  N .I.A .  Coune.  It  Is  becoming 

to  do  the  best  he  could.  Already  his 

a   reality. 

Despite  a  serious  physical 

arms  had  been  twisting  and  straining 

handicap  (I  took  sick  with  Infantile 

paralysis  In  1937).  1  am  now  making  my 

against  the  ropes  to  no  avail.  But  if 

ilTlng  by  writing.” 

A ND RE A S  DORP ADEN. 

he  could  get  upright,  he  might  make 

$00  W.  95th  Street. 

New  York  City

a  hopping  rush—

 Learn  to  Write  by  W RITING

The  madman  stood  above  his  victim 

The  Newspaper  Instttuta  of  America  1j  a  training  school  for  writers. 

Here  your  talent  grows  under  the  supervision  erf  seasoned  writers  and now.  He  paused,  lifted  his  eyes,  and 

critics. 

Emphasis  is  plaoed  on  teaching  you  by  experience. 

We 

don't  tell  you  to  read  this  author  and  that  author  or  to  stu d /  his Lash  saw  in  its  full  horror  the  bestyle.  W e  don't  give  you  rules  and  theories  to  absorb.  The  N .I.A . 

alms  to  Uach  you  to  express  yourself  in  your  own  natural  style.  You ginning  of  the  terrible  scene  which 

work  In  your  own  home  on  your  own  time. 

Bach  week  you  receive  actual  newspaper-type  assignments  as Cottlefield  had  hinted  at.  Foam  now 

though  you  worked  on  s  large  metropolitan  dally.  Your  star lee  are then  returned  to  us  and  we  put  them  under  the  microscope,  so  to flecked  the  smiling  priest-god’s  lips. 

»E>eek. 

Faults  are  pointed  out. 

Suggestions  are  made. 

Soon  you 

dlsoover  you  are  getting  the  ''fe e l”   of  It.  that  professional  touch. 

He  lifted  one  hand, and  strange  words 

You  acquire  a  natural,  easy  approach.  You  oan  see  where  you  are going. 

whistled  between  his  bared  teeth. 

Whan  a  magasine  returns  a  story,  one  seldom  knows  the  real  reason 

“ Witness,  H uitzijopochtli!”   he  in

 fa r   the  rejection;  they  have  do  tlm +  to 

waste  giving  constructive  criticism . 

toned. 

“ Witness,  ye  black  soul-de- 

The  N .I.A .  tells  you 

where  you  are 

wrong  and  why.  and  shows  you  what  to 

NOTICE—  

vourers  of   Mictlan.   Send  forth  your 

do  about  1L

Mn "21  to 31" 

bats  to  take  this  soul  I  now  deliver 

 A   Chance  to  Test 

N o  Head  to  hesltata 

to  teat  your  writ- 

into  your  hands. 

 Tezcatlipoca  has 

 Yourself

tnr 

ability, 

even 

though  you  ara  of 

spoken!” 

Our  unique  W riting  Aptitude  Test  tells 

conscription  a g e . 

whether  you  poeses  the  fundamental  q u a li

N .I .A . 

agrees 

to 

The  horrible  names  of  the  bloody 

ties  neoeasary  to  successful  writing— acute 

refund  tn  full  the 

observation, 

dramatic  Instinct, 

imaginatuition  of 

anyone 

Aztec  gods  rang  in  Lash’s  ears  like 

tion.  etc. 

Y ou 'll  enjoy  taking  this  test. 

toceptad  a j  a  stu- 

It's  free.  Just  mall  the  coupon  below  and 

dant  who  1,  subsesomething  in  a  nightmare. 

Now  it 

see  what  our  Editors  think  about  you. 

quently  called  for 

Newspaper  Institute  o f   America.  One  Park 

military  service. 

was  plain  in  what  field  of  ethnology 

Avenue.  New  York. 

(Founded  1925). 

the  mad  brain  of  the  old  scholar  had 

been  arrested. 

Newspaper  Institute  o f   Am erica 

Groping  at  a  straw  of  hope,  Lash 

One  Park  Avenue,  New  York

began  to  r^ck  his  mind  for  details  of 

I 

V  

Sa

Send  mi

me.  without  cost  or  obligation,  your  W riting  A ptitude  Test  and  further  information  about  writing  far  profit. 

that  ancient  religion,  scraps  of  knowl

Mr

Mrs

edge  that  had  come  to  him  in  years 

Miss

of  adventuring  in  Mexico.  A memory 

Address  ........................................................................................................ 

clicked. 

 Tezcatlipoca  had  been  the 

(A ll  correspondence  confidential.  No  salesman  will  call  on  you  ) evil  enchanter-god  who  had  tricked

94X601

L
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 EA5Y WAY™. 

the  Feathered-serpent,  Quetzalcoatl.  

If  he  could  think  of  something  to 

catch  the  madman’s  attention—

But  just  then  Clovis stooped.  With 

a  flick  of  his  free  hand  he  whipped 

SNTZJat Black Shampoo, weefce, cot 

the  sheet  away  from  the  figure  of  his 

t,  looae dandreft.  t n w   irk »  and 

victim. 

•Blaljr fir e . tadra raal aroocth ItJ RACE 

f S l  that faH j glove with Ufa and loatm 

Lash  didn’t  get  it  at  first.  He  saw 

Don't pot op with fadad dull, barm, off color hair 

• rrrtnute longer.  T1NTZ Jet Black Cake wort* 

the  trim  and  shapely  little  body.  He 

gradual. . .  each  ahampoo Icrvea tout hair btaekee.  lovaflar,  aoftar, atker to roer-ag,  No djed look.  Won't hurt permanent..  Pull eaka saw  the  bound  hands  and  ankles,  the 

60c  (S for 111.  TINTZ  cocnee  In Jet  Black.  light,  medium  and daak Brown, Titian,  and Blonde.  Order today I  State ehade wanted. 

faint  signs  of  breathing  which  told 

S

__ E

___N

_ _   D  N O  M O N E Y

» on oar positive i

that  the  girl  was  still  alive.  Then  his 

m et of utictectkc-ln 7 dsyi or year money bsoL  (We Pay Pt*Ug* 

eyes  focused on the  sleeping  face. 

If remittxnoe comes with ordec.1  Don't wsh -  Write tod*y  to

-TINTZ  COMPANY, Dept 7 0 6 ,  207 N. MICHIGAN,  CNICAOO 

A  warning  tremor  rocked  his  frame, 

CArceoMie  erne d i em%798. kk c o m e t  i t n i h o i o b t o a  current  of  ice  stirred  his  blood. 

W ildly  his  eyes  fastened  on  the  black 

M E N   W A N T E D

hair,  screaming  a  denial  to  his  mind. 

 Side  Une

It  couldn’t  be  Nancy! 

That  hair— 

—    Spare  Time  —    Full  Time 

BIO  CASH  COMMISSIONS  ADVANCED  DAILY

But  with  terror  pulping  his  nerves, 

Tako  orders  for  prlntlm ,  adrertlelng  ip ccla ltlei  office  eup-plloe,  book  matobes,  etlmul&tora.  etc.  Orer  2000  NECESSITY 

he  knew  it  was.  The  hair  had  been 

ITE M S  for  all  retail  stores,  gar  etatlooe.  builnese  office..  etc., at  prioe  itvLngi  o f  more  than  half.  Elaborate  8 A M PLE   D IS dyed  to  make  it  resemble  that  other P L A Y   O D T Y lT   eent  FR E E  

W rite  quick I 

N O R T H W E S T E R N .  628-BP W E S T  J A C K S O N . C H IC A G O ,  IL L . 

woman’s. 

Nancy  hadn’t  gone  home 

after  all;  she  had  gone  back  to  Or- 

nauer’s  Employment  Agency. 

Now 

she  was  there  on  the  s tr e tc h e r , 

drugged,  helpless,  with  the  flame  al1 0 0 %   P r o t a c H o n ready  spouting  toward  her! 

