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Death:

Madness

The madness first struck at sea!
As if at a signal, young and old
initiated the wild bacchanal of
self-destruction! Never
before had a criminal of
such horrible, death-deal-
ing genius preyed upon
the American people.
Never before did Richard
Wentworth, who was in
secretthe dread SPIDER,
combat a foeman of more
deadly power. And while
the SPIDER lay gravely
wounded, his beloved
Nita went forth alone to
baitle for her sweetheart
as only a

brave woman
can do!




Feature-Length
SPIDER Novel

By Grant
Stockbridge

CHAPTER ONE
Priestess of Death

a- CLAMMY fungus of a moon had

fastened itself upon the horizon

and swelled there, feeding. Its
light played across, the boat-deck of the
Plutonic with a heavy, sweet whiteness.
The couples that strolled there moved
slowly, voices muted. Wentworth felt a
sharp, anxious restlessness as he planted
himself grimly by the rail, nailing his
feet to the deck to still the clamor of his
mind.

Nita van Sloan, her slim, round arms
leaning on the rail, watched him anx-
iously. “What is it, Dick?” she asked
softly. ‘“Ever since last night, when you
saw that Egyptian. . . .”

Anubis
brought a
wild suicide
mania‘ to
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“Damn the Egyptian!” Wentworth
made his voice deliberately harsh. “Damn
the Egyptian. It’s not that, but there’s
something — something evil — hovering
over this boat.”

“But it began last night!”

“Yes.” Wentworth spoke the words
slowly through stiff lips. “It began last
night!”

They stood there by the rail with the
pale, mooni-coated sea murmuring past the
steel sides of the liner. About them, lovers
murmured in the shadows ; from the prom-
enade deck below, the strains of a Vien-
nese walte by Richard Strauss strummed
out inte the moon-laden night.

There was soft laughter and the wash
of the swelling sea. Evil seemed far away,
yet Nita did not scoff at the fears shown in
every line of Wentworth’s erect stiff
braced body. For secretly, he was more
than the wealthy sportsman and dilettante
of the arts that he seemed. His other life
was furtive and death-ridden, a hidden,
stealthy thing of the nights—and the Un-
derworld. He was a lone wolf of justice
and champion of oppressed humanity, its
shield and buckler against the criminal
jackals that preyed upon it. He was the
Spider!

And the Spider did not speak lightly of
evil. He was too gentle, too tender a 1over,
to blot the glamorous night with useless
vaporings. He was too courageous to take
fright from vague nothings. But through
years of ceaseless struggle and hourly
danger—not alone from the Underworld
but also from the police who considered
his brand-marked executions of criminals
only murder—he had developed an un-
canny feeling like the sixth sense ¢f bats.
Flying in the dark, scarcely seeing, the
convoluted facial feelers of a bat received,
apparently, an impact of air waves which
forewarned the animal of obstacles in its
path. So something—thought waves?—
warned the Spider of danger,

“If only I could discover seme reason
for all this,” Wentworth muttered. “I
might ... .”

Nita’s white hand touched the sleeve of
his drill dress jacket and he ceased speak-
ing, turned toward her in the shadows,
eyes questioning. She shook her head and
dimly he heard the approaching mutter of
voices—a man’s, excited, sharp expostula-
tions; a woman’s soft, slurred, somehow
... mocking!

Nita whispered.
woman!”

“It’s that Egyptian

NTWORTH’S forearm hardened
beneath Nita’s hand; he drew her
close, an arm tenderly about her shoulders.
His mind was blazing with thoughts that

“ran like quick, liquid flame. It had started

last night, this restlessness that presaged
to him one of those visitations of hell
upon earth which great criminals peri-
odically brought. It began last night when
the entertainment committee had decided
upon an amateur night. Wentworth had
improvised upon his priceless Stradiarius
—which was never far from him—and his
fingers rebelliously had tripped out harsh
and disturbing music from the violin, soul-
embittered stuff that laid a hush upon his
audience—a silence as different. from the
customary, polite attention as death is dif-
ferent from sleep. In the quiet that had
gripped the passengers after his last, al-
most dissonant chord, his eyes had strayed,
toward Nita as always, and had met—
those of the Egyptienne!

For a full, long second—as long as the
waiting silence of the audience—their eyes
had held and the dark, velvet-soft gaze of
the woman had hardened with points like
steel and then had glowed with an internal
flame that was lambent and lovely and,
somehow, starkly cruel. Then a burst of
applause, simultaneous, overwhelming as
nearby thunder, crashed out. Men stood
and clapped their hands; women’s hand-
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kerchiefs and fans waved high in the air.
Wentworth bowed somberly, feeling still
the impact of the woman’s gaze, and refus-
ing an encore, returned to Nita’s side.

“That woman, the Egyptienne Neph-
tasu, tried to hypnotize me,” he said
harshly, “and dammned near succeeded !’

The Egyptienne’s uncle, Jamid Bey, had
been called on by the committee to dis-
play the powers of hypnotism he had dis-
cussed at the captain’s table several nights
before. He had been graceful about re-
fusal, but quite firm. Now, however, he
rose from the audience, tall, built with the
strongness and the prideful carriage of a
lion, and turned his dark hawk’s face to-
ward Wentworth.

“Thank you, sir,” he had said with that
resonant, quiet voice of his, black hair
like a crown on his head, “for a very genu-
ine moment of emotion. May I ask the
name of the thing you played? It is very
like—like something out of the past of my
country.”

Wentworth had arisen and bowed
quietly, with the dignity that clothed him
always. “You have a good ear,” he re-
turned gravely. “Itis a little improvisation
of my own, quite impromptu, upon a
temple chant out of Egypt. It has .
echoes.” His eyes grew shrewd then. He
had been curious about this man, con-
scious of his magnetic power and his pro-
tentialities, whether for evil or good it was
hard to say. “Won’t you give us a demon-
stration, sir, of your undoubtedly remark-
able hypnotic powers? I, for one, am very
anxious, and. . . .” The wave of his hand

-brought a splatter of applause that swelled
and grew.

Jamid Bey perceptibly hesitated, then
shrugged and made his way slowly to the
platform. His departure had revealed his
ward, as she styled herself, in the next

seat, and Wentworth'’s puzzled, quick eyes .

swept her. She was superbly dressed in

what would have made another woman -

only conspicuous—a gown of sequins
which, rising high in a point in front,
looped about her exquisite throat and left
the rounded symmetry of her shoulders
and back completely bare. ‘The gown. was
dark, sea-green, and the towering dark
flame of her hair and the golden quality of
her skin, it clothed her in splendor. As he
glanced at her, the woman’s head turned
slowly and her mouth, too long and slim
for absolute beauty, had moved lazily in an
enigmatic smile. Her eyes, Wentworth
saw, were not black as he had thought, but
green.

Jamid Bey’s demonstration was ordi-
nary, disappointing. Wentworth caught
throughout it a sense of mockery in the
man, convincing proof that he was de-
liberately minimizing his ability. And with
wonder as to why he should do such a
thing had come that sense of impending
evil Wentworth had felt too often to
ignore—the warning of the Spider!

THESE thoughts flicked through his
mind as he stood by the rail in the
moonlight, simulating with Nita the ten-
der tryst of lovers while the mutter of the
approaching voices, whose temper was
already clear, became distinct words.

“. .. but I love you, 'Tasu!” the man
cried. “You gave me hope. You can’t
deny that. .. ?”

The woman’s voice was almost lazy,
quietly amused, the accent subtle, an inde-
finable slurring of words that gave her an
aura, like the scent of temple jasmine, of
the East. “I do deny it!”

“But your eyes, "Tasu! Your eyes gave
me hope! I swear it...!”

Wentworth moved his head impatiently
and Nita breathed words against his face.
“She has encouraged him, no question of
that. It’s that youngster with the quaint
eyes. ...”

Wentworth’s arm on her shoulders
silenced her.

“. .. a very ridiculous boy,” Nephtasu
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declared slowly. “You were amusing fora
while, but new you bore me. Leave at
once.” There was no change in her voice,
but somehow it had become cold.

“T’ll kill myself!” The man screamed
the words, screamed them with a broken,
hysterical shrillness that caused a hush
over the boat-deck, froze the strolling
couples, rang flatly out over the gilded sea.
“T’ll kill myself unless. . . .”

Nephtasu’s voice was filled with a sud-
den force of hatred like the flick of a whip.
“By all means kill yourself, fool! There
is no hope—but there is the sea!”

Wentworth sprang from Nita’s side.
“Don’t, you fool!” he cried.

But the man moved too swiftly for him.
Wentworth had seen his first move, an
awkward hand-vault over the low railing,
and now the man poised beside a davit of
the life-boat, hands thrown up wildly,
white face lifted to the white, dead face of
the moon. Before Wentworth could even
reach the rail, he plunged, silently, swiftly.
There was a small, sullen splash and the
sound died swiftly.

“Man overboard ! Man over-
board!” Wentworth’s shout
rang out and then a dozen
frightened voices picked it up,
screaming, shouting that dread
warning.

Wentworth tore at his coat,
whirling with the swift precis-
ion of perfectly coordinated
muscles and body. He had a
single fleeting glimpse of the
Egyptienne. The vision stayed
with him as he raced aft along the boat-
deck, crying for Nita to throw a lighted
life-ring overboard. Nephtasu had stood
motionless, chin lifted imperiously, the
glory of her hair snaring the vagrant
moonbeams and Wentworth had a mem-
ory of the stark cruelty that was in the
flame of her eyes. It was there now, mock-
ing him and his efforts to save the boy

she had ordered so imperiously to death.

Wentworth raced sternward until he
had reached the utmost limit of the deck.
He kicked off his pumps, and sprang to
the rail. For an instant he poised there,
a clean-limbed, stalwart figure against the
moonlit sky.. Then his body arched out-
ward in a javelin-smooth dive. He had
two thoughts beside the necessity of the
man’s rescue: The cold cruelty of 'Tasu
and the certainty that this was but a fore-
warning of the evil to come!

The water was a tepid, violent smack;
then, as he struck deeper with the impetus
of a sixty-foot dive, it turned cold and
bitter. He was up:instantly, glimpsing the
two fiery flares of the life-preserver Nita
had tossed overboard.“Then he was lining
out for the spot where the man bobbed in
the wake of the great liner. He apparently
was making no effort to swim, but now
and then his arms flashed. . . .

O MUCH Wentworth saw as he caught
a deep breath. Then his arms began
to swing in a swift, perfect precision of a
racing crawl; his kicking feet
made a small, white froth that
widened into a wake behind
him as he sped along the tepid
surface. Despite his really re-
markable speed, he was still
twenty feet away when he saw
the man go down, flinging his
arms upward in a last wild
gesture that might have been
an appeal to the heavens, or a
last worshipful salaam to the
woman who had doomed him.
Wentworth's stroke was already at its
formidable maximum and he did not
change it. But as he reached the spot
where the man had sunk, he sucked in
repeated, deep breaths, and seconds after
the victim had disappeared, he nosed under
and shot downward, stroking strongly.
Useless to attempt to see, and if this one
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dive failed, useless to try again. There
was only one thing in his advantage. A
swimmer could drive his body down more
swiftly than an unconscious man would
sink.

About twelve feet down, Wentworth
lungs began to ache for air ; the drumming
of pressure sounded in his ears. His
strenuous dash had set his blood to pump-
ing swiftly and his oxygen-starved body
cried out for air. Wentworth forced some
of the spent breath from his lungs, surged
more strongly toward the depths.

His sweeping arms circled fiercely once,
again—ah! What was that? His swift
finger-tips brushed something. He drove
downward another stroke—and grasped
clothing!

In that last furious effort, Wentworth
exhausted his strength, drove the last
cubic inch ef usable air from his lungs,
destroyed his body buoyancy. And now he
must fight his way to the surface, his
clothing-a sodden anchor, the unconscious
form of a.man a drowning weight, his
efficiency handicapped by the loss of the
arm that supported the man. The drum-
ming in bis ears was a thunderous assault
on his seases now ; the ache of his lungs
was urbsarable He must—must breathe!
Yet breath now would mean strangulation,
suffocation: in the salty dregs of the sea.
His wili fought aguinst the subconscious
commang of lis brain and his will was
battered by the black, cold death of the
water; by the leaden fatigue of every
oxygen-aturved muscle.

Upward, upward he fought, legs and one
arm stroldng frantically. His will still
commanded stubbornly and his laggard
body obeyed. Upward! His eyes strained
against the blackness. Dear God! Was
that a glirmmer of silvery light there above
him? Was it? Stroke and kick. Stroke
and kick! Upward, and Head and
shoulders burst through the surface; a
great draught of life-giving air gusted

into his throat and lungs and the drum-
ming ache diminished while his body drank
in the blessed oxygen. He was panting,
weak from struggle, but he still had the
will to roll over upon his back, and
cradling the unconscious man’s chin in his
elbow, propel himself along feebly. Swiftly
then, his exuberant strength recuperated,
and finally he was able to look around, to
see where the Plutonic lay. . . .

He trod water, breathing easily now,
noticed that the life-ring blazed on the
surface a little over a hundred yards
away. The Plutonic was swinging about
in a great arc almost a half-mile distant,
preparing to lower a boat, a great floating
city of twinkling lights. Slowly, swim-
ming on his side, Wentworth propelled
himself and his unconscious burden to-
ward the life ring. His sharp exhaustion
had left him, but it had been replaced by a
leaden weariness, a vast oppressive weight.
But this was a thing he could combat, too,
with will. Soon he would be within the
white circle of the life-ring’s light, and
then. . ..

OMETHING struck the water six
inches to the left of Wentworth’s head.
It was not a loud splash nor the flat wash-
ing slap of something falling. It was a
throaty ¢huck and was followed by a high,
thin wailing, screee! A single, harsh curse
squeezed out between Wentworth’s lips.
Someone was shooting at him with a light-
powered rifle!

Good shooting, that, coming within six
inches of a man’s head, not too clearly
seen in the blaze of the ring’s lights—at a
range of better than six-hundred yards
and on the first shot! Such good shooting
that it might well be better. The next
bullet. . ..

It whipped by over Wentworth’s head
with a sound like a needle jabbed through
a taut drum-head. Yards behind him, it
threw a narrow jet of white water into the
air. Nosound of the first shot had reached



No one on board would have any inkling as to
the cawse of their death. . , .

Wentworth. Obviously, it was from a
silenced rifle. There would be no chance
of detection aboard the ship and the rifle-
man was getting the range. . .!

This new peril helped drive the fatigue
from Wentworth’s body. He set grimly to
saving himself and his unconscious charge.
He knew now, knew with terrible cer-
tainty, that his forebodings were justified,
that some man-actuated horror was wax-
ing to filthy bloom there upon the ship. He
must return there, ferret out this menace
before it struck. ...

10

It would be simple to save himself from
that sniping rifle if he were alone and free
to swim rapidly about-—easy to dodge at
range of better than six hundred yards.

But with this burden
Still he could not abandon the man to




his fate—and there were yet strategies to
try.... Wentworth clamped a hand over
the man’s nostrils and mouth, and by a
strenuous effort, drove their two bodies
beneath the surface. Scarcely had he done
that when the third bullet struck, making

a deafening sound, so close that if he had
not dodged, that bullet would have drilled
his head!

No one on board the ship would have
had any inkling as to the cause of their
death. It would be simply that an heroic
attempt to save a fellow passenger had
failed!

He was battling now to keep beneath
the surface, struggling back toward the
curtain of darkness behind the light. It
was no more than fifty feet, but he could
not go straight toward it, lest the rifle-
man. . . . Bursting lungs forced him to the

11
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surface and, heartbeats later, lead cracked
past his head. He dived again.

Thoughts flitted with remarkable clarity
through his fatigue-weighted mind. There
seemed no question now that Nephtasu
had deliberately goaded the man—perhaps
hypnotized him—into that leap overboard.
It might be that the uncle was shooting at
him now to prevent a revelation of the
fact. But why, why?

Again and again Wentworth submerged
and finally he reached his goal—the dark-
ness directly behind the life-ring. Its two
magnesium flares made out the lifeboat
which had been lowered and was oaring
its way swiftly toward the light, but he
estimated that he must somehow keep
afloat at least ten minutes more and also
support the dead weight of the unconscious
man. He shut his teeth grimly. Since
the bullets no longer threatened. . . .

The shooting became frenzied. The
rifleman was pumping out a fan of bullets,
pricking the water at intervals a foot apart
directly through the life-ring’s glare. The
lead followed an almost perfect arc; then
lifted and began a second quarter-circle
a couple of feet beyond the first. It was
incredibly perfect shooting. Wentworth
suspected the man had rigged a brace and
was aiming mechanically. With a rising
sense of despair, he realized that the third
arc of bullets would find them both unless
he could make some new desperate effort.

The gunman’s attack changed suddenly ;
the bullets cracked in a slightly increased
elevation each time so that the assassin
sewed a seam of narrow water jets in a
straight line from the life-ring toward the
darkness, ploughing the last three only a
yard from where Wentworth floundered.
Desperately, scarcely able to wallow into
motion, Wentworth worked himself and

is charge directly toward the ripples

. “Where the bullets had struck. The rifle--

man would not shoot twice at the same
spot. . . . He was almost upon it when

vicious lead fanued his face and he flung
frantically backward, fought away while
the water that he had thought a sure refuge
was churned to fury by narrowly spaced
bullets. Another minute and Wentworth
would have been trapped by the rifleman’s
cleverness. The man had deliberately
built up a pattern of fire to give the idea
that he would not shoot again at the same
place, allowed time for Wentworth to
reach the spot where last his bullets had
struck, then riddled that spot again.

But it was the assassin’s last effort.
Three minutes after the final storm of lead,
the rescue boat drifted up to the life-ring
and, hearing Wentworth’s weak hail,
hauled the two exhausted men over the
gunwale. Blankets were thrown over them
and strong, biting whisky burned Went-
worth’s throat. He continued to lie on
the bottom of the boat even though re-
vived. It was barely possible that the as-
sassin might think it worth while to kill
him and his companion, even in the life
boat, or when they mounted the ladder to
the deck. 4

CHAPTER TWO

Suicide Mania

PROLONGED cheering sounded long
before the lifeboat came alongside the
Plutonic and was lifted upward on creak-
ing davits. Not until then did Wentworth,
still weary but entirely recovered other-
wise, sit upright and spring to the deck.
The man he had saved was lifted on a
stretcher and hurried away toward the
sick bay. A slim, young girl in fluffy eve-
ning-dress, her face stained with tears,
ran along beside the unconscious man,
crying through a handkerchief she wedged
against her mouth. The Egyptienne,
Nephtasu, was nowhere in sight. . . .
Scarcely had Wentworth set foot on
deck when a turbaned Hindu in immacu-
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late, white house-garb, his faithful body
servant, Ram Singli. stepped forward and
held a rich-hued flannel dressing robe fer
him. Wentworth thrust his arms into it
gratefully, for the wind was blowing celd-
er and a black cloud was stalking the
moon. Ram Singh then knelt, fitted slip-
pers to his master’s feet. His dark face
was as utterly impassive as if it were an
hourly event for his master to leap over-
board. But there was glittering pride in
his eyes, an almost dog-like devotion when
he received Wentworth's thanks with a
salaam, a lifting of cupped hands to his
forehead. He vanished then, slippers pat-
ting the floor softly, and the crowd throng-
ed forward to congratulate Wentworth.
Among the first was the Egyptian man,
Jamid Bey, his grave, strong face ad-
miring.

“A brave thing to do, sir,” he declared,
offering a small, slim-fingered hand. “Un-
doubtedly the boy would now be dead but
for your prompt action.”

Wentworth smiled, bowing, but his eyes
werc hard and intent. Was he mistaken or
had there been a veiled threat in those
words—but for you, he would be dead—
a promise to pay back a disservice? Went-
worth’s expression did not betray his
thoughts, though his was no stiff, expres-
sionless poker face. He protected himself
from the eyes of the curious and those of
his enemies by a mobility of expression
that obeyed his slightest will. Even his
eyes revealed nothing.

“I shall do myself the honor of calling
you later in the evening, sir,” Wentworth
said. “There is a matter I should like
to discuss with you.”

“By all means,” Jamid Bey replied.
His accent was less subtle than his
words, but the voice, while resonant, had
a certain harshness that held arrogance,
almost contempt. His eyes, meeting Went-
worth’s as he turned away, were inscrut-
able.

Suddenly, without warning, a shot rang
out!

Wentworth saw Jamid Bey dodge aside.
His ewn muscles made him to spring war-
ily aside, although the directien of the shot
—its slightly muffled sound---did not indi-
cate an attack. Wentworth's eyes nar-
rowed on the Egyptian's back. He rcceg-
nized, however, the quick movements of a
man {rained in the hard school of deadly
battle.  Then, somewhere among the
crowd, a woman screamed and there was
a hal f-panicky stir. Nita stepped to Went-
worth’s side, band on his arim. A ship’s
officer shouted clearly.

“Nothing to be afraid of. ladies,” he
called. “Anaccidental shot. Probably...”

BUT when they located the source of

that shot, it did not appear accidental.
An aged architect had messily blown off
the top of his head by putting the muzzle
of a thirty-eight caliber revolver in his
mouth. And the search revealed a second
suicide.

A young girl had hanged herself with
a silken scarf whose loose end, stream-
ing in graceful folds from her throat,
seemed too gay for a hangman’s rope.
Gazing at her distorted face—he had joincd
the search after a swift change of cloth-
ing—Wentworth felt horror grow with-
in him. . ..

In a space of minutes, his face bccame
haggard and harsh with bitter lines. It
was strange, very strange, that these peo-
ple had killed themselves—as strange as
those silenced rifle shots that had tried to
keep him from the rescue of a third per-
son who sought to join the stark cempany
of the dead. Tt was strange, too, that
for hours beforehand he had felt the cold
touch of impending tragedy. Another
shot in a distant corridor jerked at his
muscles, but he did not fellew the others®
toward the scene. He knew already what
they would find; he was sure. The grin-
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_ning specter of suicide had boarded the
ship to stay.

A rough curse twisted Wentworth’s
mouth. It seemed certain that there was
work here for a defender of humanity—
for the Spider!

It was conceivable that the man who
had leaped overboard might have done
so in the momentarily intense agony of
Nephtasu’s scorn. But these others, what
could be the motive for their self-destruc-
tion? This venerable, gray-haired Briton
who had blown out his brain, and this
lovely creature whose face
was distorted into a travesty
on life?

Wentworth turned, frown-
ing, from the room of death
and, in the corridor, lighted
one of his privately blended
cigarettes with deliberate,
steady hands. He had dis-
carded formal dress for dark
tweeds that were habitual
with him and he was a som-
ber, brooding figure there in
the half-light, a man with square but not
heavy shoulders, carried with the self-con-
fidence of the physically and mentally
able; a strong, lean profile, shown in the
backglow of his lighter, with an intelligent
nose beneath a cap of crisp, black hair.
The gray-blue eyes, half hidden now be-
neath thoughtful lids, could be rapier-
sharp and piercing as a thrust. There was
always a touch of arrogance in the poise
of his shapely head, though his face turned
boyish with a smile and the tip-tilted
brows carried a subtle hint of mockery.
There was none of that now in his somber
mien.

He turned firmly down the hall, prom-
ising himself grimly that he would have
a conference this night with Jamid Bey.

" His right hand rose almost subconscious-
ly, touched the spot beneath his left arm
where, masked by well-padded clothing,

one of his twin forty-five automatics lay
snug in a clip holster. He was within
three yards of a companion-way that led
to A deck, where Bey had a suite and pri-
vate deck, when a girl burst from the dark-
ened entrance, screaming.

Her shriek soared intolerably, rising as
she stood with stiff arms outthrust before
her. Dark curls wore about her head and
her ivory, satin dress caressed the rounded
contours of shoulders and breast. But
all this was marred now. Beneath the tulle
that fluttered from her throat there was a
horrid growing redness and
one of her out-stretched
hands held a razor that was
red, too. For a long moment,
she stood there screaming
away her life. Then she
toppled, face down, with a
crash like falling trees. Her
fists bounced limply, her feet
drummed a little . . .

But Wentworth, a bitter
breath caught between his
teeth, did not wait for the
hue and cry to follow. In the darkness
of the steep companionway, he had
glimpsed a tall, white figure that moved
fleetingly. In two long strides, he leaped
over the girl’s pitiful body, reached the
steps. The figure was nearly at the deck
above and Wentworth’s gun flashed to his
hand with the swiftness of a sword leav-
ing its scabbard.

“Halt!” he cried sharply. “Halt or—!”

THERE was no hesitation in the fleeing

figure, nor in Wentworth’s action. He
did not level his weapon, poised there at
his hip; he merely squeezed the trigger.
Mingled with the crashing gun-thunder
that hammered in his ear-drums came an
inarticulate cry, a thump of a colliding
body. Then the white figure vanished.
Wentworth raced upward. He could not
have missed. His familiar guns were mere
extension of his body, prejections of
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nerve-ends into space. His aim was as
sure as a thrown beam of light. But the
fugitive sped em. . ..

Secoads later, Wentworth burst out onto
A deek, poised a moment with his gun-
muzzle sweeping. e caught a fleeting
glimpse of the white figure again, but it
was plimging toward the sea. A subdued
splash ard Wentworth sprang to the rail.
The yellow lights of the boat slid unper-
turbed over she fading ripples—that was
all. ., .

Had sonreoue killed the girl, then leaped
overboard? No reason, no sense in that.
It was mad, utterly mmad. Wentworth
whitled abont, his narrowed eyes probing
the shadows, seeling some sign of the
person in white who could not, simply
could not, have leaped overboard—but
there was nothmg at all except the screams
and shouts as others found that pitiful
body in the corrider and raced to discover
the soerce of that blasting shet.

Men and women were darting along the
deck now, flitting objects in the shielded
glow of lights. There was no moon now,
nothing but dark hurrying clouds that
pressed lower and lower until they seemed
to crowd the sea. The swells were rising
and the great Pluiomic Tifted a little to
their thrust, lifted with a faint rolling mo-
tion that forecast a heavy storm. . . .

On the wings of the moaning wind, a
burst of wild laughter echoed the length
of the ship. A foreboding—that ever-
fearful sease of horror and imminent evil
—dragged oold fingers up Wentworth’s
spine. His autrmatxc was back in its hol-
ster, With long loping strides, he raced
toward that crazy mirth half the length of
the ship away. He saw its source, a
blurred, human figure, still shrieking
senselessly as it mounted the rail. For
a moment, the moon peered in fright
through the tattered clouds, and for an
instant, the scene was terribly clear.

Clasped in each others arms, a man and
woman were poised outside the rail!

A dozen voices caught up Wentworth's
shout, terror and panic and warning join-
ing in one vast, incoherent bedlam. Peo-
ple crowded into Wentworth’s path. A
woman running blindly struck him and
recoiled, spinning against a stanchion, go-
ing down. A man shouted in fury, struck
viciously at Wentworth with a deck chair.
Wentworth dodged and ran on. When he
could see again, the rail was empty of
life.

“Man overboard!” he shouted.
overboard!”

As if his cry had been a signal, he saw
another man climb to the rail. There
could be no doubt of his intention. His
movements were furtive: his backward
glance, sly and gloating. He scrcamed
his way outward into space and a totter-
ing, aged woman struggled to the rail, also
chuckling insanely.

Great God! Had the world gone mad?
Wentworth shook his head savagely to
clear it, rubbed a heavy hand across his
forchead. Before this, he had seen mad
scemes—criminals gone mad and killing
like Seljuk Turks on a djehad; men
writhing to death by a thousand foul
means—but this utterly wild self-destruc-
tion—! He flung a haunted look about
him. Nag, no, it was reality, not a night-
mare.

That aged woman was still struggling
to mount the rail. He dashed toward her
and she spun on him like a cornered cat,
spitting curses in a cracked, ancient voice,
striking furiously with her rubber-tipped
cane, A lurch of the ship threw her off
balance and she pitched down, clutched
frantically at the rail and struck her head.
Well, she was safe . .. !

“Man

With set lips, Wentworth sprang to
the rail, automatic in hand. “T’ll shoot the
next man or woman who tries to jump!”
he shouted.