A   R E A L   S U R E   F I R E   S E L L E R

T h u g . a n d   Thieve* B e w a r e !— H ere la  a re g -

tile r   6   s h o t   r e p e a t e r   w h ic h   d U o h a r r o a   0   sm o th e r in g ;  c l o u d s   o f T e a r   O s *   in   r a p i d   s u c c e s s io n   t o   in s t a n t l y   S to p ,  S tu n   a n d   In c a p a c ita te th e   m o a t  v i c i o u s   m a n   o r   b e a s t,  A   s a f e   a n d   e f f e c t i v e   s u b s t i t u t e   f o r A N  involuntary  scream  of  rage 

d a n g e r o u s   fir e a r m s .  N O   P E R M A N E N T   IN J U R Y .  N e e d e d   in   m o r e s .  B a n ka , blasted  from  Lash’s  lungs  then. 

* ------- 

H o n ie s   e v e r y w h e r e   t o   p r o t e c t   L if e   a n £   P r o p e r ty .  N o   s k il l m tain  P en

W ith  a violent  heave,  he  flung  himself 

__________   ___ 

_______ 

e m o n s tr a *

o f f e r in g   big;  p r o fits .  H a n d le   o u r

T e a r   Gan  E q u ip m e n t   a s  a   s i d e   li n e ,  y o u 'l l   s o o n   g i v e   It  f u l l  tim e . 

to  his  knees,  began  tottering  upright. 

▼ d i a i  

f i c c i D . 

T o   e n a b le   y o u   to   m a k e   a  q u ic k   s ta r t,  w o   w i l l  

«  M M i .   v r r i n - 

s e n d   y o u   a  c o m p le t e   d e m o n s t r a t o r   o u t fit   c o n s is t 

“ Stop  it,  you  fiend!"  he  screamed. 

in g   o f   a n   A u t o m a t ic   P e n c i l  G u n   w it h   1 0   d e m o n s t r a t o r   c a r t r id g e s ,  a n d S  p o w e r f u l   T e a r   G a s  C a r t r id g e s ,  f u l l y   g u a r a n t e e d ,  f o r   o n l y   f a .O O .  At th ‘  

(a°Y —

ow  ---

c ---

os -t------

,  y----a

ou  n  

ca p

n r  o m p t ly   b re a k   In to   a   b u s ln e s a   th at  Is  *

la  h o t, 

“ Stop  it,  or  I ’ll—” 

a l i v e   and  not  overcr i

o w

w d

d e

d.  C o m p le te   s a le s   p la n   fu r n is h e d   w ith each order  o r   Inquiry.  W r ite   today. 

The  flame  of  the  blow-torch  had  al

H A G E N   IM P O R T   C O M P A N Y . 

D ip t.  8-445, 

8t.  Paul.  Minn. 

ready  licked  down,  searing  a  crimson 

Muddy  Skin 

H O M E L Y   S U R F A C E

patch  across  Nancy’s  cringing  flesh. 

W ith a  shrill  cry  of  pain  she  came  out 

Blemishes 

P IM P L E S from under the drug.  But Lash’s cry 

Blackheads 

 To  the  thousand*  of  folk*  suffering  from 

surface  pimples,  acne,  muddy  com plexhad  caused  the  lunatic  to  turn.  Now ion,  akin  eruption*,  etc.,  we  will  sand 

Blotches

FR EE   booklet  of  a  simple  method  of 

his  slitted  eyes  stared  with  suspicious 

treating  tbs  akin. 

A  noted  derm atologist**  private  method.  No  harmful  medi-alarm. 

cine,  akin  pool,  diet,  etc. 

Somethlng

_   different. 

Send  to

“ Who  are  you?”  he  snarled,  poking 

D R .  W .  D .  T R A C Y   C O ..  1537  E.  New  Haven.  Conn. 

the  torch’s  flame  toward  Lash. 

F E A T U R I N G

It  was  an  awful  moment. 

All  of 

T H E

Lash’s  strength  was  gathered  for  a 

desperate  leap.  But suddenly he  froze 

A C T I O N

stiff  as  a  statue. 

Staring  back  into 

A D V E N T U R E S

the  crazed  man’s  eyes,  he  said:

O F

“ I  am   Quetzalcoatl,   the  Feathered- 

Serpent,  Lord  of  the  Dawn,  Sender 

C A P T A I N  

of  the  W in d !” 

F U T U R E , 

He  paused.  Into  the  dazed  lunacy 

M A N   O F  

of  Clovis’  face  had  come  a  flicker  of 

comprehension.  It  was  as  if  for  the 

T O M O R R O W  1

first  time  the  little  maniac  was  hearing  his  own  language  spoken,  hearing a  confirmation  of  his  insane  preten

O N L Y   1 0 /   AT  ALL  N E W S S T A N D S

sions. 

Quickly  Lash  seized  his  advantage. 

Lifting  his  eyes  he  began











to  solemnly  intone  a  chant  he  had 

heard  spoken  by  an  actor  in  a  pageant 

depicting  the  ancient  ceremonies  of 

the  feathered-god:
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O  palace  glittering  with   quetzals, 

O  palace  o f  my  beloved  birds, 
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slow  approach.  Beyond  him,  Nancy 

was  sitting  up,  her  face  set  in a  stupor 

of wordless horror.  Now the  hot blast 

of  the  flame  pushed  forward  by  the 

lunatic  was already  scorching  the  vest 

over  Lash’s  stomach.  He  gathered  his 

muscles  for  a  charge,  and  just  then 

the  pent-up  scream  in  Nancy’s  throat 

burst  free. 

It  didn’t  stop  Clovis,  but  it  startled 

him  into  a  half  turn.  For  an  instant 

the  jet  of  the  fire  was  deflected  at  an 

angle  and,  ducking  his  head,  Lash  PAYS

launched  himself  in  a  blind  lunge. 
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The  hot  flame  of  the  torch  lashed 

E v e r y   h o m e   c a n   a ffo r d   t h is  

across  his  left  side  with  withering 

lo w   c o s t ,  n e w   im p r o v e d   e le c t r i c   w a t e r  h e a t e r  th a t  u s e s  a n   a m a z in g  p r in heat,  but  his  head  struck  the  maniac  ciple to heat  w ater  instantly.  Just plug into llg h t s o c k e t .  S ells It s e lf o n  m in u t e  d e m o n s t r a - 

under the  chin.  Clovis staggered  back,  tion .  N o  risk.  S A M P L E   O F F E R .  W rite  at  on ce  fo r  details. 

dropping  the  blow-torch.  The  weight 

TH8  LUX  COMPANY
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of  Lash’s  body  bore  him  crashing  to 

Complete  home-study  courses

the  floor. 

a n d  e d u c a ti o n a l b o o k s ,  s l i g h t l y  u s e d . 

S o ld ,  r a n te d ,  e x c h a n g e d .  A ll  sub* 

Raising  himself,  Lash  saw  with  a 

j e c t s .   M o n e y -b a c k   g u a r a n te e .  C ash p a i d   f o r   u s e d   c o u r s e * . 

P u ll 

d e surge  of  hope  that  the  fiend  lay  still, 

t a il *   a n d  I llu s tr a te d   7 2 - p a g e   b a rg a i n   c a t a lo g   F R E E . 

W r it e   to d a y l 

NELSON  CO. 

stunned  by  the  fall. 

He  turned  to 

BOO Sherman,  D sp t  E-227.  Chlcaso

where  the  torch  lay  hissing  its  jet  of 

flame  across  the  floor.  Flinging  him

INDIGESTION

self  on  one  side,  he  backed  up  to  it 

until  the  edge  of  the  searing  flame 

may  affect  the  Heart

G a s   t r a p p e d   in   th e   s to m a c h   o r   g u lle t   m a y   act  ilka  a blasted  against  his bound  wrists.  The  h air-trigger  on  the  heart.  A t  the  first  sign  o f  distress torture  was  indescribable  but  as  he  sm art  m en  and  w om en  depend  on  B ell-ans  Tablets  to set  g a s   f r e e . 

N o   la x a t iv e   b u t   m a d e   o f   th e   fa s t e s t - a c t in g strained  he  felt  the  charring  rope

m e d ic in e s   k n o w n   f o r   a c id   in d ig e s t io n .  I f   th e   F IR S T   DOSE 

 [Turn  page]

d o e s n 't   p r o v e   B e ll-a n s   b e t t e r ,  r e t u r n   b o t t le   t o   us  a n d receive  D O U BLE  Money  Back.  26c  at  ail  drug  stores. 

107













Piles-Fistula  Are 

strands  give—break. 

Rolling  away, 

he  thrust  flame-scalded  hands  into  his 

Dangerous  Companions

pocket,  fished  his knife out,  ripped  his 

Neglected 

ankles  free  and  sprang  up. 

cases  often  lead  to  more  serious 

complications  and  undermine  health.  Write 

Then  feet  were  hammering  on  the 

today  fo r  122-page,  illustrated  book  FR E E —   stairs  beyond  the  locked  door  now. 

telling about  Rectal, Stomach and Colon troubles  Lash  had  not  expected  them  to  pay and  successful,  mild  institutional  treatment.  much  attention  to  the  first  screams. 

A lso  thousands  o f  references  including  some 

from   your  section.  It  may  save  you  needless  They  must  have  heard  the  screams  of delay  and suffering.  McCleary  Clinic,  597  Elms  burning  victims  filter  through  the Blvd.,  Excelsior  Springs,  Mo. 

sound-proofed  doors before.  But now 

someone  had  become  suspicious. 

Stooping,  he  snatched  up  the  still 

hissing  torch  and  ran  to  the  door. 

He  stepped  to  one  side  as  it  opened, 

then  rammed  the  blow-torch  forward. 

Blanco  Ornauer,  gun  in  hand,  a  look 

of  startled  terror  on  his  face,  staggered  back  before  the  blast. 

Then, 

with  an  oath,  his  gun  came  up.  But 

it was  too  late  for  Lash  to  retreat  now. 

O L D   L E G   T R O U B L E

Savagely,  he  lunged  ahead.  A  bul

G u y   to  um  VWco#e  Method  heals  m any  oW 

lag aom  caused by kg congestion,varicot* veins, 

let  jarred  against  the  bone  of  his  left 

swollen legs  and  injuries or  no coat  for T R IA L , 

Describe  vour  trouble  and  get  FREE  BOOK. 

arm. 

The  arm  dropped  limp,  torn 

T .   Q .  V IS C O S E   M E T H O D   C O M P A N Y  

and  twisted  by  racking  pain.  But  his 

140  N .  Dearborn  8 treet.  Chicago,  IIIIboIs

lunge  c a r r i e d   the  spitting  flame 

R e lie v e s   H a y   F e v e r  S y m p to m s   a n d

straight  into  the  albino’s  fear-distorted  face.  The  gun  dropped.  Or

A S T H M A

nauer  flung  his  hands  up  wildly  to 

shield  his  eyes,  fell  back. 

Lash 

P a ro x y s m s   o r  C o s ts   N o th in g   I

ducked,  d r o p p e d   the  blow-torch, 

I  will  oend  any  g u ffa w   a  regular  $1.25  bottle  of  Lano'a  Treat moat snatched  the  dropped  revolver  and 

by  prepaid  mail. 

Ueed  by  thousand*  and  thl*  bottle  doee  unt  coot 

you  a  single  penny  until  you  are  relieved— then  only  $1.25.  I f  not sent  a  bullet  ripping  into  Ornauer’s 

your  report  cancel*  charge. 

W rite  today  stating  which  trouble  you 

bare. 
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LANE, 

288  Lane  Building, 
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Mary*, 

Kansas

chest. 

He  straightened  as  a  door  at  the 

D I C E .   C A R D S . 

head  of  the  stairs  came  open  and  the 

S p e cia ltie s  f o r   M a g icia n s  use.  Inks. 

two  thugs  lurched  down  with  guns 

Sh in ers.  C h eck -C op .  D aub*.  C atalog 

ten   cen ts,  sta m p s  o r   c o in . 

blazing. 

H IL L  BR O S.. B ox   T , Ballda, Colo. 

But  Lash  was  in  his  own  element 

now.  Hand  to  hand  fighting  in  bar

BARTENDING  AT  HOME ricaded  streets, room to room  fighting in  stormed  fortresses,  was  old  stuff  to 

300  C O C K T A IL S   him.  Teeth  grinning  whitely  against AND  HIGHBALLS his  scarred  brown  face,  he  flung  himself  through  a  hail  of  lead  to  the  shel

 AND WHAT HAVE  YOU  ter  of  the  doorway,  crouched,  aimed D R IN K IN G  

BONOS 

W IT H

with  the  deadly  cool  accuracy  of  a 

MUSIC

man  who  knows  that  one  steady  gun 

HUMOROUS  SA V IN G S  A N D   25c
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beats  a  dozen  in  wild,  excited  hands. 
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The  thugs  on  the  stairs  learned  it, 

T h is   n ew   gu id e.  " T H E   P E R F E C T   B A R T E N D IN G  

too.  The  first  as  he  clutched  convul

H O S T   A T   H O M E ”   Is  re a lly   th e  la rg e s t  a u th e n tic  b o o k sively  at  his  belly  and  pitched  foron  b a rten d in g   w h ich   In stru cts  y o u   on  h o w   t o   m ix several  h u n d red   d e lig h tfu l  d r ln k g —c o c k t a ils ,  h ig h ward;  the  second  as,  with  teeth b alls,  rlck ey s,  c o rd ia ls ,  a n d  o th e r  c o n c o c tio n s . 

E very  p erson   fo n d   o f  e n te rta in in g   g u es ts   at  h om e  w ill 6lammed  back  into  his  throat,  he 

find  th is  b o o k   v ery   h a n d y   a n d  p o p u la r   a n d  e x ce lle n t sprawled  backward. 

am usem ent  f o r   hts  frien d s. 

Send  y o u r   q u a rter  n o w   w h ile   o u r  s u p p ly   la sts.  C ash, m on ey  ord er  o r   stam ps.  N o  C. O-  D .’ s. 

THE  BEACON

TAKING a deep breath of the gun- 

smoky  air,  Lash  rose  to  his  feet. 

The  hot  revolver  hung  limply  at  his 

10 East 40th  S t.,  New  fork  City,  New  fork right  side.  It  was  too  late  to  jerk  it 108











up  w h e n   th e   c o o l  v o ic e   b e h in d   h im c o m m a n d e d :

“ All  right,  Lash,  drop  it  and  c lo se  

the door.  Then you can turn. M y   gun 

it  not  aimed  at  you  but  at  the  girl.” 

It  was  those  last  words  that  took 

the  decision  out  of  Lash’s  hands.  He 

let  the  gun  fall,  kicked  the  door  shut, 

Dean a r t is t s

raised  his  hands.  Then  he  turned  and 
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Staring  back  at  him  with  level  eyes, 

Lash  shrugged. 

“ O f  course  I  didn’t  expect  to  meet 

you  here  so  soon,”  he  said,  “ but  a  few  H o w l   90  D A Y S '  T R I A L v . 

things  had  occurred  to  me.” 
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“ Such  as?”  Cottlefield  asked  easily. 
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might  welcome  a  chance  to  wipe  out 

their  identities  and  start  over  again 
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didn’t  really  decide  it  was  you  until 

I  saw  Clovis  go  into  his  ritual.” 

“ How  was  that?”  Cottlefield  asked. 

, 1  ;< j ' . . . 

“ Remember  the  description  you 
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Stomach  Ulcers lifted  hand,  the  intoned  jargon.  It s u g g e s t e d   to   m e   th a t  y o u   h a d   a c t u a lly Due  to  Gastric  Hyperacidity

seen  it  done.” 

Cottlefield  laughed.  “ Splendid,”  he 

H .  H .  B rom ley ,  o f   Shelburne,  V t., 

w r i t e i :  " I   su ffered   fo r   years  w ith 

applauded. 

“ I  knew  you  were  a 

acid -stom a ch   trou ble.  M y  d octors told 

fighter.  Now  I  see  you  have  a  brain, 

I  had  acid  stom a ch   u lcers  and

w ou ld  have  to   d ie t  t h e   rest  o f  

too.  Incidentally  you’ve  done  a  wonlife.  B e fo r e   ta k in g   y ou r  treatm e H

nt 

had  lost  a  lo t  o f   w e ig h t   and  oould  ea t 

derful  job  for  me  tonight.” 

n o th in g   but  s o ft   food s  and  m ilk. 