IT was as crazy as any part of the night-

mare scene. What difference would lead
make to a person suicide-bent? A gust
of chill wind swept Wentworth, tugged
at his coat as he stood, gripping a stanchion
and waving the gun. Black smoke from
the funnels swooped down upon the deck.
For a moment, Wentworth was blinded.
He opened his eyes in time to see a man
creeping upon him with a foot-rack torn
from a deck chair. He jerked it back
over his head. . . . There was only one
thing to do.

Wentworth’s gun cut a bloody gash in
the darkness and the man’s arm flopped
limply, the chair clattered to the deck. He
screamed and fled into the shadows. Twice
more, Wentworth fired, burning lead along
the rail. The people who avidly sought
a death in the sea a moment before swept
back from the ripping, bloody death of the
Spider’s lead. For fifteen long minutes,
Wentworth kept his nightmare vigil there
upon the rail. Then ship’s officers and
crew took charge and death-thirsty pas-
sengers were herded to their cabins and
locked in.

Wentworth turned away heavily, wear-
ily. No need to wait while the Plutonic’s
lifeboats combed the empty sea. His
vital face was haggard and worn, but
there was a hard grimness about it that
erased the lines of care. His mouth was
a straight, barren slit and his eyes held
bitter, menacing lights. Standing by the
~ rail, he deliberately rcloaded his half-

emptied automatic, watching the shadows,

scrutinizing each officer that passed.

Recognizing him, they made no efforts
to hinder him. They moved like men in
a strange and hideous dream, but they
went steadily about their duty. They
were saved from madness by the necessity
for action. But down in their cabins,
hundreds of passengers had nothing to
do but think of those who had died and
to feel, perhaps, the germs of self-de-
struction grow, like the spores of some
loathsome parasitic fungus, in their own
brains.

Wentworth’s horror was greater than
theirs. He knew that such things could
not happen simply from mass hysteria.
There was some actuating force and mo-
tive-behind all this, and that, undoubtedly,
was human. How this devil’s work was
accomplished—the reasons behind it or
what threateéned next he did not know—
but he hnew where he would seek the
answer. In the suite of Jamid Bey!

A soft step on the deck whipped his
head about. Then he smiled, moved to
meet Nita, crushing her hands in his
lean, tanned fingers. They said nothing:
but looked deeply into each other’s eyes.
Then Wentworth led her along the deck
toward the cabin she occupied with Mrs.
Stanley, the aged woman who served her
as companion and chaperone. No need
for these two to speak of their joy in
finding one another unaffected by the
general mania. Theirs was a deep and

understanding love, for all that it remained
sterile in their breasts.
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Some few moments they snatched out
of the maelstrom of the Spider’s life, but
that was all. Even this leisurely trip back
frem the fjords of Norway must be in-
terrupted by horror. In the midst of all
this death, a new, old misery called him
to his duty. There could never be more
than this for them, a clinging of hands and
a few sunny days together.

How could the Spider marry, beget
children, be the loving husband and father

. .RICHARD WENTWORTH ..

when disgrace and death hung perpetually
over his head? Wentworth had never
swerved from his service to the people
he loved, nor had he ever regretted his
choice. But there were times when bit-
terness at his life rose to pinch his throat
with hot fingers. And sometimes, as
now, there was a cry in his soul: Must
their love languish always amidst death

and terror and nightmare crime?
At the door of her stateroom, they
17
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two paused a brief moment. The soft
white of Nita’s gown merged with the
darkness of her lover’s clothes. A moment
their lips and hearts elung together and
then Wentworth was gone, a lean, striding
figure in the dark.

As he circled toward the suite of the
Egyptian, a far, faint suicide cry rose thin-

ly into the night and the sound of it

tightened Wentworth’s mouth and soul.
God grant that this might be one outburst
of eriminal malignanee which he could
scoich at its start and blast out of exis-
tence wikh his fiery guns.

By the gods, Jamid Bey would best talk
well and swiftly!

CHAPTER THREE

Jamid Bey
door of Jamid Bey’s suite opened
at Wentweorth’s knoak and one of the
white-clad f¢Hahzen who served the Egyp-
tians bade him welcome with the fawning
insolence of his kind, egg-shaped tur-
baned head bebbling on a long neck.
With a single step that toak him across
the thresheld, Wentworth entered another
world. A strange, spicy in-
cense came faintly to his
nostrils and somewhere in the
suite was the thin, archaic
tinkling of some string instru-
nent that was thumbed in an

ancient thythm.

Eﬁ%th Wentworth’s feet,
the carpet was thick. Tt did not
take a close examination to
know that the rich, deep red
was that rarest of antique
Barkhoum colors; that he trod
on thousands of dollars. That did not sur-
prise him, for he was used to a rich life,
even to extravagance, but what was amaz-
ing was the enormous changes that had
been wrought in this suite for a five-day
cruise across the Atlantic.

i

Exquisite tapestries were drawn aside
by the gaunt arm of the fellah and Went-
worth strode into a room stripped of all
occidental significance.

Tapestries and even more rare carpets
covered the walls and floor, cushions and
three low divans, a table scarcely six inches

‘high, were the sole furnishings. Only the

slow sway of the draperies betrayed the
fact that he was aboard a ship and not in
the intimate living quarters of an oriental
home. Wentworth was aware, without
turning his head, of two huge blacks with
folded arms who steod on each side of the
doorway, turbaned, richly tunicked, with
great bare scimitars thrust through their
sashes. But even more, he was aware of
Nephiasu.

She knelt upon a cushion beside the low
coffee-table and greeted him with the lift-
ing of her slant, green eyes and slow smile
of her slim and pale mouth.

“My uncle has asked me to greet you
in his name,” Nephtasu murmured, “and
to say hat he will be with you shortly.”
Once more the magic of her voice touched
him—the subtle slurred accent of the East.

Wentworth swept her in a single glance.

The gorgeous gown like the sea

in the sun had been changed

to a long, cloaked robe of some
shimmering, deep blue bro-

caded stuff, with a low V

throat and a collar that stood
~ up stiffly to accent the grace

of her slim throat. The belt
was a slash of scarlet bound
about the hips.

A slight smile was upon
Wentworth’s lips. So he was
intended to be charmed? His

bow was faultless. “Jamid Bey is pleased
to be kind !’

He crossed to the table, sank down
easily into the cross-legged sitting position
which only those who have known and
loved the East acquire. From a long-
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necked pot of bronze, Nephtasu poured
coffee into white cups of incredibly thin
porcelain.

“You have come to reproach me,” she
reproved gently. “I can see it in your
eyes.”

Wentworth trained his gaze upon the
tiny coffee cup as he raised its black frag-
rance to his lips. He was intended to
look into her hypnotic eyes, was he? Well

! The pleasure of battle flooded
him with a deep warmth. The presence of
the swords men was symbolic, for here
was again the coldly evil presentiment of
danger—the quivering sense of immense
and fearsome things about to happen. His
lifted brows were humorous.

“But my dear 'Tasu! he demurred.
*“Surely it is your privilege to refuse a
man’s attentions! And every woman
longs to have at least one suicide to her
credit. No, I do not reproach you.” He
looked up now, suddenly, mockingly and
caught the green flame of her eyes before

* . she could veil them.

“You mock me!”’

“Indeed no, 'Tasu.”

He caught a whisper behind him, a few
muttered words of Arabic. “Shall I
kill now?” one swordsman whispered to
the other. “He is insolent.”

“There is to be a signal . . .
rasped back.

P’ the other

HE man’s voice faded and Wentworth

_perceived that Nephtasu had moved
her right hand sharply. His smile did not
change, but the glint of his eyes was
fiercer and gayer. So these two plotted
his death? There was no longer any doubt
then as to blame for the suicide wave. His
vengeance must be swift and certain, but
first he must learn the means that was
used. There would be no trouble in dis-
posing of bodies, Wentworth thought—
but he was the Spider, now grim and in-
evitable as fate—— These two had

planned to toss his body into the sea and
let it be assumed that he had killed him-
self as had so many others. Well, he
was forewarned now, and Nephtasu was
talking. . ..

“As if no one had ever loved me be-
fore!” she cried. She knelt very erectly,
almost as tall as- Wentworth as he sat,
her flaming hair more than ever a crown
upon her head. And he saw that she
played a part, too. There was no real in-
dignation here; the contrition had been
false too. '

“I meant to imply none of that,” Went-
worth replied, “but the young chap seemed
such poor game for a daughter of the
Pharaohs. If she wished merely to see
a man die, there are slaves, but . . . . ”

Ah, he had her there! The anger in
those green eyes was genuine now and
there was a hint of—by the gods, it was

fear! She spoke with difficulty. “What
do you mean . .. a daughter of the
Pharaohs? What do you ... ."”

Wentworth leaned forward as her voice
faltered. “Surely,” he whispered, “sure-
ly one who comes wooing may be granted
the privilege of hyperbole? You are very
lovely, very much a princess . . . ”

Contempt was in her eyes now, con-
tempt . . . but Wentworth had seen the
sway of curtains there against the wall.
Now he rose easily to his feet, bowed
politely to Jamid Bey.

There was a questioning flash in the
man’s imperious eyes as he glanced at the
girl who knelt on the cushions. “Our
guest’s cup is empty!” he said smoothily.

“On the contrary,” Wentworth bowed,
lapsing into Arabic, “it hath been filled to -
overflowing !”

Wentworth caught the jerk of the girl’s
muscles, the involuntary flash of her eyes
toward the two swordsmen at the door.
She smiled up at him and murmured a
phrase in a harsh, guttural tongue that
seemed faintly familiar to Wentworth, but
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which he could not understand. One word
he did cateh, vaguely like the Arabic for
uncle.

“Which means,” said Nephtasu, “my
thanks for a gracious word.”

“I do not {ollow you there,” Wentworth
replied ruefully.

Jamid Bey said slowly. ‘She has ten
tengues and each one is sharper than the
ane before.”

Nephtasu filled the coffee cups, tendered
one to each of the men and excused her-
self. The two men sat again and Went-
worth took pains to keep thre two swords-
ten in partial view. He said conversation-
ally:

“I'l have to trouble you, Jamid Bey,
neither to look toward nor make any other
sign that may be construed as a signal to
the two at the door. If they begin a
move toward e, I shall shoot you first.”

Jamid Bey carried his cup to his lips,
sipped appreciatively before he raised his
gaze to Wentworth’s. Theeyes were black
and cold and ruthless. He digd not em-
ploy the futile subterfuge of denial.

“I rather fancied my ward’s language
trick did not escape you,” he said and
raised his vqice in Arabic. “lLeave our
sight, dogs, and do not blacken it again.
By thy loose prattling, thou hast placed

')’

us in deadly peril!

W‘ENT WORTH recognized with a
tightening of his watchful eyes, that
Jamid Bey said our and us, knew that the
man did not mean to inclade him in that
pronoun, nor yet Nephtasu. It was a
veritable royal we! He remembered the
start of surprise—and perhaps terror—
when he had called the girl a daughter of
the Pharaohs. The devil! Did these two
consider themselves the imperial descen-
dants of the long dynasties of Egypt?
He noted the stiff-backed penitence of
the two with swords; their faces drained
of life. Jamid Bey turned carelessly to

his coffee cup, but Wentworth had a
glimpse of his black gaze before the two
men, marching as on parade, crossed the
room and, pulling aside a rug, stepped
out onto the private deck.

“Now we may talk,” said Bey.

Wentworth was straining his ears. He
thought it barely possible that the exit of
the two might be a ruse to attack him with
some weapon more effective at a distance
than a sword. He thought he heard faint-
ly a spldash, but he eould not be sure. The
wind was rising and made a low mourning
about the decks.

Jamid Bey slowly refilled the coffee
cups. “I feel that I owe you an explana-
tion, sir,” he said easily. There was no
true apology in his veoice, no warning of
the cold, commanding eyes, “but, too,
you might be called on for explanation,
coming armed into the home of a friend.”

Wentworth acknewledged that with a
slow, stiff nod of his head. “Yet it seems
that I did well not to trust too much in
your—hospitality.” :

Jamid Bey’s back had stiffened as Went-
worth hesitated over his final word, but
he relaxed a little. An imputation against
his haospitality he might pass over, but
never against his honor.

“A precaution,” he lifted the cup to
his lips. “Purely a precautionary meas-
ure. I do not know precisely what you
heard those dogs say, but it is the truth that
they were not to act without a signal.
After all, sir, you were armed on the
deck a little earlier tonight and showed
some rare skill with your weapon . . . .”

Wentworth controlled himself with an
effort. Some member of Jamid Bey’s
suife had seen him shooting. The dim
figure in white that had fled his bullets and
leaped overboard came back to his mind.
Damn! Could that not have been one of
the fellaheen in his white robe? It was
difficult to force his mind back to Jamid
Bey’s words:
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“It was not inconceivable,” the Egyp-
tian was saying, “that after last night’s
demonstration of hypnotism and my wards
foolish romanticism on the boat-deck, you
might become suspicious. I understand
that in your own country you have rather
a formidable reputation as an amateur
criminologist.”

When he had fin- 4y,
ished, Jamid Bey set
down his cup with a
steady hand, placed
a palm orr each of
his folded knees. “I
make this explana-
tion in justice to .
you” His voice harshened, deepened
became a singing challenge. “But I
make no apology. If you require further
satisfaction, there are ways of giving or
receiving it.”

Wentworth’s lips curved slightly. Here
was no braggadocio. The man would per-
form willingly what he had implied-—a
duel of any description—if Wentworth
made any criticism of his honor. Bat the
explanation had been handsomely made
and the man had been entirely justified—
if he told the truth. Wentworth lifted
his gray-blue eyes, sustained the piercing
cold of that black, arrogant gaze. The
hawkish face was imperious. It was im-
possible to consider falsehood or fear in
connection with the lean hardness behind
that mask. This was a man to Went-
worth’s liking, he found amazingly, nor
could he find distrust in his heart despite
his suspicion of a moment before. After
all, the presence of one of this man’s slaves
on the companion-way did not involve eith-
er man or master necessarily. But ob-
viously, he could accomplish nothing by
direct challenge. His certainty of the
man’s guilt was dissipating. . . .

IQLOWLY Wentworth lifted his right
»~" hand to his gun, drew the weapon and

offered it to Jamid Bey, butt first. “There
can be no dishonor,” he said gently,
“where none is intended.”

A spark of admiration leaped into the
other’s black eyes. With a courteous ges-
ture, Jamid Bey declined the weapon and
Wentworth placed it on the floor between
them. For a long moment afterward, the
two men gazed, eye to eye, mind te mind.
Fhen slowly the Bgyptian nodded.

“I tender my apologies, sir,” he said
slowly. “Itis a thing I am not accustomed
to do and I perfasm it awkwardly. But
I perceive I have done you an injustice.”

*Speak no more of it, Jamid Bey.”

Wentworth’s brow was clear, but there
was wosry and wonder in kis brain. It
was not his habit to jump at conclusions
and even Jamid Bey admitted the justice
of his suspicions in this case. Wentworth
had known gentlemen who were criminals
before this, but he could not, facing this
man, accuse him of perfidy. Yet Went-
worth was more convinced than ever of
human agency behind the wave of suicides
—the peculiar actions of men and women
fighting for the privilege of dying. Jamid
Bey had acknowledged similar thoughts in
his explanation of his precautions.

“You, too,” Jamid Bey broke in on his
thoughts, “are convinced of a human agen-
cy behind these deaths?” It was not ac-
tually a question, but rather a statement of
fact which courtesy prohibited making a
declaration.

“No question of it,” Wentworth said
slowly, recognizing with a nod the other’s
ability at mental telepathy. -He. knew
something of it himself, could practice
it on occasion. ‘“No question at all. But
the means employed are somewhat obscure.
I’ll admit I had suspected hypnotism, es-
pecially when I was certain that during
the demonstration you concealed the
greater part of your ability.” Wentworth
tried to force himself to an open-minded
discussion, but his mind remained tight
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with suspicions. He felt, too, that there
was peril near for him—deadly over-
whelming peril—though he could not per-
suade himself now that it emanated from
Bey.

Jamid Bey acknowledged the correct-
ness of his observation on his hypnotic
demonstration. “You are shrewd as well
as honorable, sir.”

“Howeyer,” Wentworth continued,
“tonight T saw two persons, ore dead, the
other attempting suicide, whom I know
positively ‘to have not been present nor to
have come in contact with you in any
way. I would guess now that something
has been introduced into the food or water
supply, or that some maddening gas has
been circulated in the ventilation system.”

Jamid Bey sat silent for long moments.

It was apparent that he was deep in

thought. Once he raised his eyes to these
of His guest. Then he shook his head
abruptly. ‘I cannot obtain the answer to-
night.” he said slowly, “or, I'm afraid, any-
wheye at sea.  Would you do me the honor
of caling upon me at the Carlton, say two
days after landing ?”

Wentworth rose easily to his feet.
Jamid Bey picked up his automatic and
handed i to him, smiling with his thin,
almost colorless lips.

“A cigarette on deck before you go?” he
suggested.

Wentworth acquiesed with a bow. They
lighted long, thin Egyptians from a box
of ancient carved ivory and strolled to-
gether toward the carpeted wall. Jamid
Bey went first, brushing aside the rugs
and Wentworth smiled slightly. He went
first to disprove the taint of treachery.
But Wentworth was tortured by uncer-
tainty. He was positive that Jamid Bey
had attempted, sitting silently there before
him, to commune with some source about
revealing information. There was no
doubt about it. Wentworth himself did
not give telepathy so much credit.

IT could not have been the girl, Nephtasu,.

with whom he sought to communicate
or there would be no need to delay until
they were ashore. Jamid Bey’s attitude
had been almost one of prayer, eyes
closed, body at rest. After all, prayer
might be considered a form of telepathy,
he supposed. Perhaps the ancients actually
had” communed with God in that way,
receiving their answer in a sort of benign
glow or sensation of happiness. . . Went-
worth felt a cold touch of—almost of fear.
He whirled on Jamid Bey.

“Two nights ago,” he said sharply, “I
received a warning.”

Jamid Bey smiled curiously. “You are
gifted, my friend. It was on that night
that I, too, received the warning. When
you played that strange music, I wondered.
Yes, T wondered greatly.”

Wentworth moved his shoulders im-
patiently. This was absurd, of course.
To consider it possible that some omni-
scient, benign influence had warned him
of danger to come and had, apparently,
warned Jamid Bey in more detail! It
was even sillier to think that the harshened,
throbbing music from his violin had been
distantly inspired. Especially why—if
there really was such an influence—should
it be Egyptian? Might it not as well be
Chinese, or for that matter, Ethiopian?
But the fact remained that from the
hour when the strange music come from
his violin as if in spite of him he had
sensed an evil foreboding. . . .

They were standing at the rail now,
staring out over the wind-tumbled seas
that raced off to leeward, white gaps
gleaming ghostly in the smother of clouds
and spray. The Plutonic was lumbering
at reduced speed, climbing and twisting
gigantically. - The private deck, on the
leeward side, was screened in by tight bar-
riers that fitted solidly to deck, an over-
head canopy on each side. . . Suddenly,
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Wentworth frowned. The two armed
blacks ! Where were they?

He flung a swift glance about, but there
was no trace of the two, nor was there any
place they might have gone. An abruptly
rigidity swelled his shoulder muscles,
tautened his neck. That splash he had
heard just after the two left the room.
Jamid Bey had said: “Leave our sight
and never blacken it again!” Wentworth
whirled about stifly, met the cold, un-
moved smile of Jamid Bey. There was a
new sharpness to his hawk’s face, a more
imperious 1ift of his head.

“My house,” he said clearly, but slowly,
as if he had difficulty now in speaking
English, “does not tolerate inadequate. ..
servants.”

CHAPTER FOUR

The Man-Mountain

! INTWORTH controlled himself
f with an effort, curious instead of
shocked about Jamid Bey’s calm execution
by suicide of his two sword-bearers. It
was probably, too, that the white-robed
man whom Wentworth had shot had been
badly wounded and jumped overboard
rather than bring suspicion upon his mas-
ter. It was exceedingly strange that the
Bey’s men were executed by suicide. . .
Jamid Bey became increasingly aloof so
Wentworth shortly took his leave. Each
of them exchanging courtesies as the door
was opened.

With the perpetual caution which had
often saved him before, Wentworth flung
a quick glance up and down the corridor
as he stepped out. His movements there-
after were as swift as the automatic that
leaped to his hand.

“Back, Jamid Bey !’ he cried.

He himself did the reverse of the ex-
pected. Instead of checking his advance
and retreating, he saved waste motion and
time by plunging forward in a dive. As

he went across the corridor, he twisted
toward the lurking assassin he had spotted
in the shadows. Two guns blasted to-
gether, but Wentworth’s move had con-
fused his assailant. His heavy gun barked
then he caught himself with an outthrown
hand, got his feet under him, lunged to the
attack. . . .

The ambusher had reared up stiffly
where he creuched, back arching painfully,
gun hand rising without direction. Went-
worth straightened, relaxing. His auto-
matic was already in its holster when the
man went limp and slammed down on his
face.

“Well done, sir,” came the quiet voice
of Jamid Bey at his side. ‘“But for your
cry, that bullet would have taken me in
the temple, or between the eyes. I thank
you.”

Wentworth nodded curtly, knelt, rolled
over the man he had killed. His ears
were still ringing from the blast of the
gun in the confined spacc and the Egyp-
tian’s words were heard dimly. A glance
at the man’s face and Wentworth got to
his [eet stifly, {frowning. It was the same
man who had attacked him on deck and
through whose arm he had put a bullet.
He identified the man briefly to Jamid
Bey, then once took his leave as ship
officers came racing.

Wentworth’s eyes were narrowed and
thoughtful as he went through the identi-
fication of the dead man. As soon as pos-
sible, he hurried to his suite, watching
keenly the shadows and corridors about
him. It was after two o’clock in the morn-
ing and, when the door was closed behind
him, he realized he was suddenly weary.
Ram Singh moved toward him on bare
silent fect, offering a tall glass of heavily
laced café royal. Wentworth took it
gratefully, began talking to Ram Singh in
brief snatches of Hindustani as he detailed
what had happened and what threatened.

He was troubled by his involuntary trust
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of the enigmatic Egyptian—still more
puzzled by the man’s apparent occult pow-
ers. The ruthlessness witly which he had
disposed of the “inadequate” servants, who
were indubitably slaves, was typical of
course, if indeed he did come from the
royat blood of the Pharaohs. What trou-
bled Wentworth even more was the attack
in the cerridor. He considered it
extremely unlikely now that gl
Jamid Bey had been behind the “Pd
deadly rifleman who had so near-
ly slain him in the ocean. He
must seek elsewhere for the
sponsor of that assassin. The
motive was obscure, unless it
was necessary to the plotter that the man
he had rescued should die.

With the thought, Wentworth eame
sharply from the comfortable chair inte
which he had sunk.

“Wifh me, Ram Singh!”

}IE strode to the door with the dry whis-

-per of the lpyal Hindu's feet behind
him, hurried through deserted, hushed
corridors to the sick bay. The doctor,
bearded and cheerful, looked up at Went-
worth brisidy. “Well, what's wrong with
you, young fellow? Feel any inclination
toward suicide?”

Wentworth smiled at him.
fellow, yourself, you scamp!
you, Masters?”’

The doctor came to his feet. “Major
Wentworth! Dick Wentworth! Damn,
man, I dida’t recognize you. I haven’t
seen you since—" _

“The Argonne,” Wentworth said grim-
ly, “and-you did a damnably painful job of
extracting a shrapnel ball from my left
bicep.”

“No anesthetics,” Dr. Master apolo-
gized, looking him over slowly. “Fit as
ever except you sleep too little. God,
man, Pl never forget the day T excised
that balt. You cursed me like a sergeant

“Young
How are

ly. “Now look here.

for telling you to take blighty, went back
into it again.”

“I managed to carry the objective, you
know.” Wentworth was growing impa-
tient with the chit-chat, “and the machine
guns had my boys stopped dead. Oh,

“Single-handed, you did, and only a
lieutenant, then.” Masters
grumbled. “Why in the hell do
you pull that modesty stuff on
me. You got a medal, the

”

Legion . . ..

“Officier,” Wentworth con-
firmed. “They gave me the
Chevalier before that at Chateau
Thierry. Pni a commaunder now, and I also
have the D. S, O. and the croix de guerre
with assorted palms, but not the Victoria
Cross. Now for heaven’s sake, will.that
satisfy you? I want to get on with busi-
ness.”

Masters grunted, continued to peer at
Wentworth without words.

“The man who went overboard. How
is he?’

“You mean the men.”

“Well, the first one, then . . .”

“All right,” Masters said dlsgustedly.
“T had to work on him for over half an'
hour, artificial respiratios, before he came
around. And that demned Stuyvesant
girl stood around with tears running dows
her cheeks and wouldn’t be put out. By
the great oath of Hypocrates! Il bet
you're the one saved him!”

“Get me the Carnegie medal for that,
will you, doc?* Wentworth said mocking-
What's the man’s
name and where is he?”

“Denver Dane, believe it or not,” Mas-
ters was groping in his pockets, “and he’s
in B-56." He got out a cigar and bit off
the end. “And the girl’s still with him.”
He looked up from lighting his cigar, talk-
ing out smoke, but Wentworth was gone,

Ram Singh knocked at Dane’s cabin,
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then stood with folded arms, eyes quest-
ing up and down the corridor. The door
opened a crack and a girl’s black, curly
head showed. She stared at Wentworth
for a long moment, tiien suddenly flung the
door wide and threw beth arms about
his neck.

“Oh, it’s you!” she cried. “You! Ii it
hadn't been for you, Denvie would he dead
now. I—I——" She was crying sud-
denly. Catching Wentworth’s hand, she
pulled him into the cabin. Behind them,
Ram Singh closed the door and Went-
worth knew that he took up his stand out-
side, hands never far from the nine-inch
throwing-knives hidden always beneath his
clothing.

The man on the bunk was bedraggled,
blond hair sprawling fram his lolling
head, but there was something queer about
his eyes. Wentworth saw that this was be-
cause the brows slanted upward at the out-
er ends. He had a weak, self-indulgent
mouth.

“Denvie, this is the man who saved
you,” the girl told him enthusiastically.
“Damn, I forgot to ask your name!”

W entworth gave his name, and smiling,
shook hands te ease the boy’s obvious em-
barrassment,

“Silly stunt I pulled.” Denver Dane
said pleasantly. “Awfully decent of you
going into the wet for me.”

WENTWORTH dropped into a chair
- 'Y while the girl sat on the foot of the
berth and kept her bright, dark gaze rov-
ing from one face to the other like the
eyes of an excited young puppy with two
masters equally beloved. The girl was
very young, Wentworth saw, but there
was good stuff in her. The carriage was
fine, the small, shapely head high and
haughty on occasion. There was intelli-
gence in the well-formed nose and square-
set eves. She still wore the fluffy evening

dress of white, ruined now with salt
water stains.

“Anybody on board that doesn’t go for
vou in a big way, Dane?” Wentworth
asked quietly.

Dane made a wry face. “Sure. Mr.
Stuvvesant isn't so hot for me but the
Mrs. makes him keep me on. And I
think I make a big squash where the
gipsy girl was concerned.”

Wentworth shook his head impatiently,
smiling slightly at the word gipsy as ap-
plied to Nephtasu. “I mean anyone whe
would want to kill you?”

Dane's eyes bulged large. “Good lord,
no!”

The girl reached out a hand to Went-
worth's arm. “What is it?”

“Know any secrets worth being killed
over?”

Dane laughed nervously. “Mr. Stuyve-
sant doesn’t trust me with anything big
and outside of that . .. no, nothing!”

Wentworth leaned back in the chair,
eyes brooding. e had hoped that he
might uncover some trail here that would
lead to the persons responsible for the
suicide, but if Dane held the clue, he
seemed unaware of it. His answers had
been spontaneous, clearly truthful.

It was, of course, possible that he had
seen or heard something, unimportant,
which later might prove incriminating to
those that had said it. But even of that
Wentworth was dubious.