*  “ By  liquidating  your  assistants?” 

A ft e r   ta k in g   V o n ’ s  T ablets,  I  felt 

p e r f e c t l y   w e ll,  ate  alm ost  a n y th in g  

“ Quite.  I  knew  you  were  good  at 

and  retard  beck  the  weight  I  had  lost."  If  you  suffer  from  Indigestion, gastritis,  heartburn,  bloating  or  any  other  itamaoh  trouble  due  to that. 

It’s  one  reason  I  wanted  to 
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Send  for  FR EE   Samples  of  this  remarkable  treatment  and  details keep  you  interested  in  the  case.” 
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“ Now,  however,”  Lash  said,  “ I’m 
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P o x   B u i l d i n g ,  P h i l a d e l p h i a ,  P a . 

only  in  your  way.  Everybody’s  been 

killed  off  but  your  customers.  You’ve 

SONGWRITERS

sent  them  to  another  hideout.  You’ve 

probably  taken  a  good  cut  of  the  in

Original 

longs 

and 

tong 

poems 

wanted. 

NO 

C H A R G E  

FO R  

M E h O O IE B . 

Monthly  aw ards 

Free  Examination. 

surance  money  and  you’ll  continue  to 

H O L L Y W O O D   R E C O R D I N G  

S T U D I O S  

Dept.  09.  Box  87.  Prease  8ts. 

LOS  ANGELES

bleed  them  indefinitely. 

Now  you 

plan  to  kill  Nancy  and  me  and  make 

 f a r j t   D  m i/ y   C m m k  Prm  f i t s   S a i l  i n  q it  look  like  a  fight  to  the  finish  took 

\    ADVERTISING  BOOK  MATCHES

place  here.” 

F A C T O R Y   C O N N I C T V O M

Open  to  ftleiipaoplfi,  full  or  part  time.  IMMEDIATE 

He  glanced  at  Clovis,  still  lying  un

CASH  PROFITS. 

Experience  unnecewMiry. 

Year 

'round  bustnoea.  AH  bualoeaa  Arms  prospect*.  Amerconscious. 

ican  offera  NEW   I>EB10NS  printed  in  FIV E   and 

BIX  COLORS  of  Ink.  Low  prlcee  for  quality  product, 

“ A  slug  from  my  gun  will  finish 

quick  deliveries  help  (ret  order®.  Profitable  repeats. 

Bale*  kit.  full  Inatmotlona  FREE. 

him  off,  of  course,”  he  continued. 

AMERICAN  MATCH  &  PRINTING  COMPANY

“ But  there’s  a  difficulty,  Cottlefield. 

 4822-42  8.  Trumbull  Ave.,  Dept.  T -3,  Chicago,  III. 

Most  of  your  victims,  I  imagine,  were 

picked  by  Ornauer  because  they  had 

no  relatives  and  friends.  But  Nancy 

I n v e n t o r *   re a d   a n d   p r o fit  b y   fr e e   " I v l d a n o c ”   I   Q   ■    A fo r m   a n d  fr e e   b o o k   ,TP et* n t  p r o t e c t i o n "   11-has  a  friend  who  knew  she  went  to 

lu a tr a tin a   im p o r ta n t  m e c h a n ic a l  p r in c ip le *   e n d   e x p l a i n in g p a te n t  p r o c e d u r e   f u l ly ,  P r o m p tn e t# ,  lo w   f e e t ,  d e fe r r e d pa y m

rr e n ta ,  4 3   y e a r s '^  e x p e r ie n c e .  W rite   Im m e d ia t e ly   fo r Orhauer’s  agency  tonight  to  take  a 

f r e e   c o p y   o f   ou r 

V I C T O B J . t V A N St 4

f iad^ O .'4 0 7 -C   V IC T O U  B L D G .. W A S H ..  D .C . 

job  doubling  for  some  actress.” 

“ W ell?”  Cottlefield  asked. 

“ That 

H A N D - C O L O R E D   In  Oil

will  only  lead  to  Ornauer. 

No  one 

P HOTO  FNLARGEMENT else  knew of my connection  with him. 

B e a u tifu lly  

m ou n ted  

In 

7 x 0  

No,  Lash,  I  don’t  take  chances.  That’s 

w h ite  fra m e  mat.  M a d e  fro m   a n y  

why  I  decided  to  end  this  game  now 

p h o to g r a p h ,  s n a p sh o t  o r   n e g a tive. 

O rig in a l  retu rn ed . 

Send 

and  turn  to  something  else.  I  don’t 

25c and  sta m p — no  o th e r ch a rg es. 

C O L O R G R A P H ,   D e p t .  13 

P L U 8   So S T A M P

overplay  my  hand.”  He  paused  and 

1 7   N .   L e C l a lr e , 

C h i c a g o . 

for  Mailing

the  light  of  egomania  glittered  in  his 

eyes.  “ W ith my  brain,  Lash, and  your 

THE  NEWEST  PICTURE  MAGAZINE

genius  for  action,  we’d  make  a  great 

pair!” 

COLLEGE  HUMOR “Is that an offer?” Lash asked. 

Cottlefield  studied  him  intently. 

“ No.  I  once  hoped  for  something 

like  that,”  he  said.  “ I  never  wanted 

N O W   1 0 c   E V E R Y W H E R E

your  anti-social  complex  cured,  but,” 

he  looked  sadly  at  Nancy,  “this  young 

FUN  O N   THE  C A M P U S   IN

lady  seems  to  have  succeeded  in  spite 

of  me.” 

-EDS

l^ T A N C Y   broke  into  sobs. 

"Oh,  Lash,  it’s  all  my  fault,” 

she wailed.  “ I  should have gone home 

An  All-Picture  Magazine 

like  you  said  instead  of  going  back  to 

Ornauer’s  place.” 

10c  A t  All  Stands

“ Stop  it!”  Lash  silenced  her.  “ If
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you’ll  swear  to  keep  your mouth shut, 

I  may take  Cottlefield up.” 

W ith 

a 

reproving 

smile, 

the 

Flush  Poisons From 

psychiatrist shook  his head. 

“ No  use,  Lash.  Your  bluff  doesn’t 

take  me  in.”  Holding  his  gun  steady, 

Kidneys  and  Stop 

he  began  to  step  sideward,  getting 

both  Nancy  and  Lash  in  a  direct  line. 

Lash  knew  it  was  coming  then, 

Getting Up Nights

knew  that  his  last  resource  had  failed. 

Bracing  himself  for  a  desperate  leap 

Be  Healthier,  Happier —* 

that  would  throw  his  body  to  the  pro

Live  Longer

tection  of  Nancy,  he  suddenly  jerked 

his  eyes  toward  one  of  the  basement’s 

W h en   y o n   can   g e t  f o r   88  cen t*  a  sa fe,  efficient and  h arm less  s tim u la n t  a n d  d iu re tic  th a t  sh ou ld small  blinded  windows. 

flush  fro m   y o u r   k ld n ey a   th e  w a s te   m a tter,  p o is o n s Cottlefield  heard  it,  too— a  gentle 

and  a cid   th a t  a re  n o w   d o in g   y o u   h arm ,  w h y   c o n rapping on the glass pane. He  frowned tin u e  to   brea k   y o u r   re s tfu l  sleep  b y   g e ttin g   u p th ro u g h   th e  n ig h t ? 

as  a  voice  began  to  call:

D o n ’t  b e  a n   E A S T   M A R K   a n d   a e cs p t  •  s u b s ti

“ Daggett, 

Daggett,  are  you  in 

tu te— A »k   f o r   G o ld   M ed al  H aa rlem   O il  Capsule*. 

G E T   G O L D   M E D A L — th e  o r ig in a l— th e  gen u in e. 

there?” 

L o o k   f o r   th e  G o ld   M edal  on   th e  b o x — 85  cen ts. 