He posted Ram Singh to keep watch
over those who came to the cabin and
went alertly back to his staterooms. A
short man of quick impatient movements
was pacing jerkily up and down before the
door. At sight of Wentworth, he sprang
toward him, hands reaching out, eyes bulg-
ing excitedly.

“At last! At last!” he cried. “I thought
you never were going to return. Listen,
vou must be interested. You must, and I
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imagine you will be, for—" he paused im-
pressively— “I know who you are!”

He emphasized the words with a lean
forefinger tapping against Wentworth'’s
chest. Wentworth took the hand and put
it aside with a quiet smile on his lips,
but his mind was racing. This man could
not mean that he knew his secret identity
as the Spider. No, that was impossible.
Certainly, if he did, he would take no such
way as this to reveal his knowledge. But
what, then, did the man mean?

“Very good of you,” Wentworth said
stiffly.

The little man took two quick steps
away, then back. “You’re Richard Went-

worth,” he said accusingly, “the great

criminologist! And you're not doing a
thing to stop these mad suicides. Or are
you—are you? I couldn’t make absolute-
ly sure whether you were deliberating
some preventive activity or whether you
were merely remaining passive. Yes, that’s
it. That’s it!”

THE man’s face worked as rapidly as
'~ his mouth in delivering his hurried,
strangely long-winded speeches. The
eyes were enthusiastic, glittering behind
horn-rimmed spectacles. He moved con-
stantly, arms, legs, even his body.

“I should know you,” Wentworth said,
slowing his speech deliberately. “I’ve seen
you with that superb artist, Craft Elliott.”

“Of course you have.- Of course. I'm
glad to see that you realize the worth of
that great genius. He is a truly marvelous
artist and those critics who do not approve
of his school are negligible men—negli-
gible men ! One stroke of his brush, ahhh!
But pardon me, I’m afraid that I have
failed to identify myself in the rush of
my enthusiasm for this great master whom
I serve. Sneed Jenkins, agent of art, and
especially of Elliott’s art, at your service,
sir.”

He executed a ducking, absurd little
bow like the bobbing of a snipe on a sand-

A &

bank, and immediately was talking again,
faster than ever:

“Mr. Elliott has some marvelous plans
for preventing this wholesale suicide from
continuing. He sent me especially to pe-
tition you to visit him. You'll pardon the
imposition of requesting your presence .
at such an hour, requesting your presence
at all. Elliott would come to you, indeed
he would. The great Wentworth! But
he is, as you undoubtedly know, some-
what sensitive about his excess of weight.
He is, for a fact. He detests going any-
where where people can see hinr and gape
at him. He says it makes his work seem
ridiculous, to know that fat fingers, ter-
ribly fat fingers that scarcely seem able
to grip a brush, committed anything to
canvas,”

Wentworth stared at the little man cur-
iously but with alert eyes, keeping a watch
on the corridor at the same time. Death
had struck at him many times tonight. . . .

“I’d be glad to talk with Mr. Elliott at
any time about anything,” Wentworthsaid
slowly. “He has undoubtedly genius.
That bit of his called, now let me see—
yes, simply Chiaroscuro—that exquisite
thing done almost with the fineness of
etching. . ..”

Sneed Jenkins beamed all over his
absurd, puckered, little face at the
praise of his principal. He pranced about,
shifting from foot to foot.

“Glad you liked jt. Glad. Very glad!
Now, Mr. Wentworth, you will come with
me at once, will you not? It is so terribly,
so vitally important that the only really
great minds concerned with this problem
get together at once and pool their mental
resources for the suppression of this huge
and monstrous thing which has. . . .”

Wentworth looked longingly at his
door, warily along the corridor, then
walked off beside the chattering magpie
of an agent whom Craft Elliott used super-
fluously to market his rare works., The
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man’s employment found its source in the
sensitiveness that Sneed Jenkins had men-
tioned, his immense fatness, so great that
his awkward body was almost unmaneuv-
erable in ordinary houses. It was a marvel
that his giant hands could achieve such
artistry. . . .

Wentworth’s caution did not desert him
for a minute. He was convinced that the
man who had waylaid him at Jamid Bey’s
door had been inspired by the rifleman
who so nearly sent him to the bottom of
the sea. The wounded man, crazed as he
had been eatlier, would have made an
easy subject for the persuasion of an in-
teltigent man and in his condition, would
never have been able to track Wentworth
down as he had.

Wentworth did not trust even this eom-
ical little popinjay with his absurd man-
nerisms and his minutely careful clothing.
Tragedy before this, had hid behind a
laughing mask, Wentworth jeered at
himself—laugh clown, laugh!—but his
eyes continued to watch the shadows.

RAFT ELLIOTT’S stateroom was
full of shadows. In the midst of the
biggest, blackest one sat the artist. Went-
worth had known that Elliott was enor-
mously fat, had expected to find a large
man. But he was stunned,
made almest physically sick by
the sight of the immense crea-
ture who sat there in the half
darkness that obviously, was
another sop to his sensitive-
ness, It seemed almost obscene
to say that this man sat, except
in the sense that a building sits
upon its foundations or a
pyramid upon the sands. He
overwhelmed the chair.
Pendulous laps reposed on his thighs
and swelled outward beyond his knees.
His head seemed a small button with the
sagging balloons of his cheeks attached

]

and his hands. . .Wentworth rigidly forced
himself to cease taking stock of this mon-
strosity before him and bowed suavely.

“I knew you were aboard, Mr. Elliott,
and had longed for the privilege of meet-
ing the man who could do a thing like
your chiaroscuro,” he said. “Yours is a
great genius.”

Elliott said, “Nonsense!”” His voice was
high, thin, squeezed out with wheezing
breath. Wentworth wondered how the
heart could continue the incredible labor
of supplying that collosal girth with
blood. He had a momentary imaginary
picture of a heart, swollen with fat also,
pumping out fat blood. . . . He had to
stop that sort of thing or he would be
sick. It was the fatigue, he told himself.

“Nonsense!” Elliott wheezed. “Appre-
ciative though. Nice bit. Another purpose
in calling you. Suicides.” Wentworth saw
that he conserved words to save breath
for his body. He remembered the etching-
like fineness of the wark they both had
mentioned and, in the gloom, had a
glimpse of the man’s arm and hand, the
wrist almost thigh-size, the hand, even the
fingers, padded with little swollen bal-
loons of fat. When he painted or drew,
he must wheeze like a bellows. Suppose
a man had elephantiasis of the foot and
leg and then tried to paint
with it? It would be equiva-
lent. A poisonous, fungoid
man. Wentworth was not given
to emotionalism, certainly not
about the appearance of a man,
but he had a feeling that the
stateroom was loathesomely
crowded and that he must
escape soon. He could not any
longer stand here and listen to
the man’s tortured breathing.
He was offered a chair, but declined, still
politely, saying that he was very weary
and must hurry back to sleep. . . . if he
had sat, that mountain of flesh would have



toppled over upon him and smothered
him. . ..

As soon as was deeently possible, Went-
worth left, Sneed Jenkins bouncing afong
at his side. They were on their way
to the captain’s quarters to do what Went-
worth had planned for the morming, to in-
augurate a series of recreational features
which might divert passengers’ minds
from the impulse to self-destruction,

The captain assented ungraciously to
their admittance and stood, lank and tall,
with his head bowed as if to protect it
from many low ceilings and doorways. e
had a dour, long, lined face and bristling
hair which marched down to a Iow paint
on his forehead.

“Damned silliness I’ he said grufly
when they had proposed their plan. “If
the damned incompetents want to dispose
of themselves, why not permit it?”’

Wentworth was familiar with the dour
captain’s pedantic manner of speech at
the dinner table. A peculiar man, well
educated, yet strenuous and hard with
the old manner of the sea. Captain Jor-
gensen was quite old. This was in fact
his retiring trip, and with the landing at
New York, he would leave the sea for-
ever, at least so far as command was con-
cerned. He turned, stalked to his desk,
jabbed a bell button indignantly. A
steward popped in through a door with
the quickness of a weasel in a way that
spoke marvels for the captain’s discipline.

“Mr. Mixon,” Jorgensen growled. “Re-
freshments.”

He spun back to Wentworth, ignoring
the bouncing, grimacing Jenkins.

“Mind you, Wentworth,” he said. “I
don’t think these specious entertainments
will militate one iota against suicidal
mania. But since an old acquaintance of
mine requests it and this is my retiring
voyage—Mixon will attend to it. By the
way, Wentworth—" Jorgensen walked
toward him, long-legged as a crane. “—if
your firet voyage is called a maiden rip,
you could devise quite a disreputable
nomenclature for the last, eh? Eh?” He
28
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laughed, a single explosive: “Ha!” That
was all ; then his face was dour and long-
lined again,

“Jenkins, you would best return to the
reposing place of Man-Mountain Elliott
and assure him that the swicidal mania
shall not afflict him. Which—" he turned
to Wentworth as Jenlens faded iato the
background and slipped in a whipped-dog
way out of the door— “which is, after
all, the sole thing that quakes in the
breast of the Man-Mountain.” He made
a wry face. “I don't often have cbscene
thoughts, Wentworth, ¢ruly I don’t, but
about that monstrosity. . . . Hal Listen,
Wentworth—"" two lean fingers caught
him by the lapel, “—If Elliott is a moun-
tain, d'y’see, and a laugh is an earth-
quake——"

CHAPTER FIVE

Whea a God Commands

NTWORTH had some further
LY suggestions o meke to the captain.
They concerned guarding the food sup-
plies against adultesation, keeping a watch
over the water and the ventilation sys-
tem. He stayed with Captain Jorgensen
an howr longer while these things were
done and then he refwsed a final drink and
prepared to go. He had his own plans,
Whea he had caught up on his sleep, he

- wanted to find an expert rifleman or at
| least a telescope, target rifle.

“Have a cigar, Wentworth,” urged
Jorgensen. “Very excellent cigars. I ean
recommend thein with perfect equa-
nimity.”

“Sorry, ne thanks, captain. I'm very
tired.”

“I know you must be-—must be! That
tescue taday, sordght it was, Finest thing
I ever saw. . ..”

Jorgensen’s head was swz: "7 a little
from side to side, his eyes shifty and hot
and suddenly he was snarling filthy abuse.

“T’m glad they're dead,” he cricd with

a muffled fury worse than screams,

29
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“Every damned one that jumps over the
rail, I'll cheer. By God, cheer! Piddling
nasty little passengers, cluttering up a
sailin’ man’s ship. . . .” He came two
tottering steps forward. “For God’s sake,
Wentworth, dorn’t leave me. Every pop-
eyed dead man’s face will resurrect itself
to float about my head until I go mad.”
He swung a great raw-boned fist in a
wide, vicious circle. “Damn you! I never
could tolerate levitation}”

Wentworth rang for the steward. “Put
the captain to bed, steward. He is . . . not
well.”

Jorgensen hurled his glass and a thick
curse at the steward but the man came
forward warily. “Sorry, captain, sir. Rep-
resentative’s orders. You're to go to- bed.
Really sir,” he explained aside to Went-
worth, “he’s been on duty almost forty
hours. It’s simply fatigue, sir.”

Wentworth, pacing the deck, wary-eyed
toward his stateroom and sleep at last,
computed with a puzzled frown that the
captain’s forty hours dated from the mo-
ment when—when the warning had come
to Jamid Bey and to himself! Bathing,
dragging on silken pajamas, Wentworth
dropped to the side of his bed and stared
at the wall. Gods above! This horror was
bad enough here on board ship, where
there was some chance of controlling it,
but suppose it got loose in New York
City! Suppose this strange virus, gas,
drug, whatever it was, spread progres-
sively across the nation!

A groaned curse
forced itself be-
tween Wentworth’s
set lips. Very de-
liberately, he con-
sidered whether he
should slip to Jamid
Bey’s quarters and :
kill him, print on his forehead the small
red Spider seal that would claim him
prey of justice. But, damn it, he couldn’t

be certain. When he was with the man,
he was confident Bey was incapable of
such fiendishness—and besides there were
others equally open to suspicions. There
was the captain with his rabid curses.
Hell, one might as well suspect Man-
Mountain Elliott of tiptoeing around the’
decks whispering suicide mto nmsuspect-
ing ears. Or Stuyvesant, father of that
black-haired girl who idolized the weak-
mouthed youngster he had saved from
the sea.

Elliott, too, had spoken of his fears of
forty hours before, which, actually, was
the only sound basis for suspicion of
Jamid Bey, except. that Nephtasu had
prompted the first suicidal attempt. Went-
worth dropped his head into his hand,
squeezed the temples between his palms.
He was being ridiculous. He could not
go around killing all suspects in the hope
he might get the right one. Perhaps no
one was guilty . . . but he didn’t believe
that. . . .

NTWORTH fell back across his

been, slept heavily until a repeated

soft rapping at the door awakened .him

and Nita called softly that it was almost
noon.

But there would have been no use in
rising earlier. Nor.did the next, drag-
ging day and the sleepless night that fol-
lowed bring results. Seven persons com-
mitted suicide in the first mad stampede
and fourteen more sought quick, black
death before the twenty-four hours were
out. They hanged themselves to ventila-
tor-registers, shot themselves and opened
veins with rccor blades. One  athletic
youth even climbed the foremast and
plunged head-first to the deck. It seemed
a macaber field-day of death, in which
men and women vied with hell in the
enormity of their crimes against them-
selves.

The rails were guarded, and after the
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morning roll showed -many vacancies, a
search was made for imstruments which
might inflict injuries. And all the while
Wentworth sought that telescope rifle,
vainly as he had feared.

Men and women were compelled to sur-

" render everything with a sharp point or

an edge that might cut the flesh. They
overleoked matches and one woman set
herself afire after wrapping bedding and
matiress Hghtly about her. Wentworth
was with the doctor when he injected an
overdose of morphine to end her agony.

“Ft would be better,” he said bitterly,
“if Captain Jorgensen would line the
whole damaned ship-load up against the
rail and give the order . . . alley oop!”
Doctor Masters was haggard-eyed, his
natural ruddiness drained away.

Wentworth did not look at him, but
at his frembling hands. He was reflect-
ing that doctors knew of many curious
drugs. This one might have found a drug
that would exterminate a ship-load of
people by suicide. But why? In heaven’s
name, why? Men do not wipe out their
fellow creatures simply for a lark. Re-
ligion er hatred or money in any one of
its myriad forms. For these men killed

‘wholesale. Sometimes—but rarely—for

love.

Wentworth spoke flatly, dully: “You'll
be rid of all this within another twelve
hours. I'lt-be with it to the end, until the
people behind it have answered for their
crimes.”

“People behind it!” Masters stared at
Wentworth, laughed shortly, “Come on
and have a drink. This thing\ is getting
you.”

TOR TWELVE, for twenty-four hours
- after the Plutonic drew her death-
haunted steel plates up to the dock—while
the newspapers still howled the frantic
mystery of the twenty-seven men and
women suicides — Wentworth sought

through fatigue-ridden hours to trace the
thing that caused these deaths. The riews-
papers, scientists, offered fio solution.
They spoke of mass suggestion and cited
records. . . .

But Wentworth knew. He sought, too,
for the record of someone of the men who
was an expert rifleman. Jamid Bey
wasn'’t, but one of his men might well be.
It was not that Wentworth wanted so
vitally to find hie assailant, but the man
must be closely tied up with what had
followed. He understood now that the
riflentan had cared nothing about him,
personally, but had sought to give the
suicide suggestion a strong emphasis. A
double death would have served excel-
lently. . . .

Wentworth’s watch over Denver Dane
had revealed no further attempt on his
life and this materially influenced Went-
worth’s opinion.

But when twenty-four hours had
passed, the suicide toll of New York City
began its upward climb. There are al-
ways four, five, or six such deaths daily,
but now that figure became seventy. On
the following day, two-hundred sixty-
four man and women killed themselves.
Subways were jammed for long hours by
maddened people who hurled themselves
to ghastly death under the trucks. A series
of saicides leaped from high bridges,
from the towering peaks of skyscrapers.
A truck-driver ran amuck with his loaded
machine and smashed through a half-
dozen loaded automobiles before he
snuffed out his life by driving off a via-

duct.
¥ % %

WENTWORTH was tortured by un-
+7¥ certainties and worries. Never before
had a mass attack upon the country found
him struggling so futilely for something
against which to battle. Scores died daily
under the suicide scourge of some mega-
lomaniac criminal and the Spider—de-
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fender of distressed humanity—was help-
less !

Nita was never far from his side these
grave hours, save when, in grimy disguise,
he sought in the Underworld some clue
to the identity of the person behind these
fierce ravagings—some logical motive.
Among the blowsy, drink-sodden human
dregs, the virus of self-destruction seemed
not to strike; but neither was there any
significant news. Wentworth found sus-
picion rife, but none knrew anything and

_the Spider could guess more a.ccurately
than they.

Wentworth had even sp:ed secretly on
Denver Dane and as many other members

of the ship party as he could reach, but
all active leads failed to give him a defi-

nite, usable clue. His personal vigilance
never relaxed. The rifle attack had been
as unpersonal as fate; but that other, the
shot at Jamid Bey’s door. . . .!

It was best to take no chances.

From the first day when reporters had
thronged aboard the doom ship.
Wentworth had issued state-
ments that the deaths were
man-caused. He reminded
them that suicides had been
one of ten plagues of ancient
Egypt. Deliberately he was
baiting the enemy to attack
him, hoping for the visit of an
assassin. . . .

The city began a campaign
of free entertainments, spon-
sored, Wentworth saw with amusement,
by the fat artist’s agent. Sneed Jenkins.
The man appeared, eagerly smiling,
energetically speaking, in talking motion
pictures and on the front pages of news-
papers. And the same day he pronounced
his entertainments a certain cure, six-
hundred and forty-five men and women
committed suicide.

THAT was the day before the night
when Anubis—Egypt’s god of dark-

ness and death-—came wrathfully to visit
Wentworth. . . . !

Wentworth had flung himself down
upon his bed late at night and dropped
immediately into an exhausted sleep. Fa-
tigue, worry, the weariness of utter fu-
tility gripped him. Never before had the
Spider been so conscious of sweeping,
overpowering force of evil, and yet been
completely unable to cope with them. It
was not that they were so mighty, but
because they simply did not seem to ex-
ist!

"Even Nita’s presence, or the usually
soothing strains of his precious violin,
had no power to assuage his sterile wrath
and hlS bitter anger ai himself for being
unable to solve the problem and find at
least some minor agent of the death-
syndicate against whom to battle. He was
haunted especially by the news of one
terrific suicide pact. A score of young men
and women had killed themselves that
afternoon in the middle of Park Avenue.
A traffic policeman had seen
them first, a block away, the
leader carrying a wooden box
in his hands. He suspected
some soap-box speaking and
started leisurely forward to in-
terrupt.

He was still a half-block
away when the group started
to sing. The dirge had a
mournful, weird sound-—and
then the officer saw a sputter-
ing spark which he recognized as a lighted
fuse. The policeman darted forward
bravely, piping on his whistle, sheuting—
but before he had run a dozen paces, there
came a terrific concussion and giddy
blackness for the officer.

Not one of the dead was identifiable,
Only one girl, who was blown through a
window the width of the street away,
lived more than a moment after the
blast. . . .
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lT was fantastically horrible and Went-

worth, who had gone to the scene, had
urged his friend, Commissioner Flynn of
the police, to learn something about the
song the suicides had chanted. It seemed
the only tangible clue, for not one of the
dead could be identified and hence no
questions asked of friends or relatives
about their activities.

Flynn shook his long, hard head stub-
bornly, so Wentworth pursued the lead
alone. He found one man, a teacher of
violin music, whose window looked down
on the scene of death, marked now by a
. jagged pit in the pavement of Park Ave-
nue, The sound of massed chanting
voices had drawn him to the window and
he had looked out in time to see the ex-
~ plosion. He had caught only four minor
notes and, as he played them, something
" that was vaguely familiar stirred Went-
worth strangely. The violinist thought he
could use the four notes as motif for a
song, something like Chloe. . . .

_ All this was fine preparation for the
. wvisit of a god of darkness—and death!
“Wentworth had been sleeping lightly in
spite of his fatigue. Suddenly he was
lying there on the bed tensely, every nerve
taut, every sense alert. His hands closed
upon his ever-present guns, holstered on
each side of the bed. Slowly, elaborately
cautious, he studied every inch of his
dark room. A mild breeze kited at the
window curtains, and its coolness—the
dense blackness outside—told him the hot
August dawn could not be far off.

Yet, save for the silent swaying of the
drapery, nothing moved. Wentworth slid
his legs to the floor, and bare-footed,
crept to the door. Ram Singh reared in a
silent salaam, sleeping on the threshold as
he often did in time of danger. Went-
worth breathed a query, but the faithful
Hindu had heard or seen nothing absolute-
ly nothing. With tedious caution, the two
made a complete circuit of the fifteen-

room duplex in which Wentworth lived.

- They searched everywhere-—even the ter-

race outside, but there was absolutely
nothing which could have given the alarm.
Yet, Wentworth had been awakened,
tense and alert, by something!

He returned to his bed, but sleep would
not come. Finally he arose with a tired
heaviness in his limbs and head, donned a
brocaded robe that had come from a
Chinese emperor’s wardrobe and felt-sole,
silken slippers. He went slowly down the
graceful, circular stairs to his study be-
low, through that to his music room.
Moodily he crossed to his violin, trailing
his finger tips over its matchless surface.
He could not say why he had come. It
had been days since he had touched bow
to strings, but now he felt a sudden urge
to play.

He tucked the instrument under his
chin, and without preliminary, brushed
out the four notes that the suicides had
chanted before they died. They were
somber, and their minor wail seemed to
deepen the shadows of the room. Went-
worth’s eyes closed and he repeated them
softly, deliberately, and slowly began to
play.

At first, his notes were hesitant and un-
certain, but presently they strengthened
and the four notes grew into music,
mournful and measured, somehow senti-
ent with evil—like an incantation to some
awful, loathesome demon. Wentworth
felt cold seep into his veins and crawl over
him like moist slow slugs. His bowing
became more vigorous and sweeping un-
til the damnable sound and rhythm of the
thing filled the vaulted room tremendous-
ly. Wentworth’s eyes were locked shut.
Impossible to open them. It wasn't
allowed. . ..

Wentworth repeated that phrase in his
brain. It wasn’t allowed! What the hell
was he talking about? He opened his
eyes and the bow fell idle on the strings.
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He stood, stiff and motionless, staring at
a.single spot on the dark wainscoating. He
had to twist his head about to see it, but
somehow he knew that was the place.

Ah, yes, that was the spot, for there
was a glow there—a glow that strengthen-
ed with a steady pulsing light until it
took on the nebulous outlines of a figare
and then. . .. :

Wentworth breathed out hoarsely be-
tween his teeth; violin and bow came
down—the bow like a sword in his hand.
He could feel the pownding of his pulse
like some great temple-drum; then his
heart gave a high leap and 'stood still,
trembling. Against the dark wall of the
room stood a man!

HERE could be no doubt at all about

it. Why he even threw .a :shadow
there on the floor! But he was oddly
dressed ; his sternly muscled chest, red as
bronze, was bare. His clothing was a
stiff, archaic, paneled skirt and upon the
head was set a striped, cloth head-dress.
These things Wentworth observed quite
calmly as if it were an every-
day 'matter for an ancient
Egyptian to materialize in his
music roont. Then his eyes
lifted 4o the face and the bow
fell from his hand. He saved
the violin only by a {frantic
effort. The face—the face had
a long, peinted nose, dog teeth
and lolling tongue—Good
lord! It was a jackal’s head
upon a man’s body!

A violent shudder raced
over Wentworth. With an effort, he
forced himself to remain motionless. Then
with his slow, steady hands, he picked up

the bow, laid it aside with his violin and

faced the creature. He bowed then,
gravely, politely as a courtier; :

“The god. Anubis, I believe,” heé said
softly. “How may I serve your”

There was no mistaking the identity of
the strange, glowing figure or its Stiff
archaic dress. It was that of the Egyptian
god of darkness and death. Wentworth
could not understand how he accepted
that fact so calmly. Yet here he was,
bowing, . . .

The god was speaking now—harsh,
grating sounds that came strangely from
its jackals mouth—the- same language
that once before Wentworth had heard
upon the lips of Nephtasu. Only this time
the meaning was clear:

“Guard us, O man, from these vermin
who defile our name; who worship death
obscenely and with evil, selfish intent.
Thou art our protector, in the names of
Isis and Osiris, inthe name of. . . .”

Voice and figure faded together into
nothingness. A great calm was upon
Wentworth and he went deliberately to
his study, up the spiral stairway to his
bed and sat down upon its edge,

Ram Singh came in the door. “Master,
can I serve thee?”

Wentworth’s head jerked. He looked
down at his feet and found
them bare. He saw dimly that

his robe lay across the room
from him. He reached out a
quick hand, flashed on the light.
He had no recollection of re-
moving those garments and
that fact puzzled him. He was
very tired, but he had thought

. he still wore robe and slippers.
Slowly, he stopped, picked up
one of the felt slippers and put -
~ his hand into it. Wentworth
started to his feet with a muffied shout.
There was no warmth in his slipper. No
warmth at all. And yet....?

- “Ram Singh!” His voice was harsh in
his own throat. “Ram Singh, hast thou—
hast thou heard my violin this night?”

“When, sahib?”

“But now scarce ten minutes ago—in
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the music reom.”

Ram Singh’s eyes were darkly puzzled.
“I heard nothing, sahib, except thy breath-
ing which seemed troubled, and once
thou cried aloud a strange word which
they servant did not know.”

Wentworth’s breath came quickly,
sharply. His mouth felt dry and he wet
his lips with a tentative tongue. He al-
most whispered. “Was that word . . .
Anubisf”

“Han, sahib! Yes, that was it!”’

FOR a long moment, Wentworth sat
upon his bedside and gazed search-
ingly into Ram Singh’s face. The Hindu
met his eyes proudly, sturdily. The light
of dawn lay gray upon the window. With
a harsh laugh, Wentworth thrust his feet
into his cold felt slippers and instantly
Ram Singh held his robe ready for his
arms. With long strides then, the Hindu
two paces behind, Wentworth hurried to
the music room. Violin and bow lay as he
remembered placing them two days before.
The chin rest was cool and dry. He
plucked up the instrument, began to play
" feverishly. Once more the haunting,
measured notes of the melody he had
thought he played before came distinctly,
clearly, without faltering.

When it .was finished, Wentworth
turned again to Ram Singh, questioning
him, but the answer was the same as be-
fore. He had heard nothing save his
master’s troubled breathing. Wentworth
nodded.

“My thanks, faithful one.”

He went slowly back to his bed, but
there was a new hope, a new lightness
within him. His subconscious mind had
transmuted that vaguely familiar phrase
of the suicides’ chant into a full score.
And he knew now what it was—the hymn
of Anubis, which the priests of ancient
Egypt had chanted! At last he knew with

what he had to contend. Those who, for
reasons still unknown, had sent the
scourge of suicide upon the country, had
formed suicide cults under the guise of
Anubis worship—or at least they chanted
his hymn Now if he could locate one
of those secret cults, he would have a
way of tracing back through its leader
to the master-mind behind all this horror
and death. “

His subconscious wmind! Wentworth
smiled thinly. Well, Jamid Bey would
put another interpretation upon what had
happened. He would say that the ancients
had sent him a message and a com-
mand. . . Dimly, Wentworth wondered
where and when he had heard the hymn
of Anubis. . ..

* ok %

Wentworth awoke four hours later
with a sensation of blithe refreshment.
Nita, hearing his voice over the phone,
answered gaily with a brighter accent than
Wentworth had known since the early
days of their return voyage from Europe.

“But, Dick!” Nita cried. “When did
you ever hear the hymn to Anubis?”’

Wentworth laughed. “Darling, when
you speak, it is a chant to beauty, and
when you look at me. ...

The morning newspapers blotted out all
his gaiety with their toll of new hundreds
who had slain themselves. But they failed
to repress his buoyant hope. He phoned
to reporters he knew, told them about the
song the suicides had chanted, offered to
give them complete drafts of the music
for publication and for comparison with
what had been heard before the dyna-
mite blast. He gave it as his opinion that
all over the city, possibly forming in other
cities, were cults dedicated to the wor-
ship of death. . . . 4

“Now,” Wentworth told Nita across a
luncheon at Pierre’s. “Now, perhaps they
will think me dangerous enough to elimi-
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nate. If only they would attack me, I'd
have a clue. . . .”

Nita’s white hand went to his. Her
violet eyes, shadowed by the brim of a
pert hat, were deep and tender.

“Dick dear, is there never to be an
end?” she asked. “Never a surcease from
this hourly risking of your life? These
_men are deadly. They use mysterious
weapons of which no man ever heard
before. . . .” :

Wentworth’s gaze caressed her. “My
sweet, if ever I tommit suicide, it will be
because your eyes no longer look on me

1

as Now. . . .

NITA laughed with him tenderly. One
of their stolen moments, so fleeting,
so precious because of what might happen
tomorrow, of what surely would happen
some tomorrow to so valiant, so bold a
champion. It was over even as it began,
this moment of theirs. Nita’sesmile dim-
med and Wentworth saw her arms tense
with the clutching of hands in her lap.

“Ram Singh,” she announced soberly,
“is coming toward us.”

Heads turned to watch the Hindu’s
proudly erect figure stalk across the din-
ing room. Just the glimpse of him made
all this crystal and tinkling gaiety seem
trivial and efféte. There was such strength
and barren hardness about Ram Singh. He
came from an ancient line of warriors and
his service to Wentworth was the attach-
ment of one brave man to another—such
service as knights once gave their lords—
rather than that of servant to master.

He halted beside Wentworth’s table,
raised his cupped hands to his turbaned
forehead in salute, first to his master,
then to the wmissie sahib, whom he admired
and served with a devotion scarcely less
fierce than that he gave his master.

“Has thy servant—" Ram Singh spoke
in English for the benefit of the dozens of

couples about them— “Has thy sérvant
his lord’s permission to speak ?”’

Wentworth nodded gravely, playing up
to the Hindu’s love of ostentation and
brilliance. Ram Singh lapsed then into
swift, harsh Hindu, his slightly nasal
voice with difficulty concealing his excite-
ment,

“Sahib, one came bringing a message to
thy ear. A courier whose service it is to
carry messages—~ by which Ram Singh
ment a telegraph messenger boy—
“brought a letter.”

Wentworth asked a crisp question in
Hindustani, then accepted the letter. Ram
Singh folded his arms across his deep
chest, staring coldly over the heads of the
polite company. A joyous exclamation
burst from Wentworth’s lips, and he
tossed the letter across to Nita.

“George Washington Bridge,” he read.
“The north footpath. At five this after-
noon.”

Nita's breath sucked in. “Oh, Dick, it
is signed with—with the head of Anubis!”

Wentworth nodded gravely, the smile
still on his lips, but his eyes darkened,
hardening with determination.

“A tryst with Anubis!” he said slowly.
“At last they consider me dangerous
enough to eliminate!”

CHAPTER SIX
Teyst with Anubis

YLEVEN men had died to throw the
high-flung span of George Washing-
ton bridge across the Hudson. It arched
from the heights on the New York shore
to the Jersey Palisades like a thing more
ofair than of earth. Its giant towers and
huge suspension cables all spidery from
below; from its sprawling ramps with
winding approach the roads which on the
New York end coil off a half mile or
more on each side.
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None of the hurrying autoists, the bus
loads of passengers pouring across in the
thick of the afternoon rush-hour traffic
paid any heed to the hunched-back man
whose rubber-tipped cane heclped him
mount the slow gradient of the bridge’s
rise. If they did, it was with a little shud-
der of dislike, of dread. A creature so mis-
shapen, so sinister of aspect, had no place
amid the ethereal beauty, the slim grace
of the bridge.

Richard Wentworth, strolling lightly
across the northern footpath at a quarter
of five, swinging a malacca cane in his
gloved hand, looked at the hunch-back
curiously. It was thus the Spider dis-
guised himself when he went abroad at
pight in his own bleak, stern identity to
deal out his stark justice. He wore just
such a cape and black, felt hat. . . .

Wentworth slowed his own pace a little,
50 that he kept behind the ambling cripple.
Ceaselessly, but not obviously, Went-
worth’s eyes searched the passing crowds,
the sleek stream-lined cars that droned
past and the lumbering, bellowing buses.
Was it from one of those that the attack
upon himself would come? Or would
some pedestrian like himself fire suddenly
into his back? No doubt as to the pus-
pose of the challenge. He had been dared
to come here and tryst with Anubis and
such a meeting could mean only death.
The criminals would be prepared against
his defense and his swift guns. . , . Yet
Wentworth strolled with a gay tune on his
lips, cane jaunMly swinging, for all the
brittle readiness of body and mind.

So-he came presently, fiercely alert,
to the highest point of the bridge. He
loitered there, stopped his whistling to
gaze over the wide railing toward the
waters far below. A graceful black speed-
boat was cutting back and forth in a wild
demonstration of skill, whirling and skid-
ding turns about invisible pylons, straight-
ening out with a fan of white water from

its sharp prow. The hunchback was
watching, too.

Wentworth had taken such a position
that the inner of the northern pair of
thick cables—and the ties that bound them
to the structure below-—provided a shield
between him and the passing cars. He
glanced at the platinum-guarded dial of
his watch. Five minutes of five. Whas,
early to a tryst with the god of death?
Wentworth’s lips twisted, his raised
brows mocking. His eyes remained dark
and unchanged at his jest with death. He
turned his back on the scene below. which
was still engrossing the hunch-back.

Wentworth hooked his elbows over the
top of the rail, tapping stick against his
thigh with a dangling hand. The minutes
crawled past, and despite his rock-steady
nerves, he felt a tautening of all his body
—a muscular readiness for action that
must be coming now on winged feet. It
lacked only a minute of the hour of his
tryst.  Surely Anubis would not be
late?

S the seconds raced by, Wentworth’s

senses became even more acute. Noth-
ing except an automobile could reach him
in time now, it seemed. Near him was
only the hunchback—who was beginning
at last to amble on-—and from the other
direction, a pair of strolling lovers utterly
oblivious of bridge or sky or crowd. But
wait . . . Back there past the cripple came
a solid block of men and girls in hiking
costume, shorts and open-throated shirts,
snany of them carrying knapsacks on their
shoulders. At their head, like an evil
bird of ill omen, stalked a lean man with a
prophet’s ascetic, thin face. There was
eagerness in his stride, an impetuous for-
ward thrust to his gaunt, ungainly shoul-
ders which jerked slightly with cach step.
He was bare-headed. A mane of thick,
iron-gray hair swept back from & lumpish
forehead, from beetling, strong brows.



Wentworth turned casually to face the
man, his left arm swinging free, the col-
lar of his coat gaping with his twisted,
almost awkward posture. The cane lay
across the fingers of his right hand as a
man grips a sword-hilt lightly, firmly, but
with a ready wrist. There was a smile up-
on Wentworth’s lips-—the smile with
which he always welcomed battle or
danger. Within him was a hard, blazing
core of rage that burned the back of his
throat and inflamed his brain.

Was this the man behigxd these mad,
wholesale suicides? Was his the voice
that urged men and women and youth of
the land to death with the chant of dark
Anubis on their tongues? If he was,
then. . . .1 With scarcely a sideways
glance, the man went striding past. Went-
worth had a momentary impression of
eyes that glowed from pits of shadows,
of red, full lips that seemed strange in
that ascetic face, of hands that were
tapered and very white and had fine black
hairs across their backs. . . .

Behind the leader came the raggedly
formed column, nearly thirty men and
women in hiking garb. There was no
laughter, no joy among them, nor any
spring in their feet. But the weariness
seemed rather of the spirit than of the
body. Wentworth gazed at them, felt pity
rise ke a flood. . . .

A deep, ringing shout came from the
leader somewhere up ahead. The ramks
halted. Their queer tiredness gave place
abruptly to a feverish exaltation . . . Far
down the river, Wentworth saw a jet of
steam spurt upward in a white plume
above a factory and, seconds later, the
hoarse wailing of a whistle announced
that it was five o’clock. Even before the
whine of the blast died, another sound
came to mingle with it, to pierce and
dominate its shriek.

The thirty hikers were singing, slow
measured words in a weird minor key.
Wentworth’s cursing breath caught dryly

38




th them to the water below!

Wi

ling

|
B

They meant his




40

THE SPIDER

in his throat. Hell itself had composed
that music—

Above the voices boomed deep incanta-
tion of their leader in an antiphenic chant
that blended with the others while it domi-
nated them. And Wentworth, strangely,
recognized that too—the exhortation of
the prie ts! All this while, the white
steam of the whistle blast still hung there,
fading' into air. Wentworth felt the
strange, archaic music take
hold on his senses and he
wrenched  himself from its
spell, fire and ice in his heart.
He flung sharp, taunting
laughter to the skies, hurled
himself with long, lunging
strides toward the leader who,
he suddenly realized, was
goading these thirty to their
death. Thought stopped him in
his tracks. Good God! These
thirty were planning to leap
over the railing to their death in the
waters below!

The leader was looking at him now,
over the heads of the suicide flock, eyes
blazing, lips curved in mockery even as
he chanted. His deep voice rolled on.
Wentworth rasped a curse, charged again.
A man sprang into his path from the
ranks of the hikers, aiming a vicious blow.
Wentworth paused in his plunge forward,
his -cane ticked out in & rapier thrust and
_jabbed for the solar plexus. The man
dropped, gasping, but instantly there were
five—a dozen more—charging him,
grasping for him with eager hands.

NTWORTH struck about him
-V grimly with his cane, felled another
man. His flying hands caught a girl’s
shoulder, hurled her against two who
rushed to the battle. ~And all the while,
they sang, chanted, as if they moved in
the depths of unfathonable bliss in which
nothing—neither pain, nor fear, mor
death—could reach them. Behind, some-

where in the distance, the leader’s deep
voice roared. It was sharper, more ex-
cited, and it bred a fever in these auto-
matons of death who struck viciously with
open hands or tore with their nails and
clawed fingers at the man who dared at-
tack the thin-faced ascetic with the sen-
suous lips.

Wentworth realized suddenly that he
was fighting to save these thirty lives as
well as his own. He realized,
too, how horribly he had been
meant to die. . . . ! His guns
were in his armpits and while
he thrust violently with his
cane, he snatched out one
with his left hand, blasted
lead upward over their heads.
Not one man hesitated. Their
exultation was too deep. They
came hurtling in and one even
threw himself deliberately high
into the air as il hoping to
stop the lethal lead with his body!

Over there, beyond the gap that sep-
arated paved roadway from walk, automo-
bile horns were pouring a hell of noise
toward the sky—a vast cacaphony with
a hundred voices, bleating, baying, rasp-
ing, trumpeting an excited protest to the
skies. Wentworth felt a vast sense of
unreality. It could not be possible that
singing men and women were crowding
him, jostling him steadily toward the rail,
ready to hurl him and themselves from
the bridge’s awful height. Hands reached
out to seize him, hands as slow and de-
liberate as the chanting dirge they
mouthed. They were as inexorable as fate,
Wentworth feared them suddenly, feared
their steady, unwavering advance and the
frenetic gleam in their glazed eyes. A
shrewd trap they had set for him, cun-
ning and terrible dangerous. . . .

With a high, vaulting leap, Wentworth
sprang to the rail, bracing an arm against
the low-swinging cable that was between
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him and the death in the water below.
His gun was ready and, deliberately,
while hands tore at him, fought to thrust
him from his purchase, he sought out
the leader whose sonorous voice tolled
him and these others to death. He raised
his automatic and with the sureness that
comes of fong and painstaking practice
and is born of necessity, he blasted lead
at the priest of hell who urged them on.,

The leader did not move, but a woman
sprang high into the path of the bullet and
fell with a shattered skull. A second shot
~found its lodging in the breast of a boy
who leaped eagerly to the sacrifice. And
the priest kept up his chant, and on all
sides, the haunting, terrible strains of the
hymn of the dead continued.

Two men had hold of one of Went-
worth’s legs now, trying to drag him
from the -cable. He swung savagely at
their heads with the flat of his gun,
knocked down one, two—and others
leaped eagerly to take their places.

Weantworth was fighting grimly now,
with hard-curved lips and eyes that flashed
with lightnings of anger. Life was fierce
and strong within him as was his hatred
of -that demon leader. But each blow he
struck “at these half-demented pitifuls
who singing, rushed in to kill him, was a

. pain in his heart. His rage was all con-
centrated on one man now and it was
thrice as bitter because of the deaths of
those two poor wretches who had leaped
into the path of his lead. There could be
no more of that shooting.

His cane was wrenched from his hand,
mightily whirled, smashed down on his
left arm, which alone saved him from
b ing hurled off into space. Crushing
agony, then a cold numbness gripped it.
It still clung, but the grasp was feeble,
If help did not come soon. . . .

ENTWORTH’S voice leaped from
“'7 his throat in a great, ringing shout.
From fifty feet away, it was answered,

the harsh rage of ‘the reply slashing
through the chant. Wentworth could not
look that way, but he heard one man’s
chant end in a shriek. He hurled him-
self violently from the railing into the
thick of the fight, striking savagely with
his fists—with the useless automatic he
still grasped. The men charged straight
toward him. Nothing except the physical
impact of the gun, sufficient to hurl them
from their feet, could stop them. No pain,
no mere blow of the fist, could stay their
mad death march. Nothing but death it-
sif. ...

Those who had fallen and were unable
to continue the fight, crawled toward the
railing and climbing painfully, hurled
themselves to the death that awaited them
in the waters below. Wentworth caught
one, tried to tear him back, but the man
fought like a fiend, striking, kicking and
plunging downward finally with the chant
of death still whipping from his lips. A
woman helped a faltering man and, to-
gether, arms locked about ach other, they
sprang out into the abyss of destruction.

Wentworth had a
space to breathe
finally and looking
through the tangled
battle ranks he saw
the hunchback
striking mightily ;
with his cane,. .
knocking men and women from his path
indiscriminately. From somewhere among
the automobiles, a woman’s shrill cry rose:

“Oh, God above! Look, look! I#s the .
Spider?”’

So indeed did the creature seem who
battled through the thinning ranks to
Wentworth’s assistance, black cape flying
from his shoulders, black hat upon his
head and a sharp, strong-nosed face that
was as sinister as the man’s deeds.

But now there came another rush of



42

THE SPIDER

ten, twelve men together. One or two
fell before Wentworth’s driving blows, a
third, a fourth, but the others bored in,
overwhelmed his striking fists. They did
not attempt to harm him, but seized arms
and legs and, chanting more vigorously,
more triumphantly than ever, moved
toward the railing. Wentworth’s mind
reeled. They meant to—to throw him
off! They meant his body to go tumbling
whirling downward to be smashed to
pieces upon the surface of the water,
which would be as hard as concrete from
any such height as this. The chant rose
about him, strenuous, jubilant.

One of the men who held his kicking
feet straddled the rail, poised there, wait-
ing. His voice was sweet and clear, love-
ly as a dream. The second man was over
the rail now, and a third. . . . In a mo-
ment—in another little, pitiful moment—
they would leap and carry him with them
to his death!

But good heavens, this couldn’t be!
He, the Spider, must survive. He did not
think of personal life, though it was
strong and vibrant within him. Nor did
he think of Nita, with her white, soft
arms and deep, violet eyes. He thought of
the fearful thing which the priest of hell
would accomplish—of the thousands and
tens of thousands that man would toll to
death with the bell-like exhorting of his
deep, sonorous voice. It must not be
allowed!

More men than the Spider knew of this
infamy, but only the Spider believed! He
must live to carry this warning to hu-
manity. He must strike once more, win
through for the sake of mankind. With
these thoughts, a new vigor sped through
his muscles. With a mighty thrust of his
legs, he freed one foot, though in ac-
complishing it, he sent a chanting man
tumbling and spinning to his doom far

below. In the next instant, the robed "

hunchback struck terribly at the group
with his clubbed cane.

Two more men were wrenched loose,
but a third locked both hands about Went-
worth’s left arm. Then, with a high, tri-
umphant cry, he hurled himself bodily
from the railing, sure that his mighty
death grip would drag down the Spider,
too!

CHAPTER SEVEN

Battle on High -

_WENTWORTH had only a half-

second’s warning of the man’s inten-
tion to drag him down from the bridge.
The mere idea would have frozen most
men into an immobility that would have
meant death, but for the Spider, that
much time was enough. It gave him an
instant to brace a foot on the base of the
balustrade, to close his right arm more
snuggly about the rail and to tighten the
muscles of his left arm against the shock
that the other’s plunging weight would
cause.

Fortunately, the man was slightly built
and under middle height. Otherwise, even
with warning and preparation, he must
have yanked Wentworth loose from his
precarious perch outside the bridge rail.
As it was, the shock shook loose his foot-
hold, numbed his already injured left arm
and nearly tore the grip of his right hand

- loose from the railing. Clinging, with

teeth locked, face grim with strain, Went-
worth turned his bitter eyes toward the
rest of the men he had fought to save.
There were only a few left, four on their
feet battling the robed cripple who fought
gigantically with his heavy cane. ...

His was no thrust technique as was
Wentworth’s, but a heavy battering that
smashed through an arm guard and
smacked at the heads beneath. But there
was 1o help there for Wentworth,
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The battlee would have no chance to turn
* and haul him to safety. A shuddering jar
rippled over Wentworth’s body and he
felt his right hand, nails digging into the
concrete, stip a half inch. The man.
dangling on his arm, had jerked at him
in an effort to pull loose his hold. He
repeated the action and Wentworth lost
an entire inch. Good God! A few more
like that and he and the suicide would
pull him whirling down to death!

Wentworth’s muscles were cramping
with strain and there was a strength-
draining fatigue throughout his body.
Even his superb strength could not much
longer resist the drag of so great a
weight. Wentworth jerked his head. He
must not die yet. The Spider had work
to do, a duty to perform. For this man
clinging to him who was so avid to die,
there was no hate, only pity in Went-
worth’s breast. But the fellow was drag-
ing down thousands of his fellow beings
with him if, struggling and yanking so,
he succeeded in killing the Spider!

A frautic jerk cost Wentworth another
inch. Three more lost and he would be
gone. He must act quickly then. Two of
- his defender’s assailants were down, but
the other two were pressing hard and a
third was crawling along the pavement to
flank him. No help there!

With a curse of despair, Wentworth
jerked up a foot, let drive at the face
of the man who sought to murder him.

The pamted chant that still gasped from -

those lips stopped. There was a final
desperate pull that almost cost Went-
worth’s life; then the fellow let go and
went whirling, whirling down—and down
—and down. . ..

Wentworth watched with helpless
- fascination, saw the tiny spinning doll-
thing that was a man smack against the
water, throwing a great column of spray
toward the sky. Feebly, then, Wentworth
lifted a foot to try for a renewed purchase

on the balustrade, but he had slipped
down too far; his strength was too far
spent. He no longer could look over the
ballustrade. He could not tell whether the
robed man was triumphant or had fallen,
too, as prey to the mad band. He only
knew that the feeling was fast leaving his
right arm and that his left was too badly
strained to be of any help. He could not
lift it as high as his shoulder. . . .

Then his fight had been vain! He had
saved no one from this lunatic plunge to
death. The leader had gone away—Went-
worth realized that for long minutes he
had not heard the great, soaring voice of
the man. But what did any of these
things matter? Within seconds, his hand
would lose its last hold. With the
thought, his frantic nails slipped another
lost inch along the railing. He fought the
paralysis in his left arm, almost afraid to
move lest he iose what purchase he had.
He had no confidence that his left arm
would be of any help, even if it topped
the balustrade, but it might enable him in
some way to regain a grip with his right.

FIERCELY, inch by inch, in a struggle

that brought the beads of pain-sweat
to his forehead, he forced that almost
paralyzed left arm upward. The stab in
his shoulder-joint, muscles straining over
a distorted joint, was almost unendurabic.
A little hoarse cry gasped from his lips.
Then, crazily, the twisted arm slid over
the balustrade.

Even as he succeeded, a sharp, tri-
umphant cry rang out and a second later,
the strong-nosed face of the caped man
peered over at him. Hand linked to arm.
a foot against the balustrade, a long heave,
and they stood side by side surveying the
scene of the battle. Two men lay upon
the pavement. The two others had dis-
appeared, gone overside unseen whilc
Wentworth fought for his life.

“Thanks, great one!” Wentworth
panted.
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“Wah!’ said the other, harshly. “Thy
servant is a feeble old woman! For three
minutes, those four jackals kept me in
play!”

Wentworth flung a quick look about.
While the battle raged, men had stood
back. Now they came from all directions,
hopping across on the supports between
roadway and pavement. A police whistle
keened somewhere down the bridge, and
on each side of the pair, men packed the
walk.

One sound predominated among all the
gabble of noise and voices; the sibilant
whisper: “Spider!” ran like quick-silver
through the throng.

“We were somewhat unfortunate, Ram
Singh, in our choice of disguise for you,”
Wentworth murmured, gaining control
over his breathing. “Did you see where
the leader went ?”

“Wah! He was a coward!” Ram Singh
spat on the pavement. “He fled I know
not whither at the first sound of battle.
Nor did he leap overboard.”

So that trail was lost almost on the
instant of discovery! Wentworth was
suddenly aware of the temper of the
crowd. One man, red-faced and shouting,
stood beside his automobile shaking fists
at the sky.

“The Spider killed them and threw
them in the river "’ he yelled. “The Spider
killed them! Threw them in the river!’

Wentworth looked at the man with
narrowed eyes and remembered that
somewhere in the battle he had dropped
an automatic. He glanced about and did
not find it. A frown twisted his fore-
head. That gun was registered in his
name. If it were found, he would have
no chance of escaping some sort of police
charges in connection with this battle,
especially since the Spider apparently was
supporsing him. But there were other
worries. The red-faced one might suc-
ceed in stirring up a mob to furious anger

and he and the Hindu too were trapped
here against the balustrade.

However, Wentworth still had another
holstered automatic. He looked at the red-
faced man whose bellowed charges were
being repeated until others took up the
cry. Man had seen, but few had been
able to understand what was happening.
Certainly, they had seen the tall, broad-
shouldered one kick into perdition several
men who were holding him. The yells
grew into a great, sullen roar, a sound as
of waves crashing upon dry rocks. No
mistaking that moan of hate. They had
seen fellow men done to death, and the
Spider was a man with huge prices on his
head for murder. . .. Kill the Spider! . . .
Only one thing held them back—the fear
of this fierce slayer of men. . . . Kill the
Spider! . . . If they were to rush him
now, altogether, certainly he would be

‘able to shoot many. Let the re -faced

man lead. He surged forward as if he
heard the unbidden call of the mob he
had raised. . . . “Kill! Killl Kill ithe
Spider!t”

WENTWORTH snapped an order at
-'V Ram Singh and together, in one
graceful leap, they gained the broad,
round cable that arched upward toward
the towers at each end. In a single kick,
they were rid of their shoes and, with
deliberate sure-footedness, one behind the
other, the two men began to mount the
great suspension conduit. For fully thirty
seconds—#ime for them to take a dozen
paces upward—the amazement of the
crowd held them motionless. Then their
anger burst like a wave against a cliff,

“hurling meaningly cries of rage upward.

A hail of wrenches and tools that had
been snatched from cars followed. One
man yanked out a revolver—it was the
red-faced one—and suddenly Wentworth
realized why the fellow’s face had seemed
familiar. It was Red Almaro, a man
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equally good with a gun or a bottle of
“soup”’. a safe-cracker whe was emploved
most frequently by—Woentworth's auto-
matic slid to his hand and blazed once--—-
by Seltzer. a planner of crimes! The man
was an agitater he chese te use on occa-
sion te excite mobs. The recoil of the
weapon skilfully taken up in his arm.
Wentwerth holstered his weapon again.
Red Almaro was wringing a bullet-
smashed forearmi; his gun had gone inte
the river.

Wentworth, with #
Ran: Singh behind
him, was beyond
the reach of casual
missiles now, fifty
feet along the cable
had carried them
high above the
heads of the howling mob below. On one
side, the killing mob; on the other, the
sheer abyss of death. The wind was
stronger here, tugging at clothing, and
Wentworth could hear the dull snapping
of Ram Singh’s cape, threatening to hurl
him overboard. And the Hindu needed
his arms for balance, could not use them
to hotd the cloak close against the thrust
of the wind.

“Truly, master,” Ram Singh gasped,
“you are all seeing and most wise. Fortu-
nate indeed for thy servant that thou
gavest orders for my socks and thine to
be thoroughly rosined !”

Wentworth smiled grimly. There was
an agony in his left arm, and the wind
was a constant peril. Furthermore, an-
other score of feet ahead, the cable began
to mount much more steeply, an impos-
sible climb. The mob was below them,
unarmed. apparently, until the police
came.

“This is the hest chance we’ll get, Ram
Singh,” Wentworth said shortly. “Strad-
dle the cable and grip one of the rods

that lead downward with thy feet. Then
give me the hump off thy back.”

He suited his own action to the words
and. seated, twisted about to receive the
“hump”—a long, thick package that had
been strapped to Ram Singh's back.
Quickly, Wentworth tore the wrappings
from the bundle, took out the two articles
it contained.

“I auticipated the possibie necessity of
such an escape,” Wenlwerth explained.
“This is not a full-sized parachute, but
with water below us, it should be suffi-
cient. That black launch there is the Nite,
Jackson will pick us up a few moments
after we strike the water. The best plan
will be to yank the rip cord now, let pilot
"chute float loosc and then junp.”

He yanked the ring, twisted about and
watched the tiny pilot ’chute jerk and
tug clear of the bridge in the freshening
wind. He smiled at Ram Singh and both
claimbered to their feet. The river was
far and flat below them ; Jackson’s boat a
tiny, darting, black bug.

“Ready, my warrior?”’

“Han, sehib! Shall thy servant leap
first?”

“Together, Ram Singh!”

“Together, sahib !”

The shout of the thousands below them
echoed upward in a vast hollow moan as
they realized that their prey were pre-
pared to leap. They recognized, too, the
packs upon their backs.

A police officer’s whistle blasted. “Halt!
Halt! Or Pl shoot!”

“On the count of three, my warrior,”
Wentworth said calmly. “One . . . two
... threel”

CHAPTER EIGHT

Ambush for the Spider!

N THE cabin of the launch which Jack-

son was speeding down the river,
Wentworth stripped awkwardly, per-
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mitted Ram Singh’s swift, expert taping
of his injured arm. Strained ligaments
were tautly braced and the swollen shoul-
der-joint proved to be only badly
wrenched.

“It’s a wonder you weren’t broken in
half by that idiot,” Jackson growled from
the hatchway. “If I'd had my Spring-
field. . . ‘

“With the wind variations, you’d prob-
ably have shot off my other arm,” Went-
worth said, but his smile took the sting
from his words. “I think we can expect
Police Commissioner Flynn to be waiting
for us at the apartment. I lost one of
my automatics.”

The greetings of Wentworth’s butler,
Jenkyns, when he returned home, con-
firmed his prediction. “Commissioner
Flynn is waiting, Master Dick,” he said,
voice smooth and without stress despite
the worry in his old, blue eyes.

Wentworth strode energetically into the
drawing-room with a smile and a hearty
greeting for the bony commissioner. “Hel-
lo, Flynn! You certainly traced that au-
tomatic quickly.”

Flynn’s face was sour. His narrow,
long head, with its wiry hair, was held
stifly, but there was a frosty sparkle in
his eyes.

“Fool stunt, Wentworth!”’ he grumbled.
“Jumping off bridge. Suicide bug get
you ?”

Wentworth fumbled a cigarette from
his case, offered Flynn one, then dropped
down on a lounge with careful considera-
tion for his left arm. Jenkyns was at his
elbow with a lighter and Wentworth
nodded to him. ‘“Refreshments, Jenkyns,
and have the coffee for my café royale
very cold.”

Jenkyns withdrew with: ‘“Very good,
sir!” Wentworth welled smoke out of his
mouth, settled more deeply into the cush-
ions. -

“T’l tell you all I know about the busi-

ness and then you can ask questions,” he
said. He gave the details of the recep-
tion of the note and the battle on the
bridge. But he told it all without close
attention, for his mind dwelled on other
things, turned somberly to his failure on
the bridge and complete failure to get a
clue. He still had no lead to the man
who used the seal of Anubis—the chief of
the Suicide League—and, damn it, the
thing would grow rather than diminish,
Thousands died today, tomorrow they
would perish by tens of thousands.