“ W ho’s  that?”  Cottlefield  hissed 

O ther  s y m p to m s   o f   w eak  k id n e y s   a n d   Irritated b la d d e r  m a y   b e  b a ck a ch e,  p u ffy   e y es,  s h ift in g under  his  breath. 

pa in s,  b u r n in g   o r   s ca n ty   p a ssa ge.  D o n ’ t   a cce p t  a Lash  thought  fast.  “ It’s  my  taxi 

s u b stitu te. 

driver,”  he  whispered. 

“ I  left  him 

with  his  taxi  over  in  the  park.  I  told 

him  a  man  had  hired  me  to  investi

F

t

T E E T H

gate  a  haunted  house.” 

“ Then  get  rid  of  him!”  Cottlefield 

snarled,  “ or  I ’ll  send  a  bullet  into  that 

girl’s  stomach  this  minute.  Tell  him 

something  to  make  him  leave.” 

Lash  nodded.  “ Darby?”  he  called. 

“ That  you ?” 

“ Yeah,” 

the 

quavering 

voice 

answered.  “ I  got  a  little  worried  and 

when  no  one  answered  my  knock—” 

“ Oh,”  Lash  said,  “ there’s  nobody 

 sf  >*• S O N G   P O E M   W R I T E R S

here  but  me  and  the  ghost.  You  were 

W rits  today  for  fro*  Book I si  out.  ■

right  about  that  ghost  after  all. 

It 

llnt,,r r T f t W f t . o  

I

0 opt. 32, 7806 Reading,  Clnolnn&tl. 0

was  just—” 

It  was  as  far  as  he  got.  The  look 

 Throw  Away f 

of  relief  on  Cottlefield’s  face  changed  RUPTURED  Your  Truss*

to  angry  alarm  as  glass  crashed  and 

 A m a zin g  N o w   Discovery

the  shade  fell  from  its  fastenings.  ______  

W h y  suffer w ith  rupture? Y o u  need never wear

R

H C r - S e e    this  A m az

I E L C   W h y  suffer w ith rupt

W ildly  he  flung  his  gun  about,  but  alyour  truss  againt  You  w ill  be  amaxed  at  the  w onderful ready  the  barrel  of  a  shotgun  was  successful  results.  See  h ow   this  discovery  works.  FREE. 

Positively costs you nothing. N o  obligation. Just fill in and rammed  in. 

_

- MA I L   C O U P O N   T O D A Y ! - - - - - ! 

A  pale,  twitching  face  showed  be '   PNEUMATIC  INSTITUTE CO.,  IN P srk Av., DoptT2. NowYort  , 

- - 

*—   — -a— 

and  wrapper 

Amaxlng  New  D U -  ■

I Send  me  tree  undor  plain  saal  and  wrapper  A mail hind  it.  Then  for an instant the smoky  I  oo

o re

or ry

er  y.”   This  places  me  u n d *   no  obllaatloo  to  buy, blast of an explosion  swallowed  up the  *  Name

I

scene  and  Cottlefield  pitched  back

Address

' T2J

ward,  his  shirtfront  riddled. 

Then  George  Darby was  kicking  his 

 M A K E  M O R E  M O  K E Y

way  inside.  Dropping  to  the  floor,  he 

—

TaUna Orders for The NIMROD Une|

straightened,  gazed  in  horror  at  the 

E a rn  m o r e    a r m y   d a y   In  t h e   r o a r   r e p r e s e n t in g   o l d   e s t a b l is h e d   fir m   w i t h   a   c o m p le t e bullet-filled,  gasping  shape  of  Cottleli n e   o f   f a s t   s e l l i n g   n e c e s s i t i e s :  S h ir t s   o f   a ll k ln d a .  T i e s ,  U n d e r w e a r .  H o s ie r y .  R a in c o a t s , field. 

S w e a te r s , 

P a n ts , 

B e l t s , 

B r e a c h e s , 

S h o e s , 

E n s e m b le s ,  S p o r t   C o a ts ,  U n if o r m s .  Summer S u i ts ,  e t c .  E v e r y   it e m   g u a r a n t e e d .  E x p e r i

“ Gosh!”  he  moaned,  his  lips  twitche n c e   u n n e c e s s a r y . 

W rite   q uick   for  F R R C   S A L E S   C Q U IR M S N T  

ing,  his  watery  eyes  rolling,  “ Gosh,  I

N IM R O D   C O M P A N Y

4 9 2 2 -J  Lincoln  A v e . 

Chicago,  Ilia

 [Turn  page]
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k ille d   h im . 

I   g o t   e x c it e d   a n d   le t   b o th  

b a r r e ls    off  at  o n c e — ” 

Lash  dropped  down  beside  Cottle- 

field,  raised  his-  head.  The  psychiatrist’s 

dying 

eyes 

rolled, 

blood 

trickled  from his mouth. 

“ You  win,  Daggett,”  he  gasped.  “ I 

knew— I  was  no  match  for  you—in  a 

fight  .  .  .  But  I  never—thought  you’d 

outwit  me  .  .  .”  It  ended  in  a  rattle. 

His  head  fell  limp. 

Lash  stood  up.  Long  strides  carried  him  to  Nancy’s  side.  His  injured arm  was  a  torment  of  pain,  but  he 

managed  to  shuck  off  his  coat,  cover 

I m x f l n *   —  a n y   p ic tu r e

a n a p a h o t  y ou  

M n a c i a a r l y  r e p r o d u c e

* d  t

o __

n  _

e _

x _

q ___

u i ___

s i t ___

e  o _

n y x -

Low  Whotooale  Prlco

her  and  draw  her  gently  to  him. 

Ilk *   ring:!  P ic tu r e   k*«t>s  c l e a r   a n d   ah arp fo r   y e a r s   a nd  y e a r s   a n d  w it h s ta n d s   r u b b in g ,  w a s h in g   a I n U

d   w *

e «

a r — u n h a rm e d   b y 

Darby,  shaking  all  over,  was  still 

s t a r . 

,  w e a _

t _

h_ 

e r

r

—w i l l   n o t 

t _

t _

a _

r__

n _

i _

s _

h .  T h in k  

o f   Joy  y o u 'l l   gret  fr o m   w e e rln j

O nly  48/

ar 

g b e a u tl- 

goggling  at  the  body  of  Cottlefield. 

fu l 

PICTURE  R IN G   w ith   like

k n

e  

n e a s   o f  

y o u r   lo v e d   o n e   r e p r o d u c e d   a*

a  be a u tifu l 

Plotura H*Bd Pslirtud  In 

s e t t in g .  M A KK  M O N IY :  W e  ih o w   y ou  

“ Should  I  have  done  it,  Daggett?” 

h o w   to  e a rn   m o n e y   s h o w i n g   s a m p le   r in g LlfMIkn  M a r t— lOo Extra

a n d  

ta k in g  

o r d e r s  

fr o m  

fr ie n d s   a n a

he  gulped.  “ I  didn’t  know,  but  when 

n e i g h b o r s   w h o   wb

a n ‘ 

t  o n e   ...... 

lik ..... 

e   It,  'Q U IC K

—e e' n

d  

* p h o t o   w it h   _

a_

t_

r i_p   Of  p a p e r   t r im m e d   s o   e n d s   m e e t  a ro u n d   fin g e r f o r   s i z e .  P ay

.    p o e tm a n   o n ly   4 8 c   p lu s   fe w   c e n ts   p o s t a g e .  P h o to   r e tu r n e d you  said  I  had  been  right  about  the 

w ith   r in g   u n h

n a rm e d .  M o n e y   b ack   g u a r a n te e ,.  C a n a dia n   o r d e r s   p le a se enclose*  4 8 c .  O R D E R   N O W . 

ghosts,  I  guessed—  And  well,  when 

P IC T U R 1  

RINQ 

C O ., 

D ep t. 

C - 2 6 , 

S u t le r  

B ld g ., 

C in c in n a t i, 

O h io

I saw him with the gun,  I  let go.  What 

S O N Q   P O E M S   W A N T E D

you  said  about me  tonight  stuck  in my 

T O   B E   S E T   T O   M U S IC  

craw,  Daggett.  I  decided  I’d  been  a 

Fra*  Examination.  Sand  Your  Poomi  to 

 J .   C H A 8 .  M c N E I L ,  M A S T E R   O F   M U S IC  

coward  long  enough.” 