Flynn grunted as his account ended,
asked acidly: “Don’t suppose you and
the S'pider exchanged cards?”’

“Scarcely necessary, my dear fellow.”
Wentworth waved his - cigarette airily.
“We know each other by sight. Never
introduced at the best clubs, of course.
He said, however, that the Suieide League
had run him. to earth, also sent him the
same challenge I received.”

Flynn grunted, took a sharp, long-
legged turn up and down the room.
“Have to keep your gun for a while. In-
quest, dead man, dead woman.”

Wentworth nodded. “The leader was
urging the men to kill me and themselves.
Naturally I tried to wing him. Those
two jumped in front of my bullets.”

“Why not kill Almaro?” Flynn spat
out. “Rat. Must die some day. Shot at
you, Justifiable.”

WENTWORTH grinned. “I never
¢ ¥V needlessly kill a fellow man,” he said,
but his eyes were veiled and secretive.
Red Almaro undoubtedly had been plant-
ed on the bridge to lead mob action if the
suicide automatons failed in their attack.
That meant that Almaro—probably Seltz-
er also—was involved with the ascetic
leader. ,

Wentworth was glad now that his bul-
lets had not struck down the chanting
leader. It had been the madness of bat-
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tle, the effort to save the thirty men and
women from death, that had inspired the
shots. 'With the man alive, there was at
once a greater and Tess chance of the
Spider’s ultimate triumph, Greater be-
cause the leader effered one more chance
of finding the moving forces behind the
Suicide Leagne. Less because his sur-
vival meant that now the full strength
of the criminal alliance would be turned
toward accomplishing the Spider’s death.

Flynn broke in on his thoughts. “Gov-
ernor Kirkpatrick,” he grunted. “Be here
tonight about ten. Wants to confer. His
home.” ~

Wentworth’s face brightened. “Splen-
did!” he cried. “I haven’t seen Kirk since
—" he made a wry face—“since he re-
fused to pardon me on that trumped-up
murder charge that afterward was
quashed.”

Flynn nodded sharply, took the drink
Jenkyns offered, tossed it off neat. “Some-
thing tike that get you some day. Better
lay off amateur detecting.”

“How wotild you solve the crimes if I
did?” Weuntworth jibed amiably.

Flynn shook with an internal laughter
that searcely stirred his lips. “I’'m no de-
tective,” he admitted, “but morale is good.
More men qualifying every day as expert
marksmen. Promote them if they’re good.
Break them if they’re lousy.”

“You're efficient,” Wentworth admit-
ted, “but the police organization is in-
tended to fight only the ordinary crim-
inal. Give them a man who operates in a
different routine, or such a group as the
Suicide League, and they’re up against
it.”.

Flynn grinned, his thin, firm lips hard
against his teeth. “That’s why T'll be

_sorry to see you burn. No bother about
stuff on bridge. Just show up in the
morning.”

Wentworth nodded as Flynn rose to
go. He appreciated that the commission-

er had not attempted to wrest informa-
tion from him about the Spider, under-
standing the noblesse oblige between him
and the apparent Spider on the bridge.
Flynn knew, without the attempt, that
Weniworth would not talk.

At the door, Flynn turned. “This sui-
cide business—what causes it?”

Wentworth frowned. “I think it’s a
drug or a gas administered some way,
possibly a virus of some disease, though
it acts more like one of the former. No
way of telling yet.”

Flynn nodded. “Hope you’re right.
Can stop that. Mass hysteria, more dif-
ficult. Phone description of that preach-
er to headquarters, will you? Don’t know
the questions myself.”

Wentworth bowed assent. He liked the
new commissioner, a retired major-gen-
eral, who had taken the post after Stan-
ley Kirkpatrick, the Spider’s enemy, but
Wentworth’s friend, had been elected gov-
ernor of the state. There had been years
when Kirkpatrick and the Spider had
fought each other bitterly and with a
deadly skill; when Kirkpatrick had sus-
pected his friend, Wentworth. But final-
ly both perceived they fought for the
same cause and a truce had been formed.
—a truce in which Kirkpatrick agreed to
help the work until such time as positive
proof of the Spider’s identity should fall
into his hands. Then he would forget
friendship, and prosecute to the utmost
of his ability.

NCE, when Wentworth had been

framed for murder on what seemed
conclusive evidence, Kirkpatrick had res-
olutely refused a pardon, and. . . . But
that was water under the bridge. Went-
worth knew that he, too, would have
made the same decision, as often he was -
called upon to do in his battles against
the Underworld; decisions sometimes be-
tween loved ones and the fate of the city
at the hands of some mad, murderous
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genius of crime. Even against Nita. .

Jenkyns interrupted his thoughts by en-
tering with a portable telephone. “The
call you have been expecting, sir,” he said.
“Mr. Jamid Bey.”

Wentworth took the telephone eagerly
and the rich, oddly accented
voice of the Egyptian came to
his ear.

“I see by the newspapers,”
said Jamid Bey, “that Went-
worth sahib did not tell the
newspapers everything about
Anubis and his hymn.”

Wentworth asked lazily,
“And what did I omit, Bey
Pasha ?”

The Egyptian laughed
softly. “You did not tell
them that you dreamed the music or that
Anubis appeared to you!”

Wentworth was silent to that, eyes nar-
rowed and thoughtful. Now how the dev-
il did the man know?. ..

Jamid Bey’s laughter was still in his
voice. “I have received my answer, and
it is permitted that I tell you . . . certain
things. Will you do me the honor of a
visit this evening. Say, about eight?”

Wentworth, still lazily, said, “Certain-
ly and with pleasure. You're a damnably
mysterious fellow, Jamid Bey. The Carl-
ston, I believe?”

Ram Singh renewed the bandages on
Wentworth’s arm as he dressed for the
evening. The soreness was increasing,
but with the help of the taping, he could
use it with some stiffness and pain. There
was a sharp excitement in Wentworth’s
breast. He had told no one, save Nita,
that the music had come to him in a
dream. He remembered what he thought
at the time—that the Egyptian would
consider it was a message and a com-
mand from the ancients. He moved im-
patiently as Ram Singh carefully ban-
daged him. :

Finally, the last meticulous details of
his dress were completed, Jenkyns ad-
vanced to adjust the customary cornflow-
er in his lapel, to set the white, satin-
lined Inverness cape about his shoulders.
to hand him silk hat and gloves and gold-
headed cane. The old man’s
ruddy face was worried.
Wentworth pointed the cane
at his chest.

“You have not been sleep-
ing, Jenkyns. If you wait up
for me tonight, I shall cer-
tainly fire you.” He looked
affectionately at the man who
had served his father before
him. He felt an abrupt, pain-
ful wave of longing for the
hard, lean man he remem-
bered from his teens—the man who, one
tragic day, had died with his wife in an
Alpine accident.

“Tell me, Jenkyns.” Wentworth hesi-
tated, the longing within him an ache in
his throat. “Tell me, do you think my
father would have . . . approved of his
son "’

Jenkyns looked down quickly, lest
brimming eyes spoil his perfect com-
posure. “I’m sure, Master Dick, that he
would.”

“Even . . . the Spider?”’

Jenkyns’ eyes lifted, became firm and
direct. “Your father was a brave and a
just man, Master Dick—far beyond his
time. He would have grieved for your
lost happiness, sir. . . .” Jenkyns hesi-
tated and Wentworth knew what he
thought—knew because of the smile that
lighted the old man’s face whenever Miss
Nita came to the apartment. Jenkyns,
too, longed for the day when the long,
black cloak and the Spider’s seal would
be laid aside forever.

“But he would have honored you,”
Jenkyns finished, “and I do and all of us
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do, Master Dick, for a brave and upright
man.”

NTWORTH hid his emotion with
:+ ¥V 3 light laugh. “You’ll probably have
a chance to tell that to a judge some day,
Jenhins”

He sauntered out, but the nostalgia of
the moment, fhe thought of Nita, re-
mained with him as Jackson wheeled his
new Daimler town car to the curb and
opened the door with military precision.
Wentworth’s eyes took in the dark street
in one swift glance, caught no hostile
move.

“I'm a little ahead of time, Jackson,”
Wentworth said. “You might go once
about the park.”

“The Carlston Hotel was a quietly ele-
gant_hostelry in the East Sixties, its fa-
¢ade no more conspicuous than that of
the wealthy residences about. A butler
attended - at the locked, outer door; the

lobby was a formal reception room and
~ registration was in the client’s own suite.
There were no mere “rooms” here—
Jamid Bey’s elevator was his exclusively.
Jamid Bey's own fellaheen salaamed
Wentworth into- his suite with much less
insolence than before.

The same remarkable transformation
that had been wrought on the ship was
apparent here, too. The two white-robed
fellaheen escorted him with sidling, almost
backward footsteps, as if he had been roy-
alty, along a richly carpeted hallway to
a room where Jamid Bey, in native dress,
rose formally to greet him. In the midst
of or entel splendor, a fountain splashed
and tinkled sweetly. The ceiling was
domed in blue, dappled with winking
golden stars, and twisted fluted columns
supported the arches that marched about
its sides.

Jamid Bey himself wore baggy silken
trousers and tunic of purest white over
which a long, flowing coat, sea-green, with

macaber embroidery in gold, made a gor-
geous contrast. Only ‘now were Went-
worth’s hat and cloak, gloves and cane,
taken from him and he sank down upon
floor cushions as gracefully as his host.
His shoes seemed awkward beside the
crimson morocco slippers on Jamid Bey’s
feet.

The Egyptian’s dark face was lean and
stern. Wentworth’s own countenance re-
sumed grim lines now that the formality
of greeting was over. Wentworth could
not forget that he walked with death and
that this man had once ordered slaves to
kill him—if he gave a certain signal . . .
They chatted casually until coffee had
been served and long-tubed water pipes
offered. Then Jamid Bey lifted his hand-
some dark eyes to Wentworth’s face.

“I have been answered,” he said grave-
ly. “It is permitted that I tell a little of
what is known in the hope that your
splendid strength will assist us to punish
evil-doers and retrieve our secrets.”

Wentworth nodded, eyes keenly alive
on those of his host. “And the information
about the visitation by Anubis?”

“Mere thought-wave susceptibility,” he
said, then paused, giving the impression of
choosing his words carefully. And once
more, as on the occasion when the two
sword slaves had killed themselves at the
command of this extraordinary man,
Wentworth had a feeling that the Egyp-
tian had difficulty in phrasing his thoughts
in English— as if he were translating from
some strange tongue. His accent was more
pronounced now.

“Secrets of the priests of Isis and Sera-
pis, Ammon and Aphrodite, of the Pha-
raohs of ancient days, were held by certain
leagues called mysteries. They were never
common knowledge, never the property of
the Alexandria library that was destroyed.
They knew a drug that can make a man
howl! like a dog and become a dog, too,
in his habit and his living. And there
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is a certain secret temple light—but these
things are not yet for the world. The
Wise Ones keep them . . .”

NTWORTH did not lose his atti-
: tude of eager listening, but his mind
was racing. He knew that these things
were whispered, of course. They were a
part of the beliefs of man, like
the prophesy of the second
coming of the Messiah, and
the immortality of the soul.
Men talked of the old wisdom
and tried to look knowingly. It
was true that ancient Egypt
had built a practical steam
engine on Pharos lighthouse at
Alexandria . . . With a mental
shrug, Wentworth listened.
True or not, it was obvious
that Jamid Bey believed . . . .
“Among the drugs in the custody of
these ancients was a chemical once given
to traitors that they might destroy them-
selves,” the Egyptian said. “A renegade
priest only recently stole the secret, but
when he . . . paid, the formula was no
longer in his possession. That drug came
to America aboard the Plutonic, but who
now has the custody or why it was em-
ployed aboard the ship, I do not know.”

Jamid Bey ceased speaking and bowed
his head as if in prayer. Wentworth
frowned at his water pipe, thoughtfully
drew its cool, fragrant smoke into his
lungs. Rubbish, many men would call this,
and ignore it as such. Wentworth’s own
skepticism was aroused, but the fact re-
mained that men and women had slain
themselves in a mad saturnalia of death
aboard the ship. Furthermore, the lexicons
of modern pharmacy revealed no such
drug. Chemistry knew no gas or liquid
or freakish ;,compound that could cause
such behavior. There were certain germs
that drove men mad, or even caused self-
injury, but this passion for death by any

and every means, regardless of pain . . ..
Wentworth had seen many strange things
in his travels of the world and he had
fought many curious and loathsome de-
vices of death . . ..

Jamid Bey frowned. “You do not be-
lieve,” he said, “and for that I cannot
blame you, nor shall I strive to convince
you. But I am permitted to
tell you this much more; the
drug is a purplish powder,
tasteless and soluble in any,
liquid that is not strongly acid.
It is called melakheen and came
first from the Hindu-Kush, as
it is now called.”

Wentworth said carelessly.
“It is permitted to know just
which of the fellow passengers
of the Plutonic had contact
with this renegade priest ?”

Jamid Bey laughed harshly. “None of
them! Not one has even been to the town
in which this priest . . . paid!”

Wentworth felt a grim smile tug at his
mouth corners at Jamid Bey’s hesitancy
concerning the punishment of the renegade
priest.

“And how,” Wentworth asked, “did
this priest . . . pay?”’

Jamid Bey’s mouth was grim and a
strangely mocking light touched his dark
eyes. “The priest, my friend, committed
suicide !”

It was a few moments later that Neph-
tasu, as at some given signal, entered the
chamber. Two of the white-clad fellaheen
stole across the room, drew aside great
brilliant carpets, stood in half salaam until
she had passed, then stood against the
entrance with folded arms.

Wentworth rose to greet her, aware as
always of the fire that lurked in her long,
green eyes. Her dress of plain, heavy black
silk, would have been undistinguished
upon any lesser person. But draped ex-
quisitely to the lithe contours of her body,
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it was superb. She had built the bright
flame of her hair into a coronet of long
braids, wound again and again about the
small, tight shapeliness of her skull. At
her appearance, Jamid Bey seemed to
draw into himself. For a half-hour, the
talk wound aimlessly through Egypt and
the Mediterranean and dwelt at length
upon the tragedy of the Plutonic . . . .

Wentworth’s mind was heavy with
thought at his departure. He leaned back
at ease while Jackson sent the [)aimler
swiftly toward the Governor’s uptown
home, depending on the doughty ex-
sergeant to guard against his enemies. He
was a little early, and he was pleased at
the prospect of seeing his friend, the
governor, alone. He eased his arm against
the cushions, closed his eyes. A queer man,
the Jamid Bey, and altogether mysterious.
There was something utterly inexplicable
about his abilities as a hypnotist, about
his feat of knowing precisely the details
of this visit of Anubis. Might it be poss-
ible that some post-hypnotic . . . ? But
the Spider’s was not a will that yielded
to another’s, even though that other was
Jamid Bey. . . .

JJE reviewed the story he had been told
: and was of two minds whether to
accept the story or not. Of course, he
had no choice but to, repeat it. He must
not risk the possibility that, strange as it
seemed, Jamid Bey told the truth. Even
if the drug, melakheen actually were to
blame, there was still the difficulty of find-
ing how it was distributed.

Wentworth opened his eyes, glanced
sharply about. They were rolling swiftly
up Fifth Avenue in the Seventies, a lonely
stretch beside the park. If his enemies
sought him out now . . . Abruptly, he
jerked forward on his seat, a warning
cry in his throat . . . but it was unneces-
sary. Jackson had already slammed on
the car’s powerful brakes. Tires squealed

on the pavement and Wentworth sat, help-
lessly gripping the robe rod on the back
of the front seat while the heavy town
car bore down on a young girl in its path.

The girl had acted with such unex-
pected quickness that had made it imposs-
ible to avoid her, leaping from the pave-
ment to a position squarely in front of
the Daimler. She stood there now, her
head flung back and her young throat
swelling with a song that came to Went-
worth even through the squeal of swiftly
applied brakes. He cursed. Already that
song was drenched in blood, stained with
the death of thousands . . . the dread
hymn of Anubis!

The heavy Daimler slid to a halt within
inches of the girl Wentworth tore his
eyes from the would-be suicide, flung a
swift searching look about him. No suspi-
cious car lounged alongside, no gun' blazed
from a darkened doorway. But his mouth
was thin-lipped as he thrust open the door
and in long strides reached the girl’s side.
A policeman hurried across the pavement,
took one glance at the impeccable evening
attire and began to growl at the girl . . .

“Not at all, officer,” Wentworth in-
terrupted. “With your permission I am
going to send this young lady to a hospital
in my car. If she is left to herself . . .”

The officer stepped back with an awk-
ward salute and Wentworth spoke rapidly
to Jackson. He handed the unresisting
girl into the back of the Daimler and
it whirled away . . . . A glance at the
street sign showed he was only a block
and a half from the governor’s town-
house. He pushed on afoot, frowning
heavily. Just another of the would-be sui-
cides that thronged the city . . .

He was still alive to the possibility of
attack and he had hoped to foil assassins
by the unexpected placing of the girl in
his car. It might be that he had decided
unwisely . . . His mind returned to the
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problem of the supposed suicide drug.
Food supplies, or tobacce might be used
for distribution. They had been employed
for vindictive purposes before this. Poss-
ibly .. ..

Wentworth became aware of the man
in the shadows a split-second before the
man intended. His action was as swift
and keen as the eyes that had detected the
lurking memace. Wentworth dropped to
one knee with the speedy codrdination of
brain and muscle that made him the form-
idable warrior he was. In the same motion,
his gold-headed cane flashed out. The
unexpected thrust hammered the man in
the shadows back against the stone wall
that sheltered him. Then the fellow ducked
aside from the cane’s point, charged for-
ward wildly with a long-bladed lmife held
low against the hip!

CHAPTER NINE
Crystals of Doom!

WENTWORTH had a single glimpse

of the knifeman’s dark, passion-
knotted face as he pushed in. The surprise
of the sight almost cost him his life.
Unless he had gone mad, the
man with the knife was. .. But
it couldn’t be! It was impossi-
ble that this lurking assassin
was Jamsd Bey! For one
amazed instant, Wentworth re-
mained motionless and the
knife flashed surely, strongly
for his throat. Only by a
prodigious effort, by the exer-
tion of his utmost will, did he
throw off the daze of his
surprise and shrink aside from the blow.

The blade whistled over his shoulder,
and the man stumbled, lost his halance
for a moment. Wentworth sprang away
from the threat; his two hands closed on
cane and handle. With a wrench and a

harsh whisper, a sword flashed in the
dim rays of the distant street light. Blade
in hand, Wentworth did not wait for the
dark knifeman to renew the attack. He
sprang forward with the sword flickering
to the kill.

Only for an instant did the man stand
crouched. Then he whipped the knife
through the air in a frenzied, vicious
throw. In the same moment, he twisted
about in flight. Wentworth did two things
with lightning-like rapidity. His sword
swerved to meet the flying blade, sent it
ringing futilely to the pavement. Instantly
then, he dropped the sword and it cane
scabbard and flashed his right hand to an
automatic. The gun leaped to his hands,
ready and eager, but . . . the assassin
had vanished !

A moment before, he had been darting
straight toward the building across the
street, as if he sought refuge in the entry-
way that opened there; the next, he was
swallowed up in nothingness! Wentworth
raced toward the spot where last he had
seen the fleeing man, and checked, staring
grimly down at the roadway. The dis-
appearance was explained. A man-hole
cover had been removed from a sewer
opening and into that, feet
first, the fleeing Egyptian had
jumped.

Wentworth's breath had
quickened And he could feel the
fierce, hot pumping of his
blood. Memory of that snarl-
ing face in the darkness was a
crazy whirling pinwheel within
his brain. Cautiously, he
stepped back from the spot of
black emptiness in the middle
of the street. It was all queer and twisted.
In the first place, he did not believe that
Jamid Bey would have stopped to commit
an assassination himself. Why should he,
when he had a dozen eager slaves to do
the work for him? That one factor alone
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seemed to preclude the possibility of what
he believed he had seen. His eyes were
playing him tricks . . . yet the Spider was
not given to such mistakes!

Whatever he had seen, the assassin had
now escaped. Those sewers ran on for
miles beneath the city streets. There was
no way of divining the assailant’s route.
Frowning, Wentworth returned his gun
to its holster, stooped to pick up his sword
cane and join it together again. Then he
caught up the savage knife which had
nearly taken his- life. It had a long, leaf-
%shaped blade, pointed and fuller near the
;tip than at the hilt and it was made not
‘of steel but of cleverly wrought bronze.
Wentworth balanced the thing on his
palm, hurried on to the governor’s house.

HE two police officers on constant
I guard there stared at the knife curi-
ously. The wooden-faced butler offered
tentatively to relieve him of it, but re-
ceived a curt refusal. Still holding it care-
lessly ‘in his left hand, Wentworth saun-
tered into the reception room, and a few
moments later, the governor entered with
his characteristic swift, firm stride.

“Dick, damn your soul!” he cried. “I
didn’t go to Albany to forget you, you
know, or . . . What the devil have you
got in your hand?”

Wentworth took the knife in his right
hand—his ‘left arm was throbbing with
the exertion to which he had forced it-—
held the blade out, hilt-first. ;

“That knife almost prevented my com-
ing here,” he said with a quizzical smile,
“So I just brought it along as a souvenir.”

Kirkpatrick shot a sharp glance from
his blue eyes, weighed the weapon on his
hand. “A nice toy. And the lad who played
with it ?”’

“Got away.”

Kirkpatrick sniffed.
seen you shoot.”

The two men stood in the midst of

“Incredible! T’ve

the formal reception room, smiling slight-
ly into each others eyes—tall, straight men
with the lean jaw of those who do things,
and the balanced poise of those who know
how they should be done. Kirkpatrick
would have been the taller but for the
slight droop in his otherwise military
bearing—the weight of his official cares,
he said—and he was older by ten years.
Gray was powdering his temples, though
his pointed mustache was coal-black and
vigorously pointed. His dress and toilet
were meticulous, a gardenia graced his
lapel, but there was nothing foppish in
his appearance. He was too vital, too
strong-faced. Saturnine lines creased his
cheeks and the bones of his cheeks stood
out boldly. He smiled a little, laid the
knife gently down on a mahogany table.

“Up to your neck in trouble, as usual,
Dick,” he said quizzically. “Was the gen-
tleman who attacked you Eastern, as well
as his blade?”

“Egyptian,” Wentworth said shortly,
frowning, drew out cigarettes and lighter.
The two men smoked in silence a few
moments, eyeing each other with the
warmth of friends who have battled
against and for one another. Kirkpatrick,
who had once refused to pardon him on
a murder charge; Wentworth, who had
once been on the point of killing his friend
to save a city. And each had approved of
what the other did.

“I'm making fair progress cleaning out
the grafters,” Kirkpatrick said presently,
“but the warfare lacks the zest of our

“former battles.”

We tworth’s lips twisted. “I thought
the Underworld was clean of weeds, but
there’s a fresh and formidable crop.” He
laughed harshly. “Damn it, Kirk, I feel
old ... old! I can’t make a dent in this
problem of suicides.”

“I thought you and—" Kirkpatrick’s
eyes twinkled— “your friend, the Spider,
did right well on the bridge.”
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Wentworth shrugged. “We didn’t save
a single man. We were lucky to come out
of it alive. If it hadn’t been for the
Spider . .7

Kirkpatrick’s eyes grew merrier. “It
was very fortuitous that he carried ‘wo
parachutes in his hump, Dick!”

“It was,” Wentworth admitted cau-
tiously. ;

“Strange, don’t you think?”

“Stilt barking up the old tree, €h,
Kirk?” Wentworth countered. “Still ac-
cusing me of being the Spider?”

Kirkpa#rick said, “Oh, no, no! You
misunder tand me, Dick.” They both
laughed and the governor poured drinks,
off red a glass to Wentworth. “An old
toast: ‘Success to the Spider’r”

OLICE COMMISSIONER FLYNN

and his staff soon arrived ; chairs were
drawn up, and the conference got under
way. Wentworth still hesitated to tell what
Jamid Bey had related, doubting the truth,
wanting proof before he spoke. He lis-
tened to full reports on the suicide census.
Seven thousand to date in New York,
with Chicago reporting a swiftly mounting
tide that indicated the plague had taken
a terrible hold there, too. A half-dozen
scattered industrial towns reported the
terror of their populace and a death list
that waxed more and more formidable.

Sneed Jenkins, dubbing himself Am-
bassador of Good Cheer, was flying about
the country, instigating amusement pro-
grams that apparently accomplished noth-
ing at all. Reading the digested findings,
Wentworth saw a name that tautened his
muscles. In two or three of the reports,
the name of Lars Jorgensen, Captain, re-
tired, appeared as present, but surviving
suicide disasters. Wentworth caught up a
fountain pen from the long, green-baize
table the counsellors circled and made a
black line beneath each repetition of the
name. Kirkpatrick watched with shrewd

eyes and nodded as he read the clippings.

“A suspicious circumstance,” he agreed,
“and coupled with the fact that all those
deaths occurred on his ship, most damn-
ing. Yet our investigation shows nething
suspicious in his activities. He seems
morbidly fascinated by the suicides, ac-
cording to men who talked with him, He
is eager to tell anyone who will listen
about the tragic affair on the Plutonic.”

“Sneed Jenkins?” Wentworth queried.

Kirkpatrick smiled, and one or two oth-
ers of the consultants laughed a little.
Flynn leaned his long, bony arms on the
table, clasped the thin hands. “Ridiculous
little runt,” he said. “Does no good, but

~might. Certainly no harm.” Heads nodded

sa unanimously that Wentworth’s eyes
narrowed.

“I'm suspicious of everyone,” he ad-
mitted, “even of myself sometimes. Re-
member that old motto: ‘Beware him of
whom everyone speaks good.’ 1 don’t want
to croak at the feast——"

Kirkpatrick shrugged, tossed a sheaf of
papers across the table. Detectives-had
been watching Jenkins, too, and found
nothing evil to report. He never eluded
them and the surveillance continued day
and night.

“And then,” said Kirkpatrick in his
clipped, metallic voice, eyes intently on
Wentworth, “there is Jamid Bey, an
Egyptian, as is the signature on the chal-
lenge sent Wentworth. He keeps very
much to himself, but his men come and go
at will. You see, gentlemen—" he turned
to the others about the table— “while
most of you were unwilling to concede
that there was merely a human, criminal
agency behind these deaths, it has been my
experience that when both my f{riend,
Wentworth, and the Spider agree about a
thing, it is usually pretty close to the
truth. I admit, however, that the investiga-
tions I ordered have revealed nothing
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conclusive against anyone even remotely
connected with the deaths.”

A butler was passing unobtrusively be-
hind the seated men, renewing the con-
tents of their pitchers of iced water. Went-
worth signaled him and requested that the
juice of two lemons be brought to him
separately. His eyes were sharp and con-
tradicted the lazy ease with which he had
relaxed into his chair. No one paid him
any special heed. Kirkpatrick was still
‘tallsing, outlining the necessity for prompt
effective action, looking to Commissioner
Flynn, then to the youngish, broad-faced
man named Christopher, who represented
the Secret Service and who, Wentworth
recalled, had been aboard the Plutonic
also. Finally a small glass-full of lemon
juice was produced and Wentworth
poured himself a carafe of water, then
deliberately allowed the lemon juice to
spill slowly into it.

KIRKPATRICK’S eyes swept toward
him and paused there, his speech
‘broken off. Wentworth scarcely_noticed,
so intent was he. Gradually, other talking
died and all eyes concentrated on the
steady, lean hands about the careful busi-
ness of pouring. Half of the lemon juice
was exhausted and still he dripped the
yellow liquid tediously, drops at a time.