S 1 0 -T F   S o .  A le x a n d r ia  

L o s   A n f e l e o ,  C a lif. 

Lash  laughed  grimly.  “ Don’t worry, 

Darby,  you’re  a  hero  now.  You  just 

MUSIC

killed  the  Sacrificer.” 

“ The 

Sacrificer!” 

Darby’s 

jaw 

 m

L E S S O N S .   *   ‘

dropped.  “ A  hero?  M e?”  His  face 

£ ARM INGS.  $.  SUCCESS.  $.  R O M AN CE!  Laarn  In  your ima.  Course*:  Plano  Voloo,  Accordion,  Saxophono,  Manresumed  its  habitual  expression  of dolin.  Tenor  Banjo  Clarinet,  Organ,  Cornet,  G uitar.  Check urs

eeun e.  Surprisingly  low  coet, 

Ea«y  terms. 

F R E E   cata-

alarm. 

“ You  mean  cameras,  reportlogue.  If  Juvenile,  parent’ s  signature  mutt  accompany  Inquiry.  W rite  D ept  123-N.  1525  East  53rd  St..  Chicago,  III. 

ers? 

Gosh!  I’ll  have  to  lock  my 

N A T I O N A L   A C A D E M Y   O F   M U S I C

doors  sure  enough  now !” 

Smiling,  Lash  turned  and  began  unfastening  Nancy’s  bonds. 

Follow  the  Exploits  of  D O C   S T R A N G E,  

“ Yes,”  he  said,  "and  I’m  mighty 

glad  to  have  you  here  to  share  the  re

America's  Favorite  Comics 

sponsibility,  Darby.” 

He  sighed. 

“ My  brother,  Sam,  will  be  making 

Character,  in

cracks  about  my  loose  gunplay again.” 

F E A T U R E D   N E X T   I S S U E

MURDER BEACH

A   Gripping  Complete  Novelet 

of Werewolf  Mystery

A   BIG  DIME'S  W O R TH ! 

By  W ARD  HAW KINS

 N ow  On  S a le  A t  A ll  Stands
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M YST ER Y -S C O P ES

 ( Concluded  from  page  13) 

was  getting  on  my  nerves  and  I  couldn’ t 

sleep— so  we  had  to  m ove.” 

Recently,  Mrs.  Byrd  related  how  Surles 

woke  them  up  at  night,  knocking  on  the 

door.  “ W e  could  see  him  just  as  plain  as 

daylight  and  he  kept  com ing  back  every 

night.” 

Another  fam ily,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A lonzo 

W illiam s,  m oved  into  the  place  a  short 

time  ago. 

The  same  thing  happened,  so 

they  told  C olonel  O.  P.  Shell. 

Surles 

came  back  to  haunt  the  place  and  now  the 

W illiam s  fam ily  has  pulled  up  and  gone. 

Yes, 

“ there 

are 

stranger 

things 

in 

heaven  and  earth”   than  philosophy  would 

indicate! 

Q U ES T IO N S   A N D   A N S W ER S

Dear  Chakra:

I  frequently  dream  o f  standing  on  a 

mountain 

overlook in g  palm  trees 

and 

water  and  see  an  old  man  in  ancient  garb 

reading  a  scroll  b efore  an  altar. 

W hat 

does  this  portend? 

Arthur  Lance. 

D e a r   Mr.  L a n c e :   T h a t   e it h e r   t h r o u g h   h e r i t a g e   o r   r e i n c a r n a t i o n   y o u   w e r e   a s s o c ia t e d w it h   l a w   e n f o r c e m e n t   an d  t h a t   y o u   w o u l d s u c c e e d   In  th e  p r o f e s s i o n   o f   la w . 

T h is   Is  a 

ASTHMATREATMENT mailed on 

Free  Trial. 

I f   satisfied 

sen d  $ 1 ;  If  n ot,  lt ’ B  Free.  

W r it e   m e  f o r   y o u r   treat- 

c o m m o n   d r e a m   o f   t h o s e   w h o   h a v e   b e e n   g r e a t  

'  m en t  to d a y . 

l a w y e r s ,   o r   s h o u ld   be. 

I f   y o u   c a n 't   be  a  l a w 

W. K. STERLINE. 830 Ohio Ave..  Sidney, Ohio

yer,  t r y   the  p o l i c e   f o r c e . 

Dear  Chakra:

I  live  near  New  Y ork.  Can  you  tell  me 

o f  anyone  in  New  Y ork   who  has  some 

DOTIRED MUSCLES 

authentic  spirit  photographs? 

John  Seldor. 

TORTURE YOU? 

D e a r   Mr.  S e l d o r :   W r i t e   to  Dr.  H e r e w a r d C a r r i n g t o n ,   45  G r o v e   St.,  N e w   Y o r k   C ity ,  or 

“ WASH  AWAY”   Pain  and  Soreness  QUICKLY! 

H a r r y   V l l l i e r s ,   147  W e s t   75th  St.,  N e w   Y o r k City. 

B o t h   m en  h a v e   e x c e l l e n t   c o l l e c t i o n s W hy  drag  slang  " h a lf  a llr e "  after  a  hard  day’ s  workT  Perk  upl an d  th e y   m a y   let  y o u   see  th em . 

Feel  fresh!  Let  the  secret  formula  of  Andy  Lotshaw.  famous  athletic trainer  of  the  Chicago  Cube  and  Chlcaao  B ea n ,  bring  new  pleasures Dear  Chakra:

Into  YOUR  Ufa!  Message  your  tired,  aching  arms.  back.  le ft,  feet W hat  is  the  best  way  to  rem ove  the 

with  A N D Y   LOTSHAW   A ll-Purpose  B O D Y  BUB  for  quick  relief! 

Soothing  d ie   friable  you  to  wort  your  dug ere  deep  down  to  Deinful cause  o f  a  haunted  house? 

ereea,  easing  muscular  discomfort  due  to  wort  or  exercise,  speeding rlroulstlon  that  carries  away  pain-causing  fatigue  a d d s  faster, A lice  Beacon. 

in   15  minutes  you  feel  like  a  new  person I  D on 't  suffer  another  day D e a r   Miss  B e a c o n :  

R e m o v e   a n y   m e t a l  su c h

from  tired,  aching  muscles I  Act  at  once  to  get  A N D T   LOTSHAW  

as  Iron  beds,  c a n d l e s t i c k s ,   d o o r   k n o c k e r s   and A ll-Purpose  BODY  BUB. 

Mall  a  dolltr  bill  (J1.00)  for  large 

Irons,  e tc .— th en  r e p a in t  th e  h o u s e   a f t e r   a bottle  direct  to  Andy. 

Address  hbn  A N D Y   L O T 8 H A W .  D e p t  K ., 

230  N.  M IC H IG A N   A V E .,  C H IC A G O .  Money  back  If  not  satisfied! 

t h o r o u g h  

w a s h i n g  

and 

f u m i g a t i o n . 

T h is  

w o r k s   In  p r a c t i c a l l y   e v e r y   c ase . 

Old  m e tal 

a t t r a c t s   p s y c h i c   v ib r a t io n s . 

Dear  Chakra:

O R IG IN A L

POEMS

I  have  heard  about  a  method,  I  think  it  WANTED SONG

is  Y ogi,  o f  inducing  sleep  by  opening  and 

any  aubjact.  Don’ t  delay—m o d  

us  your  poem  at  once  (or  offer 

shutting  the  eyes. 

W hat  is  this  m ystic 

and  F R E E   R frjn)iog  Dictionary. 

method? 

R I C H A R D   B R O S . .   74  W o o d s   B u i l d i n g ,   C h i c a g o ,   H L

T ilfo rd   M cB ride. 

D e a r   Mr.  M c B r i d e :  

R e c l i n e   first  o n   le f t

side  f o r   five  m i n u t e s   and  then  on  y o u r   righ t. 

FALSE 

F i x   y o u r   g a z e   or,  s o m e   dim   o b j e c t   In  the r o o m  

In h a le   d e e p l y   and  sh u t  y o u r   eyes. 