Christopher’s face was amused, though
his eyes remained keenly alert. “A new
drink, Mr. Wentworth, or a conjuring
trick?” :

Wentworth let his lips smile, but didn’t
answer, as he continued the slow manipu-
lations. A sudden suspicion had recurred
to him as to the means by which the
suicide drug was spread anmiong the popu-
lace. Food and tobaccos were difficult of
access, but the city water . ... Well, at
least he could make the test Jamid Bey
suggested. Abruptly he ceased pouring the
lemon acid into the glass, eyeing it with
mounting excitement. Good God! Was it

possible Jamid Bey bad told him the truth
after all. It seemed . . . . Carefully he
allowed one more drop to plop into the
water. Wentworth, watching, felt his
breath clog in his throat, felt the dry-
mouthed suspense of unbelief. Tiny beads
of sweat popped out on his upper lip, on
his forehead.

Flynn growled, “What the hell is that ?”

“A conjuring trick,” Christopher in-
sisted good-naturedly.

Wentworth touched his tongue to his
lips, drove himself from his bewildered
engrossment with an effort, lifted his eyes
to Kirkpatrick.

“City water?”’ he asked hoarsely.

Kirkpatrick nodded and asked no ques-
tion, but the eyes of the two men were
keenly locked. Wentworth got slowly to
his feet, a sense of discovery racing all
through his body like the blood-flood of
a great joy.

“Gentlemen,” he said heavily, forcing
the words to calmness. “Tonight an Egyp- .
tian friend told me that he remembered
vaguely a drug known as melakheen which
was reputed to drive men to suicidal death.
He said that this drug was soluble except
in acidous water, when it precipitated in
purplish crystals. Gentlemen, you all saw
me drop acid into this water and now . ..”
He held up the glass. Irridescent against
the light, the water was full of slowly
settling purple crystals!

Flynn cried fiercely, “The suicide
drug!”

Christopher remained silent with an
inane, startled grin on his face and Kirk-
patrick’s jaws set so that the muscles
knotted along the bone.

“Yes, gentlemen,” said Wentworth, his
voice jubilant now, “and unless the gover-
nor has a member of the Suicide League
in his employ, it means we have found
the means by which the city is being
decimated. the suicide drug is in our city
water-supply !”
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CHAPTER TEN
The SPIDER Is Ready!

ENTWORTH’S statement drew out
gasps of startled disbelief, cries of
incredulous joy from the counsellors,
Christopher said heatedly: “I don’t
know of any suicide drug. And besides,
to impregnate the water like that, tons
would have to be dumped into the reser-
voirs. It would have to be impervious to
filtration and alum treatment.”

“This drug is melakheen and it’s capable
of all of that,” Wentworth explained
sharply. “As to tons of it, the crystals
generate other crystals, instantly soluble
except in acid; tasteless even then. I
think Governor, that we would better
acidify the water system of the city.”

“Melakheen?”’ Christopher repeated,
“Melakheen?”

“Organic,” Wentworth told him. “An
indigenous plant of the Hindu-Kush, akin,
I understand, to our own loco weed. I just
learned of its existence today and the
idea of testing the city water only came
to me while we sat here. I
advise, Kirk, that the findings
here not be made public, or the
Suicide League is apt to find
another means of distributing
the stuff.”

Flynn was cursing thinly
under his breath. “I drank the
damned stuff. Drink quarts a
day.” ;

“The strong willed rarely
suffer from it,” Wentworth
said dryly. “And in this

case, the alcohglics would be exempt, too.”
" He said these things in a light, mocking
tone, but bitter rage was in his heart. If
only he could have known this days ago,
back on the ship, he might have prevented
all those deaths and the subsequent ones
ashore. Jamid Bey had known of the drug
and probably guessed how it was distri-
buted since he knew the details of the

chemical’s behavior. Kirkpatrick was talk-
ing, his crisp voice ringing with con-
fidence . . . .

“All other cities must be notified at
once,” he said. “It is possible that the
secret will leak out, but now that we know
the acid test, it need not concern us par-
ticularly.” Even Kirkpatrick was. jubilant,
joking a little in a serious proclamation.

Wentworth shook his head. He did not
share in Kirkpatrick’s confidence, though
he agreed that the warning must be wide-
spread. Men clever enough to have in-
stigated the plague of death without detec-
tion—without, to date, any slightest hint
of their identities—could devise a new
means of distribution.

“Kirk, will you do me a favor?” he
requested lazily., “Publish this thing,
broadcast it, since it is bound to leak out
anyway; and give me full credit for the
discovery ?” A

Kirkpatrick frowned a little, but he
knew his friend to well to think that the
request was dictated by personal vanity
as it was clear, from various facial ex-
pressions, that others did.

“The credit is yours,” the
governor said, his saturnine
face still somewhat puzzled.
“I see no reason to deny it,
and I suppose, as you say,
that it is just as well to broad-
cast the information.”

Wentworth smiled slowly.
“Thanks a lot,” he. said.
“Would you mind if I ex-
cused myself now? 1 have
work that must be done.”

Governor Kirkpatrick’s nod was quite
prompt, but his smile was quizzical. “Look
out for the Spider,” he advised gravely,
“or he might beat you to the kill.”

“He usually does,” Wentworth agreed
suavely, “but somehow I feel that this
time, the triumph will be mine!”

Wentworth donned his cape impatient-
ly, caught hat, gloves and cane from the
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butler and went rapidly down the steps of
the governor’s house. He found he had
left the captured knife behind and sent the
butler after it while he waited, restlessly
eyeing the shadows. He had a special rea-
son for retaining the weapon. Not that he
thought Jamid Bey, under any circum-
stances, wonld show any facial expression
he might wish to hide . ...

ACKSON already had the Daimler be-

fore the entrance, standing ramrod-
straight beside the closed door. Finally
the butler returned holding the knife gin-
gerly. Wentworth nodded his thanks, went
rapidly down the steps. He had not pre-
viously hzd opportunity to consider the
details of the attack upon himself, but it
seaned to him that the latter half, the
knife-shrowing, was impromptu,

A prickling of cold touched the back
of his neck. The plots of men he could
and ofter did foil--though the men struck
like a smalee in the dark—but if he had
found the asp this titne, it would have
been by the purest luck-—only because of
his long years of habitual caution . . . He
was inclined te think that, in the darkness
of his car, he would net have found the
reptile—until the venom first found. him!

His haud @as steafly as he lighted a
cigaretée and there was a twitching, thin
smile upon his lips. The enemy had shown
himself able, very able. Perhaps, theA
Spider « v v .

Jackson was speaking again, thhout
movement of his lips. “Miss Nita, sir, i3
in the car with another lady . . .”

Wentworth finished lighting the cigar-
ette, handed the knife to Jackson. His
mind seized eagerly on the information.
Another lady?— That he did not under-
stand. But if Nita had come for him . .
He sprang into the tonneau as Jackson
opened the door. In the darkness, his
hand found Nita’s as the car slid forward.

“Something has happened, darling ?”

Nita’s hand pressed him, “Denver Dane
has joined a suicide cult headed by a man
named Jackson Grant, who must, from the
description, be the same man you met on
the bridge. Helen Stuyvesant has come to
take us to their midnight meeting place.
It is already quite late . .. .”

Helen’s voice came brokenly through
the darkness. “Oh please, Mr. Wentworth,
Please! If you can only save Den-
vie... !

Wentworth frowned, reassuring her
automatically. But it was not of saving
the boy that he thought most, though
naturally he would do what he could in
that respect. Despite a widespread search,
the Priest of Anubis—as Wentworth had
come to call the man in his own mind—
the Pricst contrived to carry on his evil
work and to assemble a new band of re-
cruits whom the suicide drug would
destroy. Cold anger tightened into a
frown. The man must be stopped!

But first Wentworth must milk him dry
of all information. There would be no
better time than tonight .

“How are you dressed?” he asked in
the sharp, muted voice that Nita knew
indicated his deep thought.

“Sport clothing,” she answered quickly.
“Gaudy and not very neat.”

“Excellent! I'm going to signal a taxi
for you girls. Jackson will follow you,
then signal with three blasts on the horn
to stop...”

The change was quickly made and
Wemtworth rapidly drew the shades of
the tonneay, touched a button beneath the
edge of the cushions. The entire left half
of the seat slid forward smoothly, re-
‘volving as it moved, revealing a wardrobe
and a tray which, when folded upward,
became a shelf on which make-up mate-
rials were fixed by small, tight, elastic
bands. A mirror was in a panel, ringed
with brilliant lights. Wentworth went
swiftly to work.



58

THE SPIDER

Beneath his practiced fingers, the lean
tanness of his cheeks became sallow; the
skin tautened over the cheekbones; the
sensitive lips became hard and straight,
A beaked, powerful nose was built over
his own. Now, bushy black eyebrows, a
wig of lank hair . . .

For a moment, Wentworth inspected
the result from every possible angle. Then
he smiled, slowly, with the sinister lipless
mouth he had created.

Tonight, the Spider sought his prey. He
reached out a swift hand and darknes§
filled the car again . .

CHAPTER ELEVEN
The Wine of Anubis

XY/HEN Wentworth descended from his
! car a little later, it was neither as
the suave, elegant Richard Wentworth
who had entered, nor as the Spider, with
his hunched, becaped back. He wore—
as jauntily as any youth of Hell’s Kitchen
—a suit that fitted him too tightly, with
padded, exaggerated shoulders. The hat,
set too far back, too much to one side on
his head, was a much-cleaned white felt.

In the darkness of the street, he passed
easily for what he seemed. But if anyone
had glimpsed his face .. .. No one did,
however, and he sauntered, swagger-
shouldered, beside the two girls toward
the meeting place of Jackson Grant’s sui-
cide cult. They three talked loudly, bra-
zenly, while secretly exchanging details
in hushed voices that had no carrying
power at all. Then, on a street corner,
they parted—Nita and Helen to stroll on,
Wentworth to circle a few blocks and
return later. Even before he was ready,
the hirelings of the Suicide League might
learn his identity and it would be well
for the two not to be identified with him
in the public eye.

Twenty minutes later, Wentworth pre-
sented himself at a tenement doorway,

open to the night, where the meetings
were being held. He walked in with his
swaggering shoulders. In the darkness,
a hand touched, then held his arm,

“What the hell?” Wentworth gasped in
his best tough accent, fists balling.

“Whither goest thou?”’ a voice, sepul-
chral and deep in the darkness, asked him.

Wentworth fidgeted. “Cheez, why didn’t
you say so? Ain’t no sense in all this
here-.. 7

“Whither goest thou?’ the voice per-
sisted.

“To consort wit’ dem what would wor-
ship Anoobis,” Wentworth gave the pass
phrase.

“Ah! And then, my friend?”

“Cheez, dis is wors’ than dem Masons!”
Wentworth still fidgeted against the hand,
“To feast an’ , . . and mayhap to die.”

“The third floor,” said the voice, “and
think not that, mocking, thou mayst come,
for Anubis will surely see thy heart.”

“Cheez!” Wentworth gulped, and made
his hurried way upward. There was a
hot burning in his brain. So they snared
their prey with mumbo-jumbo ritual, made
it difficult and exclusive to enter appar-
ently. Once in the halls of Anubis, they
would be fed the drug in great quantities.
The end was the chanting automatons of
the bridge . . . . Damnable, this was, but
what in the name of heaven was its pur-
pose? Those who died were indiscrimin-
ately selected. What profit was there in
wholesale murder without purpose or
direction?

But there was a motive, no doubt of
that, no matter how deeply hidden, how
much obscured by meaningless gestures
. . . . Wentworth’s eyes were hard and
glittering. Perhaps the S'péder would learn
tonight—if he were not detected by he
killers. At a door behind which a deep
rolling voice spoke urgently, Wentworth
was stopped again.

“The word, friend ?’
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“Aw, nerts! Anoobis is lord of death
and of eternal happiness.”

“Enter, friend! And may the eternal
happiness of Anubis be yours.”

“T’anks,” said Wentworth, with mock-
ery deep in his soul. “T’anks, pal.”

HE voice within was still for a moment

and Wentworth slipped in through the
door, stood motionless with keen eyes
secretly darting about the jammed room
within, The walls were elaborately painted
with crude representations of Egyptian
figures, stifly postured in obscene poses.
No seat was vigible, but fully fifty persons
sprawled or crouched upon the floor. Over
the whole, a garish blue light waxed and
. waned, its source at first difficult to dis-
cern, Lest he attract attention to himself,
Wentworth crouched down on his heels
against the wall, hat on the floor beside
him while he studied the full details of
the room,

He saw now that the light seeped over

the tops of the walls and he understood

then that these paintings were on some

removable suhstance, braced canvas prob- :

ably. Even knowing: that,
Wentworth felt keenly the op-
pression, the emotion of the
room. It was close with the
quick, hot breathing of the
crowd. A pervasive, heavy
scent originated in a tripod
toward whieh everyone faced.
Wentworth had picked the
probable exits now. He turned
his attention to the central fig-
ure of all this multitude, Jack-
son Grant.

A single glance showed that this was
indeed the man of the ascetic face—the
one, who, on the bridge, had exhorted
more than a score of enthu iasts to their
deaths.

Now he wote gowns that truly made
him a priest of hell, as Wentworth had
dubbed him. He stood before a great

“the thing eagerly to her lips.

squatting statue of Anubis of the jackal
face. Obscene liberties had been taken
with the god’s identity and person .
But Wentworth had no time for the idol,
probably papiermmaché. He focused on the
priest as did all others in the room.

The Priest stood behind the tripod,
draped in great long robes, his head cov-
ered by an Egyptian head-dress with the
imperial cobra-sun symbol upon his fore-
head. As he gestured, wielding the mighty
weapon of his rich voice, his robes showed
scarlet in the glow of the tripod from
which heavy coils of incense smoke
whirled upward; then ghostly blue in the
cold radiance of the pulsing lights.

“The sacred wine!” Grant cried por-
tentuously. “The blood of sacrifices to
Anubis! Come forward and drink of joy,
and glory, and great happiness! He sig-
naled with sweeping arms and, low and
distant as the chanting of priests insthe
great sun-temple of Thebes, came the
wailing, first notes of the hymn to Ra.
Wentworth’s eyes narrowed and he nod-

~ded. A powerful phonograph hidden
_mewhere

All very cleverly staged, and
yet, though he knew ‘this, he
could feel the grip of emotion
about him, the surge of wild
exultation. A girl sprang to
her feet with a low, intense cry
and, moving as in a trance,
stole toward the tripod where
the high priest of Anubis
- stood, moving his arms in

a sweeping ihcantation that
" merged 'with the chanting—
»  louder, more dominant now.

. The: glrl went on her knees
before the tripod and caught up a great
bronze ewer that stood beside it, lifted
When she
had drunk, she turned toward the others,
lifting her arms as did the priest and a
powerful start pulled at Wentworth’s
heart. Tt was Helen Stuyvesant! Her
black, tight hair was haloed by the red



glow of the tripod; her face held a queer,
drunken exultation; wild enthuSiasm.

“Anubis!’ cried her throaty voice.
“ Anubis !’

As if she were
a magnet, others,
men mingled
wiath the women,
rose to their feet.
A few voices
mutteredin
rhythm to the
chant. The sound
deepened and
grew as others
and still others
joined, moving

toward the ewer
that Jackson
Grant called the
wine of Anubis
—auine of death!
Wentworth
choked down his
wrath. He was
not here to kill—
yet. He was here
to see to what
ends this Grant
would go—te
learn, if possible, how all this horror
was motivated. . . . His spirit writhed
within him as he rose to join the proces-
sion to the ewer. These fifty went to their
death as surely as if that Egyptian jar

60

He lifted the jar and hurled



it into the priest’s facel

from which they drank contained poison
instead of the eating ferment of the sui-
cide drug. He kept his face turned as
he neared Helen Stuyvesant. In her pres-
ent maddened
state she might
betray him!

NCE more,
warily,
Wentworth's
eyes swung about
the room. He
noticed then that
there were four
men at equal dis-
tances about the

walls who did
not join in the
general proces-
sion, but who
stood with low-
ering gaze fixed
on those who
filed past. They
were chanting,
adding their vol-
ume to the oth-
ers, but on their
faces was no in-
spired emotion. They were guards, be-
yond doubt part of the organization.
Amid the turmoil about the altar, Went-
worth caught a glimpse of Nita's search-
ing face. She made an ecxcellent pre-
61
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tense but Wentworth knew her eyes
sought him. He could make no signal.
Much better if she did not know his
whereabouts. How long would the mum-
mery proceed, Wentworth wondered.
How many times did they drink of the
drugged wine before Jackson Grant began
his exhortations to death? £

In front of him, a man moved stlfﬂ??”
with jerking muscles, pulled at his head’
as he approached an extreme of hysteria.
Beside him, a woman laughed softly and
throatily to herself. Her face was vacant
of all thought, all intelligence.

The devil! These already had drunk
before! It must be so, for the prodding
voice of Jackson Grant, the vast choir of
chanting that must come from a radio-
phonograph device, were not enough to
have stirred them so soon. Wentworth
threw a quick glance at his watch. It was
nearly two o'clock in the morning.

Wentworth was nearing the ewer now,
nearing his turn to drink from the jar of
death. Slowly his jaw set, his eyes flick-
ered over the four who stood guard.
Could he convince these fifty of the chi-
canery going on here? Could he save
them from the death toward which the
voice of the priest of hell drove them like
a gigantic, irresistible whip? Wentworth
choked down mocking laughter. Since
when had the Spider weighed chances of
success? He m@st make the attempt,
though it meant battling not only the
guards and the priest, but probably the
very persons he fought to save!

Calmly, Wentworth made his plans. His
hands touched the twin automatics in his
armpit holsters. The white hat was in
his hand, and with swift fingers, he
punched the crown inside out. The un-
derside of the brim remained white, but
it had become the slouch, broad-brimined ~
headgear of the Spider. He dugged ten-
tatively at the hem of Jhis coat felt the

shoulder seams give a little, nodded. A
jerk and the garment would part at the
shoulders and fall from him. The reason
for those heavily padded shoulders would
become obvious, for the black long cape
that was the Spider’s. well-known garb
would flutter out like a battle flag!

The man with jerking muscles stepped
forward and dropped on his knees to
drink from the ewer again. He lifted it
e§gériy, gulping, spilling a wet tracery of
wine on his face and clothing. Went-
worth stepped forward and, reluctantly,
the man yielded. Wentworth did not
kneel. He stood straight, lifted the jar,
abruptly reversed it and hurled it directly
into Jackson Grant’s face!

The priest went backward and down
under the blow of the ewer. Wentworth
jerked free his cape, dragged on his
slouch hat and faced the stunned wor-
shippers from behind the tripod, its red
glow brushing a shadow over his sinister
face.

The four guards against the wall had
been taken completely by surprise. Now,
as they reached for their guns, the
Spider’s automatics slid into his palms.

“Drop those guns!” he shouted. “I am
the Spider!”

One guard reeled against the wall. In
the absolute silence that followed, the clat-
ter of his" falling weapon was a great
sound. Somewhere behind the scenes the
chanting died into a mechanical scratch-
ing that told of an untended phonograph.
It signified a new source of danger for
Wentworth—the person who had left it.
The Spider’s icy, menacing eyes swept the
company. Then both of his guns crashed;
the sound billowed against the walls and
stunned ‘mien’s senses. Two of the guards,

_furtive guns still only half-exposed as

they sought to kill from the shadows, were
dying on their feet. One stood starkly,
head driven back by lead through the can-



MASTER OF THE DEATH-MADNESS

63

vas of the painted walls. The grip of it
sustained his weight for long seconds,
while the death blood trickled from the
hole the Spider’s bullet had bored in his
forehead.

HE other man thumped to his knees,

swayed a moment there, and, with a
gasped-out curse, smacked his face down
on the floor. The guard who had dropped
his gun bolted for the doorway. His
dash spread panic through the crowd.

“Halt!” Wentworth shouted harshly.
The man turned, cowering, hands abject-
Iy raised. The fourth guard seized that
moment to try what his mates had failed
to do. He got his revolver out and half-
lifted before the Spider’s gun crashed
once more. The guard spun backward,
whirling, against a woman. His hands
caught at her as he went down, ripped
her clothing. Her scream mingled with
his dying cry.

“Tll kill the next man that moves,”
Wentworth said coldly. “The Spider
swears #! Do you need to be told more?”’

Only then came sounds from the crowd,
an exhaled hoarse sigh that seemed to be
the single breath of all that packed the
room. Wentworth looked the men and
wamen over slowly while the smolke of the
incense rose about his shadow-painted
face.

“This man I have knocked down—this
high priest whom you worship—is a
fake!” Wentworth declared vehemently.
“He lures you here with fair talk and
promises of happiness. Fools! The hap-
piness he brings you is death?’

Wentworth’s ears were keenly attuned,
listening insently. At precisely five min-
utes after two, Jackson would phone the
police a tip-off as to the location of this
meeting, if the shots had not already
caused an alarm. Wentworth guessed that
they had not.

“The sacrificial wine that you drink,”

he explained heavily, “is filled with the
suicide drug—the drug: that has made so
many people kill themselves. Did you
know that Jacksen Grant led the men
and women who jumped from the Hud-
son River bridge? That was the fate in-
tended for yeu. ., . !”

Somewhere behind the false walls the
chanting started agaiﬁ,' and the Spider
listened grimly, tried-to drown it out with
his powerful veicef He singled out the
man whom he had‘completely terrorized
with lead. ’

“Bring me the dead!” he ordered sharp-
ly. He had to fire twice more with his:
guns before the man obeyed. Then slow-
ly, fearfully, the dead men were dragged
to where Wentworth stood behind the
tripod. The crowd was engrossed now,
watching things done that penetrated even
their drug-laden consciousness.

Deliberately, Wentworth stooped beside
each of the three dead men, pressing the
base of his cigarette g
lighter to each fore-
head. Where he
touched, a scarlet
spot sprang into be-
ing, a symbol of
sprawling hairy legs
and venomous
fangs, the seal of the Spider! So Went-
worth marked those whom, in his stern
execution of justice, he slew. The sight
of his brand rocked the crowd like a cold
wind that broke through the chanting of
the priests.

WENTVV ORTH saw Nita gliding to-
ward the sound of the phonograph, a
competent, small automatic grasped in her
hand. Joy surged in him. If she could
stop that infernal chanting. . . . Minutes
had flown. Even ngw, Ja.ckson was phon-
ing his message to police. - Soon the radio
cars. . . . %
Nita had disappeated, but the cha,ntmg
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continued and the crowded men and wom-
en before him had been left too long free
of the Spider’s dominant voice. They were
swaying to the rhythm of the chant, and
the mutter of their voices was
beginning to rise. Suddenly a
challenge boomed forth from
Jackson Grant. -

“Kill! Kill! Kill?’ he cried.
“Kill the traitor! Kill the de-
filer of Anubis!”

Wentworth whirled with a
jerk of guns, but Jackson
Grant no longer lay where he
had fallen. He had been sham-
ming unconsciousness at the
end then, to catch Wentworth off guard.
And now he had taken refuge behind
those canvas walls, where he could lash
his hounds on to the kill without being
seen himself. . . .

@ther voices picked up the chant: “Kill
the traitor, kill the defiler of Anubis!” It
rose with the same weird, wailing cadence
of the hymn.

It was obvious to Wentworth now
that the stuff they had drunk made them
extraordinarily sensitive to suggestion—
suggestion and rhythm. Perhaps, he could
counter that. . . . Behind the canvas, a
woman screamed, sharply and the cry was
cut off. He heard the light crack of
Nita’s automatic ;
swallowed the sound.

Too late now to check this rising fury
of destruction. The police would be here
within moments. For once the Spider
might turn to the assistance of his be-
loved. . . . In"a long leap, Wentworth
reached the canvas wall, smashed his fist
through its fabric, and yanked savagely.
The screen tottered, wavered and, as
Wentworth leaped clear, a section that
covered half the length of a wall toppled
straight forward upon the heads of the
chanting men and women.

The boom of Jackson Grant’s voice cut

then the rising chant

short and from the black mouth of a hall-
way, gun-flame lanced at Wentworth. His
gun blasted a fiery answer, but he fired
high. He did not want Jackson Grant to
die just yet. He snatched out
a pocket flashlight, hurled its
meager beam down the hall-
way. A hoarse shout tore itself
from his throat. He lunged for-
ward, cursing, his gun a hot,
hungry thing in his hand.
Fortunate indeed that he had
p fired high, though even now it
might be too late to make any
difference. Dimly, as through a
veil, he could see Nita down
the hallway, directly in the path of his
fire. She had been hanged to the ceil-

ing. ...
CHAPTER ELEVEN
The Spider Falls

AS WENTWORTH, eyes tightening
with fury, raced down the hallway,
he heard screams and shouts break out
behind him. He heard a door crash be-
fore an assault which he knew could be
only the raiding police. But there was
room in his mind for only the one thing
—the necessity of reaching Nita before

. before. . . .

A terrific blow smote his outreaching
gun, doubled it back on his wrist as if
he had plunged headlong against a solid
wall. His gun made a sharp thud. Yet
before him the way seemed clear.

Even while bewilderment mocked him,
Wentworth’s . superbly trained reflexes
were at work. With a violent effort, while
his heart cried aloud for him to dash on
and save Nita, he fought to check his for-
ward lunge, jerked back his head and
twisted it aside. Quick as he was, he
could not keep himself from pitching
headlong against the barrier that his gun
had slammed against.
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His chest struck heavily; his head,
thanks to his sharp effort, touched only
lightly, but he reeled back with the wind
driven from him, frantic with effort, al-
most stunned by the impact . . . against
an invisible wall! He saw then what had
happened. He had run full-tilt into a
door of glass dropped across the hallway,
a barrier that had not cracked, nor yield-
ed to his violent charge.

And just beyond it, Nita swung with a
rope biting into the white flesh of her
throat, strangling while she fought des-
perately to ease the strain upon the halter
that was killing her. Her eyes were al-
ready glazed, too despairing to see; her
lips parted with the out-thrust of her
swelling tongue. But even in her agony,
Wentworth fancied her lips moved,
thought she called his name.

A sudden thought was a blast of pain
in its clarity. That shot at him! It had
been fired from just this spot, but whether
before or after the glass was lowered, he
did not know. Wentworth jerked up his
head. He knew where he had aimed, knew
that his aim rarely failed. There, near the
ceiling and squarely in the center of the
glass’ panel was the round, crystallized
" mark of his bullet! He frowned, whipping
. his agonized mind from the thought of
Nita. Then, if the screen had been already
~ dropped when the shot was fired . . . |

. With fransic fingers, heedless of the
- shout and pound of the police behind him
and the death they would bring to him—
heedless of everything save Nita’s rescue
—Wentworth fumbled with the center of
the bullet-proof screen of glass. Some-
where here there must be an opening, for
it was from the center of the hall that the
shot had come. . . , Something clicked be-
neath his stumbling fingers; his breath
gusted out in a sound between curse and
prayer, and suddenly his hand shot
through the glass, a narrow panel swung

wide. Not a wide opening, just room for;}_
a hand with a gun. . :

That was what Wentworth thrust
through the port, a hand and a gun. No
need now to think. Only one thing was
possible. He must cut that strangling
rope with a bullet! He could not aim,
for he must point his automatic sharply,
upward. Nita had almost ceased to strug-
gle. This first shot must be the last.

The hand of a lesser man might have
trembled, but Wentworth’s was as steady
as on the pistol range, though his face
was a distorted mask of twisted fury and
despair. Now! Now!

The automatic bucked in Wentworth’s
hand, slamming it sideways against the
glass, almost fracturing his wrist, numb-
ing it with pain. It was almost torn from
his fingers. Hurriedly, agony biting at
his soul, Wentworth withdrew the wea-
pon, eyes on Nita’s darkening face, striv-
ing frantically to get his left hand, which
still could shoot, through the gunport.
Dear God, why didn’t Nita fall? The
bullet had hit the rope. He knew it had.

There was a muffled snap, and all at
once, Nita was on the floor. She fell
heavily, laxly, lay in a contorted attitude
with her legs doubled under her, the,
cheap finery of her disguise awry. ...

ENTWORTH jerked his hand clear'.
i of the opening and, holstering his
gun, he fought the panel of glass, jerk-
ing, pushing, seeking its lock.

Wentworth had forgotten that he wore
the damning robes of the Spider, that
three men back there in that den of bat-
tle bore his mocking seal upon their fore-
heads; he had forgotten that the police
were here, hot upon his heels by this time,
that the lives of thousands of his country-
men depended upon him.