As 

y o u   e x ha le ,  o p e n   y o u r   e y e s   an d  l o o k   a t   the TEETH

o b j e c t . 

R e p e a t   th is  13  t i m e s   and  y o u   s h o u ld be  as le ep. 

I f   not,  r e p e a t  it  and  k e e p   y o u r  

e y e s   sh u t  e v e r y   o t h e r   e x h a la t io n . 

T h is   Is  an 

AS LOW AS  $7.95

old  H in d u   m e th o d . 

P er P iste.  Dental plates  ere 

C H A K R A . 

made  In oa r  ow n  laboratory 

from   you r personal  tmpres-

____ _____________ ______________starts]  GUARANTEED o r PU RC H A SE

P B 1C E   R E F U N D E D .  W e take  this  risk on  ou r 6 0 -D ay Trial  O ffer. 

MYSTERY-SCOPES 

Do  Not Send Amt Monet  and catalog of our LOW PRICES. 

Appears  in  Every  Issue  of 

DON’T   P U T   IT   O F F  —   W rit*  us  today I

B R I G H T O N - T H O M A S  

DENTAL  LABORATORY 

(IN C .)

THRILLING  MYSTERY

D E P T .  618 

6217  8 .  H A L 8 T E D   S T R E E T .   C H I C A G O .  I L L . 
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1   Ann  doesn’t  cry  easily— but  that  night  I  

found her in  tears!  " I   can’t help it,”   she sobbed. 

“ All  the  things  we  were  going  to  do— buy  a 

car,  build  a  home— remember?  And  here  we 

are— married  three  years,  and just  barely  making  ends  meet!  I  thought  our  dreams  might come  true—but  it’s  no  use.”   I  made  up  my 

mind  right  then  to  “ have  it  out”   with  the  boss. 

2  “ Look  here!”   he  said.  “ I 

3  When  I  learned  the  boss 

4  I ’ m  happy,  and  A n n ’ s 

can’t   p a y   you  more  unless 

was  a  former  I.C.S.  student, 

happy,  and  I  guess  the  boss 

y o u ’ re   w o r t h   m o re !  A nd 

I  signed  up   q u ic k !   And  what 

is  happy.  (At  least  I ’ve  had 

frankly,  John,  you  lack  the 

a  difference  it  made  in  my 

two  “ raises”   in  the  last  year!) 

 tra in in g   a  bigger  jo b   needs. 

work!  I ’d  never  realized  until 

A nd  h ere’s  the  v e ry   sam e 

E ver hear o f  the International 

then  how   little   I  knew  about 

coupon  that  I  mailed,  staring 

C o rre sp o n d e n ce   S c h o o ls ? ” 

the  business. 

 y o u   in  the  face! 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS

C C L E B R A T C   5 0   Y E A R S   O F   S E R V I C E   T O   A M B I T I O U S   A M E R I C A N S

BOX  39&6-S,  SCRANTON,  HENNA. 

Without  cost  or  obligation,  please  send  me  a  copy  o f   your  booklet,  “ W h o  W ins  and Why,”  and  full  particulars  about  the  course   b e f o r e   which  I  have  marked  X : T E C H N I C A L   A N D   I N D U S T R I A L   C O U R S E S

)  Agriculture 

□   A ir  Brake 

D Cotton  M anufacturing

)  M fg .  o f  Pul^  and  Paper 

□   R .  R .  Section  Foreman

)  Airr  Con

onditioning 

U   M arine  Engine*

□   R-  R .  Signalm en's 

G   Refrigeration

J  Architectural  Drafting

8 Difeel  Engines

rE  lectr•

ica•

l - 

D ra -

fting 

□   M echanical  Drafting

□   8anitary  Engineering 

□   A r c h ite c tu r e

Electrioal  Engineering 

□   M echanical  Engineering

0  Sheet  M e ta l  W ork

□   A u to  Engine  T u ne-up

□   Electrio  Lighting 

0   Steam   Electrio 

0   S te a m   Engine*

□   Auto  Technician

D   Fire  Boeaes

8 Mine  Foreman 

N avigation  

□   Steam   Fitting

)  Aviation 

□   Boilerm aking

]  Patternmaking

□   Structural  Drafting

□   Bridge  Engineering

8 Foundry  Work

Fruit  Orowing 

□   H eating

□   Pharm acy 

0   Plum hing 

□   Building  Estim ating 

D   Poultry  Farming 

8 Structural  Engineering 

Surveying  and  M apping 

U   Chemistry

Bileat  Treatment of  Metala 

H ighway  Engineering

0   Practical  Telephony

O  Telegraph  Engineering 

□   Civil  Engineering

O  T e xtile  Designing 

BCoal Mining 

B House  Planning

L ocom otive  Engineer 

8 Public  Works  Engineering 

Radio,  General 

0   Toolm aking

Concrete  Ei

0   M achinist

O   Radio  Operating 

O   W eldin g.  Electrio  and  Gag   )

□   Contracting  and  Building

□   M an agem ent  of  Inventions

0   Radio  Servicing

O   W oolen   M an ufactu ring 

 ,, 

B U S IN E S S   C 0 U R 8 E S  

□   A c c o u n t in g  

0   A d v e r t is in g

D   College  Preparatory 

□   Foremanahip

B Bookkeeping

□   Commercial 

□   Frenob 

□  G rade  School

g Railway Postal Clerk 

Salesmanahip 

Buflinee*  Correspondence 

□   Coet  Accounting 

□   High  School 

□   Illustrating

Secretarial 

□   Business  M anagem ent 

O   C .  P.  Accounting 

□   Lettering  8h ow   Carda

0  8ign   le tte r in g  

□   Spanish

□   Cartooning 

O   Civil  8ervioe

0   First  Year  College 

0   M an aging  M en   at  W o rk

0   Traffic  M an agem en t

H O M E   E C O N O M IC S   C O U R S E S

O   Advanced  D r e es m aking 

O   H om e  Drees making

0  T e a   R o om   and  Cafeteria 

O   Foods  and  Cookery 

Q   Professional  D ressm aking  and  Designing

M an agem en t,  Catering

 Name.*

 .A g e ------------  ^Address ___

 City....**........................r.........................................  State. .................................  Present  Position.................................. *............. . 

 Canadian  residents  tend  coupon  to  International  Correspondence  School*  Canadian,  Limited,  Montreal,  Canada British  residents  send  eoupon  to  /.  0.  8.,  71  Kinpstoap,  London,  W.  C.  t,  England









N O  

O B L I G A T I O N .  

S E N D   N O   M O N E Y . 

T r y

Royal  for  10  full  days  In  your 

home  without  risk.  See  for  yourself  the  neat,  perfect  work  tt does.  Decide  without  salesman'* 

pressure— without  hurry. 

10  DAY  TRIAL

S E E   B E F O R E   Y O U

B U Y   —   T o s t , 

I n s p e c t , 

EXTRA  VALUE! 

Compare.  Tala  Royal  is  shipped 

AMERICA'S  No.  1  to  you  on  its  merit  alone.  It 

must  sell  itself— must  convince 

you  of  its  tremendous  value. 

R O L L - A - W A Y   SECRETARIAL

TYPEWRITER  VA1UE! 2  YEAR  GUARANTEE

TYPEWRITER  STAND

Our  2  yr  guarantee  is  your  a s

 R o y a l— th e  

 k in g  

 o f  

 all 

 t y p e w r i t e r s  l

surance  of  satisfaction.  You  must 



A 

 Ur  *nti*Ard  that this  is the biggest 

heavy  duty  office  typewriter  recognized  as  a  leader r alue  ever  offered  in   a  typewriter. 

tile  world  over. 

Think  of  this  value! 

Famous 

Royal  No.  10  completely  rebuilt  with  late  improved 

features— Your*  at  les*  than  I  3  m frv  orig.  price. 

Ha*  all  standard  equipment— 84  characters,  key 

EASIEST  TERMS 

board,  two  color  ribbon,  hack-spacer,  autom atic  reverse.  etc. 