Another disastrous thing Wentworth
forgot. . . . In the temple was one man,
not under the influence of the drug, who



had seen his companions fall beneath the
wrath of the Spider’s bullets. He could
tell the police that down this hall, the
Spider had fled following a woman’s
scream! -

But Wentworth only battled against the
stubborn panel that simply would not
yield. A barrier he could not pass and on
whose other side lay the woman he loved,
unconscious, perhaps dying, for lack of
the help that his arms could give. . . .

Suddenly, sharply, a cry ran down the
corridor where he battled, a cry that had
heralded a thousand attempts upon his
life, whose driving savagery he had fled
through all the years, less in fear than in
the necessity of surviving that he might
help those who hunted him.

“The Spider !’ a man shouted. “There’s
the Spidert Oh, God ... V"

Wentworth whirled, gun leaping to his
hand. But even as his trigger finger con-
tracted, he jerked up the muzzle: The
Spider did not fire on police, not even to
save his own life. His gun flash was an
instant ahead of that of the uniformed
man silhouetted against the pulsing blue
white lights of the temple of Anubis. If
Wentworth had allowed the bullet to
speed true, the man would have been
hurled lifeless back from the doorway.
But the Spider shot high, and the police-
marn

Wentworth’s shoulders struck back
hard against the glass barrier. He knew
an instant of commingled pain, self-mock-
ery and despair. For a long moment he
stood, spread-eagled against the bullet-
proof panel. Deliberately, shouting in-
coherent words, the policeman fired again.

The Spider crumpled forward on his
face. . .

ITA recovered consciousness with a
tight, hard pain in her throat and a
buzzing in her head, deafening one in-
stant, receding the next, to allow bursts
of words to beat upon her throbbing ears.
“T tell you I killed him!” a man swore
hoarsely above her. “I killed the Spider.
I hit him once, beat him to the shot and
jammed him back against that damned
glass wall; then I hit him again and he
flopped forward on his face. You can see
the blood there. See? A lot of it. A
man who bleeds like that . . .!"”

Not all of that at once, but in little
snatches, for the policeman was repeat-
ing himself a great many times in his
loud boastfulness. And Nita, felt vaguely
that what was being said should be im-
portant to her . . . and realized he was

talking about Richard Wentworth, her
Dick. . ..

The cry that rose in her throat made
only a faint moaning.

It went unno-




ticed by the men about her. When she
moved, it was unimportant, too,and Nita's
trembling hands went to her throat and
found there the remnants of a rope. Then,
flashingly, memory came back to her. She
had seen Dick had been fighting against
that wall of glass.

Nita was on her feet before the police-
men whirled toward her, looking a little
startled, as if some one quite dead had
stood up to confront them. Her face
was smeared with the exaggerated make-
up she had used; her clothing was cheap
and tawdry, but even so, these men should
have seen the dignity and the strength

NETA VAN

SLOAN. .
that was there; should have seen scorn
in the curl of her lips.

Nita looked at the policeman who was
saying again that he had killed the Spider,
and suddenly, she was laughing. It
sounded hoarsely and it hurt her throat,
but she laughed. The man was young
and Deastful and this night he hadn’t
shaved, so that the short blonde hair bris-
tled on his cheeks and caught little yellow
gleams from the many flashlights. Ie
had a stubbern jaw. but his eyes were
without intelligence.

“I beat him to the shot.” he was saying
stubbornly once more.

67
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Nita’s laughter broke. “You
beat the Spider to the shot?
You? Why you poor fool .. . !”
Her voice was coarse and un-
natural.  “You fool! The
Spider never shoots at police.”

Nita’s hands were not at her
throat now, but clenched fists
shaking in the face of the men
who stared at her. “Fools! All
of you, fools ! Damn you, damn
you. . . !” Her voice went
dead in her throat. She cared nothing
for them. It was Dick, her Dick. She
swayed and dropped down on her
knees. There was an irregular dark
splotch on the dusty floor and, hesitantly,
Nita’s hand went to it. If Dick was dead,
where was he?

“Dick?” she breathed. She stayed
there like that, with her hand in the blood
that these men said meant a mortal wound
—meant Dick, her Dick, was dead. . . .

Slowly Nita lifted her hand, stared at
the stained fingers. She moved them
slowly, drew them closer to her white,
twisted face. .

“Good Geod, miss, you can’t .., \”

“She’s crazy!”

The sergeant bent forward. “Listen
here,” he said roughly, “don’t do that!
You must be crazy. No civilized wom-
an... !

He reeled back with the red stains of
Nita’s fingers across his face. She was
on her feet again, but she was no longer
laughing. Her face was taut and fierce,
She turned and ran, stumbling down the
hall. She had to run, Sohs were thrusting
up through her throat now, tearing as if
each one were a hard, hot ball of steel. ...

Nita never knew where she walked that
night, did not even know:when men
jeered at her. But once when a taxi driv-
er stepped into her path, she lifted her
face. . . . The man reeled back, babbling.
His voice rose behind her. “Damn!

Damn!” he cried. “Damn!
Damn! She has blood all over
her-mouth . . .1”

ITA’S lips twisted. Dick’s

blood, his sweet, dear
blood. She wanted its stain
there always on his lips to re-
mind her. ... She stopped
abruptly, looking abeut her,
and found the shadow under
the elevated railway structure
growing gray with dawn.

Finally, somehow, she got to her apart-
ment. Her Great Dane, Apollo, whom
Wentworth had given her and trained,
started to prance, his great, heavy body
vibrant in welcome. But Nita ignored
him and he stopped and looked up into
her face and whined low in his throat.

Nita told herself over and over again
that Dick could not be dead. Suddenly
she remembered something. Those po-
licemen had been disputing whether the
Spider actually had been shot. That
meant, it meant ... ! Nita jerked to her
feet. Somehow, Dick had got away,
wounded though he was. But all that
blood. . . .

Nita’s heart fought against her reason,
which said no man wourided like that
could live to walk at all. Then her heart
gave a.great bound. Jackson... !

Frantically, Nita snatched at the tele-
phone. Jenkyns had heard no word. Ram
Singh? He had gone out soon after Mas-
ter Dick. Oh, then the two of them had
Dick in their care. It wmust be so. No
god could be so cruel as to destroy. . . .
Nita’s face seemed wasted as she looked
at it in the mirror of her bath. Her hand
rose hesitantly to her lips. Suddenly, vig-
orously, she began to undress, to bathe.
Morbidity was foolish. Soon Ram Singh
or Jackson would phone her. ... Memory
kept nagging at her brain: “ .. a man

~who has lost that much blood ... !”
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All that day, Nita sat bolt upright be-
side her phone, waiting. Her maid moved
on tiptoe through the apartment, carrying
away the dishes Nita could not touch.
Late in the afternoon, Nita called for the
twentieth time to hear Jenkyns say, huski-
ly: “No, Miss Nita, no word at all. Why

.. why don’t yeu come over here, Miss ?”

Nita went. Well on toward morning,
sitting in the chair that Dick always pre-
ferred in his den, she sagged finally into
exhausted sleep. She was there when
Ram Singh entered quietly, stood before
her, his dark face harsh and drawn. She
awakened and sat looking at him. Then,
slowly, she got to her feet, caught up her
coat. She had not removed her hat. A
great joy and a great grief struggled
within her.

“Take me to him,” she ordered.

Kk ok

The bullet wounds were in shoulder
and lung. One transfusion already had
been performed when Nita arrived.
Wentworth lay motionless, white and
drained, upon a narrow bed. His doctor
rose, thin-lipped, coarse red beard disar-
rayed, head weary,

“You gave him a transfusion once P’ he
said.

Nita nodded, removing her coat, rolling
up her left sleeve. Her violet eyes seemed
sunken, but they blazed with a fierce in-
tensity at the white-faced man on the bed.

“It’s bad,” she said, lips stiff. “I know
that. But how bad, Doctor Cordell ?”

Cordell looked up at her under red,
shaggy brows as he went about sterilizing
transfusion equipment. “I don’t believe in
feeding false hopes,” he said heavily, “If
it were any other man, he’d already be
dead.”

“There’s no chance?”
utterly expressionless.

Cordell belched out a laugh. “With
Dick Wentworth, no man can say that.
He makes his own chances ”

Nita’s voice was

THROUGHOUT the long days that
follewed, Wemworth made his
chances, once in a long while opening his
eyes upon Nita’s anxious, watching face.
She had forgotten the world, forgotten
everything except that this man was hers
and that Weath never for a moment left
his bedside. They fought a bitter duel in
which there were nio rests, this invisible
specter and the man who so eften had
summoned him to serve others. .

It went on like that {or three weeks.
Then, suddenly, the danger of pneumonia
had been fought off. But he was piti-
fully weak and wasted, and the drains
were still in his wounds. That day, his
burning eyes met Nita’s and a weak,
slight smile moved his lips. . . .

Nita was jubilant as a child. Lines of
care erased themselves from her face over-
night and Dr. Cordell glared at her sar-
donically.

“I know I'm not supposed to ask ques-
tions,” he said brusequely. “Dick once did
me a service I can never repay. But
what I mean to say is: when are you two
going to get married?”

Nita smiled at him cheerfully. She
could smile now that Bick was on the
mend. But it was Wentworth who an-
swered, his voice scarcely audible. “Quit
bullying her, you scoundrel.”

Nita moved quietly to the bedside and
took his bone-thin hands in hers. Cordell
snorted again.

When he had gone, Wentworth lay long
staring at the ceiling, hands moving rest-
lessly upon the bed covers. After the
red pain and black nothingness, he could
think again and his thoughts were not
pleasant. He would be months rebuild-
ing his health and strength. Even his
nerve reactions would be slowed and in
the life he led, no man less swift than the
Spider had been could survive.

“T’11 tell you all abeut everything in a
couple of days,” Nita promised gaily.
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Wentworth smiled, lips hard and with-
drawn. “What good will it do?” he asked
bitterly. “I'm helpless, and will be for
weeks. Even when I leave the bed,
there’ll be little I can do. . ..”

“Jackson and Ram Singh!”

Wentworth’s hand moved impatiently.
“Good men but lacking in initiative—in
imagination.”

Nita leaned over, brushed his hot fore-
head with tender lips. ‘“You're to sleep
now, dear. Remember that, though there
can't be two Spiders, there is a . . . a
Spider’s mate!”

Wentworth’s hand closed firmly about
hers and the pitiful weakness of his grasp
stabbed at her breast. “My . .. mate!”
he whispered. “No, darling, not you,
You must not enter this fight. You are
too precious to me. Some day I must
make you truly . .. my mate.” His voice
was strengthening. “You shall be. I
swear it !”

UT when he learned the true state of

affairs, the overwhelming success of
the suicide wave, it left Wentworth lying
white and still on his bed. He had been
consoling himself with the knowledge that
the secret of the drug had been given to
Kirkpatrick. That should have made it
impossible for water systems
anywhere to spread the mad- @4
ness that meant self-destruction. “P# ;
But they had. At least, the water
continued to show the purple
precipitate, and the deaths
mounted by leaps and bounds—
as if in punishment of those who
dared fight.

New York now was only one plague
spot among many. Death strode across
the land with seven-league boots. Each
skeleton foot print destroyed hundreds.
Whole sections of the Middle West had
been abandoned entirely; factories had
shut down as their men fled the first in-

vasions of the suicide death. Now and
again, the name of Jackson Grant cropped
up, and in its wake the toll of dead
mounted widely. One of his mad feasts
of Anubis ended in a wholesale suicide
aboard an excursion boat. Men and wom-
en hurled themselves over the rails and
for days afterwards, their water-mauled
bodies drifted ashore. Two-hundred-fif-
ty-seven died in that single disaster. But
Grant's greatest attempt was a tenement
fire. Into a great gaunt building more
than five hundred had crowded to chant
the hymn to Anubis while the flames crept
in around them,

Captain Jorgensen had been seized in
Chicago and put under observation in a
psychepathic ward. But he had broken
out of there by beating off his guard's
head with an iron chain. The Plutonic’s
former physician, Doctor Masters, was
drawing down a fat salary as advisor to
the state of Arizona, where the suicide
mania had struck with wanton savagery.

Craft Elliott was donated huge sums
for use by Sneed Jenkins in preventive
work which seemed to accomplish noth-
ing. All of those whom Wentworth had
suspected even fleetingly were there in
the news—all of them except Jamid Bey.

When Nita had finished with her ef-
ficient digest of the news. Went-
worth dragged a thin hand
across his forehead.

“Nita,” he said slowly, “I
want Jackson Grant. He is the
key to the whole thing, no ques-
tion of that. Tell Ram Singh
and Jackson to bring him to me.”

Nita nodded, her eyes keen and happy.
There was new vitality in this wasted
man she loved, a new strength. He was
back again at his work, at the duty to
which he had pledged himself. It did not
matter that he requested and expected of
two men what the secret service of the
nation and all the municipal police force
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were attempting vainly to accomplish.
Nita laughed.

She stood stiffly and saluted, executed a
neat right-about. “Right away, major!”
she called back.

Wentworth lay staring at the ceiling,
hands moving restlessly through the clip-
pings of newspapers scattered across the
bed. Tomorrow, he would sit up for the
first time since he had whirled to the
challenge of the policeman’s cry and de-
liberately pulled his gun’s muzzle high.
And because he had spared that life, thou-
sands more had died. His lips twisted in
mockery. That was foolish, of course.
There was no guarantee that the Spider
could have stopped the carnage. . .

He felt a stinging in his eyes. Could
any man be so well served? Jackson and
Ram Singh and . . .and dear Nita! But
it was not enough. No, the Spider must
return to the battle, else this slaughter
would go on and on endlessly until the
streets were depopulated and men scur-
ried about like fearful rats. . . .

He knew that Nita had kept certain
things from him. Nita had made no men-
tion of the last worshipful gathering in
the Temple of Anubis. Wentworth pushed
his body up shahily on his arms, propped
up his head with pillows, and fumbled
the clippings. He found the story finally.

Of the fifty who had been arrested
in that false temple, forty-six had com-
mitted suicide in their cells. Wentworth
cursed savagely. He had accomplished
nothing at all, nothing. Jackson Granthad
eluded his grasp then, and was like to do
so now. How could he hope that Jack-
son and Ram Singh, able though they
were, would succeed where all the enforce-
ment agencies of the nations had failed?

Jackson Grant, the items said, was Pub-
lic Enemy Number One. They would not
rest until he was in their hands. But
how many thousands would die before

that time! God give strength and judg-
ment to the Spider!

CHAPTER TWELVE
The Spider’s Mate

NITA gazed fixedly at herself in the
neon-lighted mirror as Jackson sent
the Daimler hurtling toward New York
City. Ram Singh's keen faithful eyes
studied her, too. He leaned forward,
tauched the tip ef a grease-pencil to the
corner of Nita’s right eye, then showed
his white teeth in a smile,
“MWah! Missie sahib! Even I who know
would swear thou art the Spider himself !’

Nita moved the stiff lips that had been
built over her own in what was meant for
an appreciative smile. The result made
her shudder. Then she laughed. There
was a gaiety in her tonight. Dick was
mending ; his mind could turn again to the
matters which had harassed him. Her
laughter faded quickly. With a sharp ges-
ture, she signaled Ram Singh to close the
wardrobe beneath the seat. He obeyed,
crouched, swaying, on the floor, his eyes
dreamy with happiness. ’

Back in his hills village, men would have
laughed at Ram Singh and spat upon his
turban—Iled by a woman ! But Ram Singh,
swaying, with the battle glint in his eyes,
was content. They did not know such
women as these. Fighters they knew, yes.
Women who could do fierce, cruel things
with a knife when the battle was raging.
But not such a one as this, with the sharp,
sure challenge of command in her voice,
with a brain that leaped to the proper
strategy more certainly than his own. And
without doubts.

Nita stretched out her legs man-fashion
in the man’s suit she wore, adjusting her
mentality and her movements to thc dis-
guise. She smoked and it was a mannish
gesture, stripped of her delicacy. As did
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Wentworth himself, so did Nita. What-
ever disguise he wore, he became the per-

son he portrayed. And so must Nita her-

self. When she spoke, Ram Singh started
and jerked his mind from his dream. It
was the flat, menacing voice of the Spider
that had addressed him. And Nita leaned
back, smoking, satisfied.

The Spider’s mate, she had called her-
self. More deadly than the male. She
laughed bitterly. Heaven give her the
strength, the courage, and the intelligence
to carry through tonight. Let her not bring
dishonor to this black cape and the black
hat upon her wigged head. About one
thing she need not fear. She could shoot
with the smaky quickness of the Spider
himself. Not with his unvarying accuracy,
but better than most .
Dick had seen to that. She might feel
doubts, but never fear.

The Daimler slowed to a stop, and at a
gesture from Nita, Ram Singh sprang
to the door.

“Remember,” she said harshly, “thou
art to follow. No more. Or I'll trim off
those unheeding ears of thine with the toy
thou callest a knife.”

Ram Singh’s white teeth flashed joy-
ously as he swept a low salaam, cupped
hands rising to his forehead.

“Han, sahib!”

He was gone, mingling with the shad-
ows. It was a lone trail she followed, and
it myvight be a long one. Denver Dane, as
well as Helen Stuyvesant, had survived
the affair: at which Wentworth had fallen.
He had fled in time from the temple of
Anubis. So far, the Spider’s menace had
shocked them from renewing their asso-
ciation with the mad congregation of
Jackson Grant. But Nita was sure that
soon Dane, at least, wotild turn that weak
face of his toward the worship that had
seized on him with insatiable hands. She

knew not by what secret means he learned

of such things, but in someway he would

. much better,

know where to attend the meetings of
Jackson Grant. . . .

= THE wait that followed was wearying

and fruitless. Three days and nights
went by—days in which the only joy was
Dick’s increasing strength. But on the
fourth night, Nita finally got the clue she.
sought. Dane had gone to a splendid man-
sion on upper Riverside Drive, and inte
the same door, dozens of others found
their furtive way.

Nita was content then to walt Not for
her the daring invasions of the Spider, the
attempt to dominate assemblies of suicide-
crazed men and women. . . . For four
hours she smoked cigareties end-to-end.
Then Ram Singh came flying back, breath
quick and loud in his nostrils.

= “A" hundred men and women, wmissie

sahib !’ he cried softly. “They march forth
behind Jackson Grant!”

Something like despair gripped Nita
then. This was not what she had planned,
what she had heped. . .

“Follow,” she said crisply. “And be this
Jackson Grant thy special charge, O war-
rior. Let him not once from thy sight and
when he has come to rest, give word to
Jenkyns—or seek me out if I be near.”

Ram Singh hesitated, gazing into the
mock-face of the man he loved and
served. “And thou, wmissie sahib?”’

If anything happened to this woman
and he protected her not, the grief of his
master would be upon his head After all,
she was woman. . , .

“Coward!” Nita’s voice was scornful.
“Wouldst have a woman do thy work!”

Anger leaped like a knife into the Hin-
du’s eyes, then once more his teeth
flashed. '

“Give salaam, T hear and obey!”

He was gone, a shadow in the darkness.
Nita caught up the speaking tube, spoke
to Jackson. “A hundred fools are march-

~ing out to kill themselves, Jackson. It’s

up to us to stop them somehow and make
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Grant run for it. Then Ram Singh will
follow him. Follow their march until we
can determine what to do.”

Jackson sent the long car stealthily for-
ward. “I could charge them, miss—with
the car?”’

“No,” Nia said. “Not that.”

“Might shoot over their heads, iss?’

Nita said nothing. She sank back
against the cushions. Dick was right.
These two were brave, but without imag-
ination. Death would follow on the heels
of either attempt, death and failure. And
Nita wanted mightily to live now. When
all this was over, Dick would have to go
away somewhere to rest, If she could only
smash this Suicide League before Dick
was well enough to put h:mself in danger
again. . . .

But this was no time for dreaming. Up
there, a hundred souls marched eagerly to
their doom. She could-hear the swelling
vigor of their chant. Police ;
would try to stop them, doubt-
less, but guns were of no
avail against those who
wished only to die; nothing
less than death or uncon-
sciousness would stop them.

AND suddenly the horror &5

of it all gripped Nita. '
These were human beings!
These creatures, who moved
with a swinging stride that
held a joy worthy of greater things;
were men and women who loved
and struggled; girls who yesterday
a weck ago; had stood behind the coun-
ters of some store or tapped a typewriter’s
keys had ridden home in evening in a
press of humans that made the subway
sweltering, to dress excstedly_ for an eve-
ning at the neighborhood movie with the
boy friend. There were men there too—

" .a householder who a month before had

-spent the long summer twilights manicur-

ing a patch of green lawn in Sunnyside.
Had he no son? Was there no thought
for him of a kid with his shirt tail flap-
ping as he ran, and a knicker leg about his
ankle, to put a pain in his breast and
awake him? of a woman toiling through
the years beside him? Good God! Per-
haps his wife walked beside him!

Nita thrust emotion from her and once
more studied the serried throng that
marched chanting to its- death. How was
it possible to stop them? The thin,
mewling wail of a police siren reached her
ears. Or was it the police? Did they even
try now to check those who would kill
themselves? Nita’s 1 ins curved. Probably
the fire department .. She laughed

sharply, leaned forward and rapped on the
glass. When she spoke, her voice had the
crackling-temper of the Spider.
“Find a fire-house, Jackson,”
dered, “

she or-
we're going to steal a fire truck!”

She caught Jackson's eye
in the rear-vision mirror and
he grinned. “The major’ll get
a kick out of this, miss,” he
said. “How'll we work it?”

They swung a corner with
whining  tires, spotted the
opén doors of a fire-house,
blue-shirted men lolling in
their shirt sleeves before it.
Nita’s eyes were sharply ex-
cited now and she ignored the
high, unsteady hammering of
her heart. Jackson’s approval gave her a
renewed courage.

“Stop just beyond it, leave the engine
running and the door open.” She was talk-
ing briskly now, without hesitation. “I'll
stand them off. You drive the truck out
and stand by with a gun in your hand un-
til T get to the car. Then both of us drive
as fast as we can for the corner of River-
side Drive and One Fifty-Fifth Street

Jackson protested “But, Miss . -

Nita swung from the door, walked w1th i
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long man-strides toward the firemen be-
fore the house. The cape of the Spider
fluttered from her shoulders and in her
hands glinted the Spider’s guns.

“Inside!” she rasped, and it was the
Spider’s voice, too, that grated out from
between disguised lips. “Inside, fools,
and—" Her right-hand automatic blasted
flame and lead, chipped bricks above the
head of one—‘don’t make any mistakes!”

THE echoes of the shot blasted algng

the quiet street, dropped a blasiket of
fear over the three men befgre the house.
The tilted chair of .one wavered wildly,
slammed him_<own on his back. He
rolled, bounced up with his hands in the
air.

“The Spider!” he wailed.
the Spider!”

Already Jackson was racing past the
trembling men. Seconds later, he wheeled
a hose truck-out into the street, jerked to
a halt and stood waving a gun.

“Oh, God,

Nita said levelly, “It’s quite all right,
men. You'll find the truck shortly, un-
harmed.” She ran to the Daimler, whose
license plates had been covered by a skill-
ful device of Wentworth’s own contriving,
slammed in gears and got smoothly under
way. An instant later, the hose truck’s
engine bellowed and together the two
vehicles raced with rocketing, increasing
speed down the narrow street, whirled off
into the Avenue beyond. Jackson started
the siren moaning. Nita gave him the lead,
burned northward after himi.

Traffic was scanty, but what there was
gave their siren-cleared path a wide berth.
In an incredibly short time, Jackson, the
loud scream of the siren silenced, cut his
lights and drifted down to the corner of
the Drive she had designated.

Nita halted fifty feet behind him, spun

; T tinelne atlioeet aemd - +
tho ‘Daimler ahout and it in the

pointed it

opposite direction. Then she ran on swift
feet to where Jackson trailed lengths of
hose from the truck. Nita caught up the
wrench, bent over the fire-plug Jackson
had picked. It was the work of moments
to uncap a vent. The hose was connected
and tiey two crouched in the darkness,
waiting;-listening. The hymn of Anubis
was S very near. . ..

/ Straining her sight down the dim

“Drive, Nita could make out the compact,

dark mass of marching men and women.
She tried to distinguish whether Jackson
Grant still strode at their lead, but she
could not see, nor could she yet determine
whether his deep, rolling voice still dom-
inated the others. Where were they going,
these mad ones? What new kind of death
did they seek? The first ranks passed a
street light a block away and Nita’s breath
made a sharp noise between her teeth.

Jackson turned toward her, grinning,
his' eye corners. crinkled: “Still there,
ain’t he? It’d be a cinch to take him now.
Don’t see how he’s kept clear all this
time.”

“There are gunmen,” Nita murmured.
“Always at least six, the newspapers say.
They hide among the innocent people and,
naturally, that makes it rather difficult for
the police. It won't be easy for us.”

She let the wrench hang on the water
lever and slipped out Wentworth’s two
heavy guns.

Jackson said sardomically, “Glad I'm on
your side, miss. I'd better knock down
Grant first, eh?”

“Yes, then break up the marchers as
much as possible. Put it in their faces,
Jackson. I think the singing makes them
a little mad,” Nita thrust the right-hand
gun into her belt, caught hold of the water
lever again. “The effective range of the
hose is about fifty feet.”

“Just about that.” Jackson was enjoy-
ing himself. His great, wide shoulders
wer2 hunched aeainst the expected thrust
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of the water in the hose. “Say when, Miss
Nita.”

As they crouched, waiting, a figure stole
out of the shadows and Ram Singh
salaamed before Nita.

“Your orders, missic salisb?”

ITA shook her head. “Stand by in the

shadows. We've going to try to hreak
up the crowd with the hose. Try to knock
out Grant. There’ll be shooting and I
don’t want you hurt—any of us. Master
Dick depends on us. When the chance
comes, Ram Singh, bring Jacksen Crant
. tome!”

Once more came the flash of white teeth
and the salaam. Ram Singh merged with
the shadows.

The chanting was very
close now, very near the three
in the dark of the side-street.
Nita grasped the wrench.
“Grant first,” she whispered
sharply, feeling the surge of
strange power.

“Right!”

With a sweeping turn, Nita
threw the current of water on
full force. For an instant, air
and the high-pressure stream
gurgled in the nozzle. Nita saw Grant's
gaunt, false face swing about, heard him
shout and point a long, rebed arm. The
hose spat once, twice, burst into full
strength as a revolver spoke from the thick
of the crewd. Then the stream caught
Grant full in the chest and face, bowled
him from his feet, hurled him under the
feet of those behind. Jackson's stream
reached for the spot where the gun had
blasted just as it spurted again.

Above the hiss and roar of the water,
Nita did net hear Jackson grunt and
sway an instant, then bear down harder
than ever on the bucking hose. It was a
two-man job. He braced his feet wide
and leaned his powerful body into the

task. Nita saw a man detach himself from
the midst of the marchers, flee across the
drive toward an open building of stone
posts on the edge of the park. A gun
lanced fire from his hand.

The chant broke, faltered as Jackson
swung the hose slowly, battering men and .
women off their feet, rolling them into
the gutters, seeking out killers behind the
flickering flame of guns.

Nita's gun-sharp gaze swept the whole
scene. A small group of men moved from
the main body ; their faltering voices be-
gan to unite again. Nita touched Jack-
son’s shoulder and pointed. The hose scat-
tered them like a charging chariot. A gun-
man lunged for the protection of a tree
that flanked the street and
Nita fired twice before he
fell. She was killing—killing
with the deadly precision of
the Spider himself-—and she
felt only a fierce, mounting
joy in the deed. T.ater, re-
morse might rack her, but
new she was defending her
own, guarding these mad-
dened people, making good
for Dick. For unless she suc-
ceceded, Wentworth, ill and
weak as he was, would take the field.

The wave of marchers feught again and
again to reform ranks near the spot where
Jackson Grant had fallen.

“Watch it, Ram Singh!” Nita’s voice
rose clear. ‘I want Grant!”

The stream of the hose rose high, over
the heads of the crowd for a moment, then
sloshed down upon them again. Nita
sprang to Jackson’s side, one gun thrust
into her bhelt.