A  perfect  all  purpose  typewriter;  stand- 

hard  long  service.  Can  be  use  I  for  correspondence, ONLY  60c  A  WEEK! 

card  writing,  label  writing,  b illin g ,  statement  work, etc 

Remember  there  1*  no  r is k ’ 

You  see 

ore 

you  buy. 

Fully  Guaranteed  and  hacked  by  30  ye  r* 

O N L Y  

6 0 c  

A  

W E E K

of  Fair  Dealing. 

soon  pays  for  your  typewriter  at 

1 4 "   M O D E L S —   N O   E X T R A   C H A R G E ! 

this  low  price. 

Use  machine  as 

S pecial! 

Contains  all  m odem   Improvements  same 

you  pay  for  It. 

Only  $2.50  a 

as  m achine  shown,  but  is  equipped  with  14”  ear 

iit<jit11  —  less  than  the  cost  of 

rlage. 

Takes  paper  14  Inches  wide  and  has  a  12 

tenting 

a 

typewriter. 

Order 

Inch  w riting  line.  The  m achine  you  need  for  reports, your  Royal  n o w ! 

large  form s,  billing,  etc. 

Yours  at 

M   —   m  —  — 

No  Extra  Cost  w h’ le  they  last! 

 A c c e p t  this  otter  n o w — l i m

IN T E R N A T IO N A L   T Y P E W R IT E R   E X C H A N G E  

Dept.  588.  231  W .  Monroe  S t..  C hicago.  111. 

ited  quantity  and  no  more  when 

F o r   th ose  w h o   have  no t y p e w r i t they're  gone. 

Send  no  money 

Try 

Send  R oyal  No.  10  (F .O .II.  C hicago!  for  10 

er  stand  or  handy  place  to   use  a 

m achine  for  10  days— Pay  on  r a c idays'  trial 

If  I  keep  it.  1  will  pay  $2.50  per 

machine,  I  ma ke  this  special  o f est  terms.  2  yr.  Guarantee Avoid 

month  until  easy  term  price.  $35.85.  is  paid. 

If  

not 

atisfled.  1  can  return  it  express  collect. 

fer. 

T h is  attractive  stand  that 

disappointment— Mall  Now

o r d in a r ily   sells  fo r   $4.8,5  can  be 

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  

8 10" Carriage  □   14" Carriage  (No extra charge) y o u r s  fo r   only   $2.00  extra  ndded 

Check 

for 

typewriter 

stard 

($?.00 

extra). 

Stand  sent  on  receipt  of  first  payment  on  RoyaL 

to  y o u r   ac cou nt. 

 Quality  built.  

T Y P E W R I T E R  

E X C H A N G E  

C A U T I O N   —

F O R   Q U IC K   S H I P M E N T  

 N ote  all  its  convenient  features. 

231  W .  Monro*  S t.,  C hicago,  III.  

G I V E   O C C U P A T I O N   A N D   R E F E R E N C E

(See  Cou pon )

(D ept.  588)

N am e..............................................................   A g e ... 

C P F C  

A  complete  home  study

•

Typewritten  signatures  not  acceptable

■ 

course  of  Famous 

Van

 O v e r 

2 0 0 .0 0 0  

 Satisfied 

 C us

Zandt  Touch  Typln*  system. 

Learn  to 

type  quickly  and  easily. 

 tom ers  A ll  O v e r   the  W o rld

I  Address

C ity ....................................................  State. 

J











I MADE A  START U N C

D I S C O V E R Y ! 

 A N D  N O W ? 

W E L L ,  I  L I V E   I N   A   $ 2 5 , 0 0 0   H O M E ,   D R I V E   A   B E A U T I F U L  

C A D I L L A C   L I M O U S I N E ,   H A V E   M O N E Y   I N   T H E   B A N K , YOU,  TOO,  CAN 

A N D   H A V E   W O N   I N T E R N A T I O N A L   F A M E  A N D   F O R T U N E . 

HAVE  ALL THESE 

THINGS  &  MORE 

READ  WHAT  THOSE  WHO  USE 

IF  YOU  USE  THE 

THIS  POWER  EVERY  DAY,  SAY.. 

POWER  I  USE -  - ! 

O

D EBTS   P A ID .  BU S IN ES S   IN C R E A S E S .  H E A L T H   IM P R O V E S  

©

W O R L D -F A M O U S   P H Y S IC IA N   W R ITES:

“ M y   heolth  ho*  im p ro v e d   v e ry   m u c h .  M y   b u t m e t t .  w h ic h   wo* 

“ Y o u r  concep tion   of  truth  w h ic h   n ot  o n ly   con  m o k e ,  but  w ill o lm o tt  g o n e ,  ho*  t h o w n   o  tle o d y   in c re o te .  a n d   the  debt*  are m ake  the  w o rld   free,  it  the  g re o te tt  fla s h ligh t  of  lib e rty  I  h o v e g e tting  p a id   fa tte r  th a n   I  e ve r  d re a m e d   p o « t» b le .“

e ver  re a d ."   Signed— D r.  M .  R o te ,  M .D ..  C M .   N .D .  F o rm e r  A s s t. 

S urgeon  to  Q u e e n   V icto rio . 

M IL L IO N A I R E   C O T T O N   IM P O R T E R   W R ITES 

o “No word* of mine can adequately exprett the gloriou* thrill  © TOMMY  BURNS. 

it  g a v e   m e.  I  ta t  up  till  one  o'clock  thi*  m o rn in g   re o d in g   it.  The E X -H E A V Y  W E IG H T   C H A M P I O N   O F   TH E   W O R L D   W R ITES : th o u g h t  of  b e in g   a b le   to  a c tu a lly   talk  w ith   G o d   fa irly   took  m y  

“ Th e   m ig h ty   G o d -P o w e r   of  the  u n iv e rs e   is  w o r k in g   w o n d e rs breoth  a w a y ,  a t   y o u   ta id   it  w o u ld   It  it  im p o t tib le   in  o  letter for  m e.  I  h o pe   to  h o v e   a n o th e r  w o r ld 's   c h a m p io n   In  tim e . 

to  t h o w   m y   a p p re c ia tio n .“   Signed— G .  P.  Btrley I'll  h a ve   the  P o w e r  of  the  u n iv e rs e   b e h in d   m e ." 

W H A T   W AS  THE  STARTLING  DISCOVERY  I  MADE? 

Well,  I discovered  that  the  whole  human  race  can  draw  freely  upon the  invisible  Power  which  is  God,  and,  drawing  freely  upon that  Power,  find  thot  it  responds  in  an  almost  miraculous  manner,  bringing  to  all,  whatever  things  they  need  to  make  their  live* 

abundantly happy and prosperous  here and now. I discovered thot there ore absolutely no limitations to the a mo zing Power of God. 

A B S O L U T E L Y   F R E E   T O   Y O U

I  HAVE W R IT TE N   M Y  D R A M A TIC   STORY 

IN  TW O   BOOKLETS.  THESE  BOOKLETS 

ARE  FREE  TO   ALL  W H O   ASK  FOR  THEM . 

SIMPLY  FILL  IN  TH E  FORM  T O   TH E 

N o m e . 

RIGHT,  SIGNING  YOUR  NAM E  A N D   A D 

DRESS  P LAIN LY,  AN D   YOUR  REQUEST 

Address.............................................................................. 

W ILL  BE  HONORED  A T   ONCE.  REMEM

BER  —   THERE  IS  A B S O L U T E L Y   N O  

City 

............................................Stote........................... 

CHARGE  FOR  THESE  T W O   BOOKLETS 

 Mail  this  coupon,  properly  filled  out,  to 

NOR  IS  A N Y   OTHER  O BLIG ATION   IN 

 Dr.   Frank  B.  Robinson,  Dept.  416.  Moscow,  Idaho CURRED  BY  SENDING  FOR  T H E M , 

i 

The  sooner  you  tend  the  coupon 

T H IN K   YOU  W ILL  AGREE  W IT H   M l 

the  sooner  you  receive  the  booklets. 

T H A T   TH IS   IS  TH E  GREATEST  DISCOV- 

Copyright  1940  Psychiono  Inc. 

IR Y   M A N   HAS  EVER  MADE. 
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