“Ican...holdit.” Jackson panted. His
voice was muffled and Nita stared at him.
His face was white and there was a dark
stain at his left side. A cry rosc in Nita's
throat, uncertainty and dread clouded her
brain. Jackson was wounded! She wanted
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to take him out of the battle, to take the
hose and let him retire. But she knew she
couldn’t, knew she lacked the necessary
strength. Not for a moment could she
hold down the hose, nor could they stop
now. Disaster in the first skirmish. . . .

“I can hold it !’ Jackson repeated, more
strongly, his voice harsh. . .,

NITA nodded and her gun was in her

hand again. Her joy was replaced by
a burning hate. A man, ducking close to
the ground, raced toward them, gun spit-
ting. Nita felt lead tug at her cloak and
once more laughter rasped from her
throat.” She fired both automatics, and
laughed to feel their bucking thrust
against her slender wrists. The gunman
was jerked up straight on his feet, hurled
over backward by the powerful slugs that
had struck him. He rolled over twice be-
fore he lay still.

Nita threw a swift glance over the
Drive and up the hill toward darkened,
upper Broadway. Suddenly she was aware
of a new sound—the whine of sirens. Po-
lice were coming, and she had slain—slain

“in the cloak and the name of the Spider!

But the march was broken. Here and
there, men reeled drunkenly on their feet,
disorganized, no longer chanting. Ram
Singh darted to her side, panting, fury
writhing on his face.

“He is gone!” he cried. “The tall one
fled with two men. My knife found one,
but they reached a car. They go west-
ward!”

“Help Jackson!” Nita commanded.
“He’s wounded.” She cut off the flow of
water with a swift pull of the wrench,
raced for the Daimler. She saw Jackson
sway as the pressure of the hose dimin-
ished, saw Ram Singh leap to his side.
Then she was in the big sedan, whose en-
gine she had left running. She slammed
into reverse, rocketed backward to pick
up her two men. They came at a pound-

ing run, Ram Singh’s right arm bracing
Jackson. The instant they lunged into
the tonneau, Nita had the Daimler under
way. Its roar drowned out the rush of the
sirens.

She was aware of a voice in her ear—
Ram Singh talking through the speaking
tube. “It was a sedan, missie sahib, but a
small one, in which Grant fled. They were
but entering it when I came for you, but
they were too far away for me to reach.
Turn south, missie sahib, and . . 1’

Nita’s attention wrenched from the
voice to the scene ahead. Slamming
around the corner, racing nose-on for the
Daimler was a light coupé. For an in-
stant, she thought it a police radio-car.
Then she recognized another fact—the
driver of the coupé was making no effort
to swerve, to dodge the heavy, on-rushing
Daimler !

And in that fleeting instant, Nita knew
the truth. A madman, bent on suicide, had
been sent to stop the Spider! Even as the
realization flashed into her brain, the
coupé roared with an extra burst of pow-
er, seemed to leap from the ground in a
frantic lunge toward Nita’s car!

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Death Takes a Taxi

N a brief, meteoric flash, Nita saw the

wreck of all her plans, the doom of
Richard Wentworth and everything he
hoped to accomplish. This was his car—
his two men servants—and she was wear-
ing the S'pider’s disguise. Even if the crash
did not kill them, it would deliver them
into the hands of police or killers. Death
and defeat raced toward her in that
maniac-driven coupé. But there was no
despair in Nita’s soul. Defiant laughter
burned her throat. Was she not the
Spider’s mate? She would burst free of
this deadly trap!
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She could not g,
dodge the onrush-_ %
ing car, not with its %
driver determined
on collision. The
only thing she could
do was to strike in
the way least dam-,
aging to herself. That would be nose-on,
with all the heft and thrust of the Daimler
driving in against the lighter coupé, which
it outweighed tremendously. But it was
not easy. The Daimler was climbing steep,
rough hill that gave it poor traction. The
coupé had the drive of gravity to lend
it speed. , . .

Her slim chances made Nita laugh
again. She slammed into second gear,
standing on the accelerator and the Daim-
ler’s speed mounted with the roaring of its
mighty meter.

“Steady for crash!” she shouted as the
two cars bounded to the meeting. She had
time to be glad that Dick had only bullet-
proof glass and to think that he would be
proud of her; she had time to glimpse the
white, set face of the mad driver, then . . .

The two cars reared to the meeting like
two stallions screaming into battle. Nita
was aware of an overwhehning din, the
high, shattering crash of breaking glass
that was not her own. The rending, tinny
sound of ripping steel simultaneous with
the stunning, slamming shock of the two
bodies. In the midst of all that, she man-
aged to keep her foot grinding down on
the accelerator, though the collision hurled
her heavily against the steering wheel,
breaking the stiff brace of her arms and
legs.

The Daimler snarled like an angry
beast ; the fat tires whined and dug at the
roughened pavement. Then the heavier
weight—the momentum and steady drive
of the Daimler’s roaring engine—drove
it on. The coupé twisted about on its own
length, beaten in part by that last swerv-

ing. It began a horrible end-over-end
spin toward the curb. The coupé was
rearing its crumpled nose and its crash-
stripped side toward the sky in a roll that
would complete its demolition. Nita did
not see the finish though she heard the
crash. The Daimler was past, streaking
on like a charging bull. She manhandled
the weaving sedan around the next corner,
sped southward, little crazy laughing
sounds of relief in her throat.

HE cried at herself: “Stop that! Stop

that now !” She eased her foot on the
accelerator. She had no time to see what
had happened to the Daimler, but the en-
gine droned smoothly and it answered
readily to the wheel. A deep breath helped
to quiet the trembling that shook her.

“Ram Singh!” she called. “Come up
here and take the wheel !”

The left-hand door opened instantly,
held against the whip of the wind by the
Hindu’s lean, powerful hand, and mo-
ments later, he took the wheel from her
grasp.

“Give salaam, missie sahib!” he cried
in his harsh, nasal voice. “Thou art a
warrior!”

“Find Grant’s car and keep to its trail,”
she said, making her voice firm and con-
fident. “Press them close, but don’t
wreck them. I want Grant alive!”

She slid open the glass between front
and rear and climbed over, dropped on the
seat beside Jackson. His left hand was
pressed to his side and he was slumped
low against the cushions. Nita whipped
open a compartment in the back of the
front seat and revealed a medicine chest.

“Can you get that coat off, Jackson?”
she asked calmly as she selected bandages
and iodine.

“Certainly,” Jackson said, his voice
firm. “Splendid work, Miss Nita. If we
don’t get those scoundrels tonight, it won’t
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be your fault. It will be ours. Your men
are bunglers!”

“Nonsense!” Nita contradicted cheer-
fully, “I just happened to be driving. Now
let’s get at that wound.”

Jackson’s jaw set as the iodine bit into
raw flesh. Feeling a little faint, Nita
forced her hands to steadiness as she
worked.

“Flesh wound,” she announced cheer-
fully. “Glanced off one of those steel ribs
you call bones and took a bit of flesh along
with it.”

Jackson gasped out. “Lucky thing they
can’t shoot like you, Miss.”

Nita taped on a tight bandage, helped
Jackson get into shirt and tunic again.

“This is a conspiracy,” Nita told him
cheerfully. “You and Ram Singh are try-
ing to make me feel important.” She was
working, talking to hold herself steady.
She dared not do anything else, lest the
reaction of the battle and that last close
crash overwhelm her. Inwardly, she was
quaking, not with fear, but with its after-
math, relief. She could not give way.
There was more of the same ahead.

Nita found herself longing fiercely for
action, for something to do. She drew
Dick’s automatics from their holsters,
methodically reloaded them.  She thought
belatedly that she should have shot that
fool in the other car. It might have turned
the nose of the coupé a little sooner. The
thought made her frown, and she won-
dered suddenly how Dick could be so ten-
der, so gay, so understanding when life
demanded of him that he kill, kill, kill. . . .

Jackson said steadily, “It looks as if
Ram Singh had caught the trail.”

“He’d better, the salaaming son of a
gun.” Nita said with more grimness than
she knew. She looked ahead, saw that a
small, green sedan was rocketing along,
jouncing ‘a bit wildly. Her lips—the lips
of the Spider—curved eagerly. “Our
springs are better,” she said. “If he keeps

to this rough street, we’ll have them before
long.”

A mist began to obscure the windshield
and Ram Singh started the window-wiper,
swiping monotonously back and forth.

“Must have smashed something in the
radiator,” Jackson said. “That’s steam.”

Nita felt a sinking weight in the pit of
her stomach. Was it always like this when
the Spider fought, she wondered, disaster
after disaster, death and threat at every
turn? Conquest only by almost super-
human endurance, by clinging on to hope
when every hope seemed gone?

HE nodded mechanically when Jackson

thanked her for doctoring his side.

“I'm ready for another water fight
now,” he said cheerfully. But Nita knew
he would be weak from loss of blood. She
drew a flask of whisky from the medicine
cabinet, passed it to him, heard his blown-
out breath of happiness. “That’ll fix me
up proper !”

Because of the steaming radiator, Ram
Singh closed the distance between the two
cars in great rushing roars of speed. When
finally the little sedan whirled from the
rough street into a smoother one that led
southward, they were a scant thirty feet
apart. A gun began to flame in the for-
ward car. Nita eyed its. red spurts with a
frowning brow, weighing her own heavy
guns upon her knees.’ She couldn’t kill.
After all, this Grant was only an under-
ling, Dick had told her. If he were al-
lowed to go on, he might lead her to his
master. But there wasn’t time—not with
the Daimler spousing steam like a locomo-
tive.

“Change seats with me, Jack,” she or-
dered briefly. That done, she opened the
window, leaned out with her gun. A bul-
let whined past her head as she pumped
four evenly spaced shots at the other car,
not high enough to hit anyone. . . . The
fourth shot did the trick. A tire let out a
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hissing scream and the green sedan
swerved wildly. Ramn Singh barely braked
down in time beforc the other car cut
erratically across his path, leaped the
opposite curbing and nuzzled a stone wall
that surrounded an imposing estate.

Nita stepped to the pavement, fresh gun
poised in her right hand while Ram Singh
raced forward, weaving in a crouch, a
knife glinting in his hand.

“Alive! The tall one alive!” Nita
shouted after him. ‘Jackson, take the
wheel.”

Even as Ram Singh reached the rear of
the green sedan, she saw the tall priest of
Anubis leap from the right-hand door
and spring to the wall in a long, looping
bound from the right fender. Her gun
started up, but she held her fire while Ram
Singh raced for the fugitive. A second
man bobbed from the car, gun in his fist,
but before he could fire, Ram Singlh'’s
knife flickered upward from
his side, a beautiful, a perfect
throw. It buried its glinting
blade in the man’s throat and
he pitched forward.

With a long bound, the
Hindu cleared the body of his
prey, slipped as a convulsive
movement of the dying gun-
man caught his flying feet. He
recovered instantly, but that
single moment had given
Grant time to vanish over the
wall. Scarcely a second behind him, Ram
Singh leaped the barrier and disappeared
too. Nita waited, listening, then sprang
to the back seat.

“Cruise along the south wall,” she cried
sharply.

The Daimler rolled forward. Jackson
paused for an instant to collect Ram
Singh’s prized knife. Then they were
creeping onward.

Jackson said, “We’ll have to have an-
other machine.”

“I'll take the wheel,” Nita said shortly.
“You should {ind a taxi within two blocks.
Better buy it.” She awkwardly took a wal-
let from a pocket, handed him a sheaf of
bills. Jackson set off rapidly, but some-
what weakly. VWhen he came back, she
decided, he would have to dispose of the
Daimler for her and get Dick’s Hispano-
Suiza roadster. A taxi did well enough in
the city, but there might be work in the
open country too.

ACKSON, returning quickly with the
cab, pretested at the order to return
the Daimler to the garage but he met a
firmness befere which he bowed. He
climbed into the crippled Daimler.

“Get that wound treated at Doctor Cor-
dell’s office,” Nita told him, as she climbed
into the taxi, “after you get the Hispano.
I'll call you there with directions for
meeting us after we have
Grant.”

Jackson saluted, his grin
wide again. By damn! She
meant it, too! After we have
Grant! No if about it at all!
And she could make him jump.
Never thought he’d jump again
to any command but the
major’s,

“Get going!’ Nita ordered
impatiently. He saluted again,
got going. The Daimler’s engine was
beginning to knock with heat.

Nita waited behind the wheel of the taxi,
watching the dark walls and frowning.
Ram Singh should be calling to her soon,
or reporting. He ... A gaunt, tall figure
topped the wall laboriously, dropped to the
pavement and crouched, sweeping the
strect with his eyes. He spotted the taxi,
hesitated, then came toward it loping,
holding up a finger. Nita's lips smiled,
but her eyes were dark and hard.
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She started the taxi with a jerk, flung
the S'pider’s hat to the floor and pulled the
taxi driver’s cap down over her eyes. The
cape was still on her shoulders, but the
light would not be strong. It should pass
unnoticed. . . . She ran a little past Jack-
son Grant, let him open the door himself.
Ram Singh was nowhere in sight. Above
the wall, nothing stirred. . . .

“Where to?” Nita made her voice gruff.

“Southward !” Grant’s deep tones came.
“Go down Park!” =2

Nita managed to slide an automatic
from its holster and thrust it into her belt.
Best be ready for emergencies, though she
expected none. Jackson Grant made no
sound in the rear seat and she kept the
taxi droning at a good rate, pausing only
for lights. In the Sixties, Grant said sud-
denly: “Turn right, and stop.” Nita was
warm with happiness, with the pleasure
of work well done. When Jackson Grant
left the taxi, she would take him prisoner
and carry him to Dick and she would
know also either his own hide-out or that
of his masters. She had no doubts now.
She had lived through a baptism of fire.

As she halted, Nita felt cold metal grind
into the back of her neck.

“Next time, Spider.” Grant said heav-
ily, triumphant, “don’t forget to pull down
the flag of your taximeter. It makes pas-
sengers suspicious !”

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

When Enemies Meet

HAGRIN, not terror, was Nita’s first -

reaction to that gun pressed against
her neck. She thought bitterly that Dick
would not have forgotten the flag that set
_ .the taxi meter to working and she

thought other hard, accusing things. She -

didn’t have the courage, she jibed at her-
self, to snatch for the gun at her waist.
Anger was sweeping her. . .. She fought

it down, battled against her despair. Anger
was no more a means of controlling one-
self than it was of ruling others. More-
over, rashness and courage were not the
same. It would be rashness to grab for
her gun now. . ..

“My dear Grant,” Nita said in the best
Spider manner, “that was careless of me.
So glad you called it to my attention.”

With the gun on her, Nita climbed
carefully, slowly to the pavement, remov-
ing the taxi driver’s hat. “You won’t mind
if I get my own chapeau, will you? This
one is quite a bit too small.” Nita con-
trived to make her voice anxious.

Jackson Grant was eyeing her with
dark, somber gaze, high narrow head bent
forward a little. “I think we’d better leave
it there,” he said gently, “until I have
an opportunity to take your guns. Now,
face about, and . . .”

Nita did as he directed, walked toward
the doorway before which the taxi stood.
It was justa chance; of cours , but Ram
Singh might have topped the wall in time
to see the taxi drive off. If he followed,
the hat lying on the floor would identify
the taxi and the house into which she had
gone. The Hindu could follow -such a
trail as that. It was the work he did best,
that and killing with his long, keen knives.
Nita told herself these things to buoy her
hope. With despair came hopelessness.
What could she do?

A butler opened the door, bowing
stavely, and they crossed a formal recep-
tion-room to an elevator operated by a
dark-faced man clad in white, linen robes,
And suddenly Nita knew where she would
be taken next: the apartments of Jamid
Bey! She was suddenly sure of this. For
a moment, the crowding excitement of the
discovery, the confirmation of the two
bowing fellaheen when the elevator let
them out into a lavish foyer, transcended
her worry and her fears.

She knew that Wentworth had been
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—
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convinced of Bey’s innocence. Now the
Suicide Priest brought her to his rooms! If
only she could retain one of her guns.
There was one in her belt, one in the hol-
ster beneath her arm. . .. The fellaheen
drew apart carpets from a doorway and
somewhere within chimes sounded softly.
The chamber was the sa e in which
- Wentworth had talked with Jamid Bey,
the ceiling domed in blue, the walls a
series of Moorish arches resting on slen-
der spiraling columms. But it was the
woman, Nephtastu, whe looked up from
where she knelt upon the cushions beside
the tinkling fountain. Flame leaped up in
her green eyes and her long, slim mouth
smiled.

“What have you brought me now, my
friend ?” she asked softly, in her slhirred,
huskily full voice. Much as Nita detested
the woman, she could not deny her beauty
and charm.

“T dislike killing men,” Grant said flu-
ently, “and I thought some of your men
might dispese of this for me. Tt is a ver-
min known as the Spider. You might also
have them take his guns.”

Nephtasu's green eyes swept over Nita.
The smile stayed on her lips as she gave
an order in beautiful Arabian. Nita caught
the gist of it. Impossible to remain in
Dick’s company long and not grasp some
of the many languages in which he was
fluent. She herself was almost as much at
home in French as English. German and
Ttalian, she knew not quite so well. . . .
Nephtasu had ordered that her guns be
taken.

Brown hands patted Nita’s arms, her
hips, found the holsters and took one gun.
Nita’s body shrank and quivered frem
the touch of those hands, but she did not
permit herself to recoil, keeping her pose
careless, her muscles hard. The fellah re-
ported two holsters, one gun.

“The other gun, my dear,” Nephtasu

purred, “or shall I have you stripped te
find it ?”

NITA gazed into the glowing green eyes

and r alized that her secret had been
discovered. Nephtasu lnew that she was.
a woman. But then, Nita had not ex-
pected otherwise. She gave this Egyp-~
tienne credit, for keen intelligence, even
though the sight of her made Nita’s flesh
crawl. Ssill, that gun was the only weapoa
between her and absolute surrender, abso-
lute failure. So as to hide the automatie,
she had managed to contract her stomach
muscles just enough to let the heavy gun
slip down inside her belt, so that the bind-
ing of the leather gripped its butt.

Thus it was not in a place where she
could get at it swiftly. There were three
men, Jackson Grant with the revolver he
carried still leveled at her, the two fella-
heen behind her, one of them with her
other automatic. . . . Nita’s shoulders
wanted to sag, but she held them back,
shrugged gracefully. “Madame is indeed
a pressing hostess.”

“Courage is not foolhardiness, my
dear,” Nephtasu whispered.

Nita drew in a quivering breath,
dropped the gun to the floor. Its thud was
heavy. The crash of her ewn hopes, of
Dick and peace, fell with it.

“I should apologize for such a juvenile
trick,” she said lightly, “but I did not ex-
pect such cleverness in Jackson Grant.”

Nita actually laughed as Grant splut-
tered, stepped forward with a clenched
fist. She could meet that attack. It might
give her opportunity for escape! Neph-
tast’s sharp commmand halted him. “No,
no,'my friend,” she said gently. “Surely
you would not strike a . . . a defenseless
man!”

Grant’s narrow, long face was working.
“Do you know what this defenseless man
and his hirelings have done tonight?” he
demanded bitterly. “I had persuaded a
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hundred fools to make a Golgotha out of
a strip of Riverside Drive-—to crucify
themselves and this . . . this. .. !”
“Spare my innocence,” Nephtasu mur-
mured, “and let me hear your story.”

Nita looked at Jackson Grant and
thought. “Crucify themselves! I might
have killed this murderer and I let him
live. Crucify...! Ilet him live!”

Jackson Grant stepped backward a full
pace, leveled the revolver in a hand that
trembled slightly. “You move one finger
and I'll kill you,” he stammered. “T’ll kill
you!” i

Nita had ?i;bt moved a finger. She had
merely looked at him with her wonder and
her anger in her eyes.

“Well,” Nephtasu interrupted sharply,
“how much longer must I wait
for my story?” She said it as
a queen might command a
slave. Nita looked at her nar-
rowly, listened to Jackson
Grant’s recital of her attack
and pursuit. While he talked,
Nephtasu’s- eyes remained
dreamingly on Nita with a cold
appraisal in their. depths that
gave way slowly to admiration.
But in them, Nita found noth-
ing to inspire hope. Her desperation
mounted. If she must die. . . .

“And so, my friend,” Nephtasu drawled
when Jackson Grant had finished, “you
wish me to remove this obstacle f rom your
path?”

“At oncel”

Nephtasu nodded. “I think you are

wise. I should not care to have her feats
reach the ears of the Bey—or there would
be a new queen!”

Jackson Grant was frowning. “What
are you talking about?”

“The lady you wish to kill, my friend.”

Jackson Grant’s mouth fell open. His
hands shook as with a palsy. A woman!

NITA came out of her smiling pose in

a flash of action. The gun was lax
in the priest’s hand and Nita had it in
an instant, was standing facing the room,
covering Grant and two fellaheen and
Nephtasu.

“T have killed three men tonight,” Nita
said grimly, “and there may as well be
others, or perhaps a woman. Nephtasu,
please repeat that to your men. I know
enough Arabic to see if you follow instruc-
tions.” She waited while Nephtasu obeyed
carelessly. Then she backed toward the
door. “Grant,” she said quietly, “walk
backward toward me. You and I are go-
ing to take a little walk. . . .”

Stumbling precipitately toward her,
Jackson Grant tripped over a rug and his
shoulders hit her. Nita’s teeth clicked

together and she lashed out

with the revolver, caught Grant
behind the ear. The two fella-
heen sprang forward, knives
flashing. Nita stepped coolly
clear of Grant’s falling body,
fired twice in sharp succession.
A vast coolness held her, suc-
ceeding her despair, and she
cried out in triumph. Only
- Nephtasu now. She whirled,
but before she could act, the
Egyptian woman was upon her.

Such lithe, swift movement from the
woman was so unexpected that Nita was
driven back to the wall from the force of
the attack. The two fellahesn were kicking
out their lives upon the floor; Jackson
Grant was unconscious at her feet, but
Nephtasu. . . | Her two hands closed
cleverly on Nita’s gun wrist; violent pain
stabbed the arm. Nita dropped the re-
volver, struck with her left hand. Not
with a clenched fist—her weight and the
strength of her wrist could not stand
that—but with the first two fingers of
her hand forked and stiff—straight at
Nephtasu’s eyes!
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The Egyptienne dodged back, loosing
her hold. The gun lay on the floor between
them and the two women stood gazing at
each other, panting a little—Nita with
her woman’s grace that had betrayed her
despite the grotesque garb of the Spider;
Nephtasu superb in one of those heavy
silken gowns in which she delighted, a
dress without decoration, simple of line
so that her exquisite figure might show
to its greatest advantage. The gown was
a pale, apple green and her hair, piled
above it, was a pillar of twisted fire.

It was Nita who advanced, lightly,
alertly on the balls of her feet, her right
arm slowly regaining sensation after the
application of the paralyzing jiu jitsu hold.
Nita was adept at that art, too, for Went-
worth had insisted on her learning it,
just as he had the rudiments of fencing.
Since she demanded—and he could not
refuse—the right to share his dangerous
life, it was best that she learn to defend
herself ably. . ..

Nephtasu awaited her coming with her
pale lips still mocking, but with hatred in
her eyes. “I shall break you before I
kill you, fool!” she called slurringly.
“That body of yours is too beautiful, and
your face beneath that mask . .. Ah!
Ah! Now I know you. Those eyes, I
could not mistake them, L .. !”’

Nita sprang forward, feinting for a
wrist grip, a hammerlock. She saw from
the deft shifting of *Tasu’s muscles what
her counter would be and struck swiftly
for the chin with the heel of her hand. If
it had landed, the blow would have jolted
the Egyp#ienne’s head backward on her
shoulders and a swift slash with the edge
of the other hand would have paralyzed
the larynx, made her an easy prey.

Instead, Nephtasu snatched Nita's wrist,
flung herself backward toward the floor,
drawing her knees upward. She intended
to jam those feet against Nita’s body,
whirl her with the momentum and lever-

age of the fall and smash her down, broken
and helpless, perhaps dead. Only one
defense against that. Nita must go with
the fall, but work it to her own advantage.
Jiu-jitsu is essentially an art of yielding,
of defense. An expert can use the mo-
mentum and weight of his opponent’s
body to his own advantage, even as
Nephtasu attempted now to use the force
of Nita’s rush in a throw that would in-
crease her momentum and dash her ter-
ribly against the floor. . . .

THE counter to Nephtasu’s attack was

to permit the other woman to succeed
in everything except one factor. She must
not be able to release her hold upon Nita’s
wrist. If Nita held fast, balled instead
of sprawling, the force of the throw could
be used as momentum for a reversal
against Nephtasu. But Nita doubted the
strength of her arms for the purpose.
She balled, held to Nephtasu’s wrists just
long enough and, catching the impetus of
the thrust -of the Egyptienne’s feet, she
turned an easy somersault in the air, landed
on her feet, rolled once and came up
alertly.

Nephtasu was rising lazily from the -
floor, sure of her conquest, and Nita’s rush
took her by surprise. She reeled back-
ward from a forthright, unscientific thrust
of both hands and pitched backward into
the shallow tinkling fountain which
formed the room’s center. While she
tumbled, splashing, Nita dashed for the re-
volver which had fallen. It was not in
sight and there was no time to search. She
sprang toward the fallen fellaheen, throw-

ing a swift glance toward Nephtasu as she
did se.

The Egyptienne, sitting in the foun-
tain’s basin in what should have been a
ludicrous position, was in the act of throw-
ing a knife, Nita ducked under the flying
blade, but was compelled to whirl to face
a new attack as Nephtasu sprang ferward.
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Nita let her eyes go wide with terror
as the hating face of the Egyptienne neared
her. Her head began to jerk frantically
from side to side as if she sought escape.
As Nephtasu, exultant, sprang toward her,
Nita dodged aside, caught one of the
woman’s outreaching hands and spun on
her heel. It was a clever throw, and per-
fectly executed. Nita’s hands held for a
moment, then slipped loose. Nephtasu,
propelled by the force of her rush, was
whirled about off-balance, tripped over
Nita’s dragging foot and flung spread-
eagled, face down toward thé floor.

Nita knew what must be done and she
acted without hesitation. Completing her
whirl upon her heel as Nephtasu struck
with ‘'a muffled scream, she sprang bodily
upon the Egyptienne’s back and struck
twice violently with the hard edge of her
hand upon the back of her victim’s neck.
Then Nita reeled panting to her feet and
Nephtasu lay where she had fallen, a be-
draggled, half-nude woman in a wet torn
dress, still lovely with the pile of her glor-
ious hair streaming about her. . . .

Nita could pause neither to admire, nor
to gloat. Already too many swift mo-
ments had sped. She could not have many
more “before her enemies came. Sob-
bing for breath, she darted to the bodies of
the Egyptian servants she had killed, found
her automatic and holstered one as she ran
to where Grant lay. . He was already stir-
ring and she slapped him heavﬂy across
the face . . . .

“Get up, foalI” she rasped. “Get up be-
fore I fill you with lead !”

Grant’s eyes opened and there was ter-
ror in them as he reeled to his feet, stag-
gered toward the curtained exit of the
suite. Nita felt a sharply rising exulta-
tion. She had made foolish mistakes and
almost been trapped. But her enemies had
been overconfident and mistaken, too.
And she had triumphed. She had her
prisoner. In the street, her car waited and

she could take to Dick not only the man
he must question, but information which
might well fix responsibility for all the
Suicide League’s crimes. The answer was
there in the suite of Jamid Bey, she was
certain. But her brain was weary now,
her body racked with the fatigue of mor-
tal exertions. Dick would know the an-
swers, Dick to whom she was going
now . . .

HE arms closed about her from be-
hind—men’s arms that were bands of
steel. The gun dropped from her para-
lyzed fingers. In quick succession, de-
spair gripping her throat, Nita tried the
only two tricks which might avail. She
bent sharply forward and sideways to
throw the man who held her prisoner over
her hip . . . and it failed. He was too
strong for that. She went lax and used
her dead weight as a drag upon those
gripping arms, but that, too, failed. The
arms only closed more tightly until her
breath came gasping through her mouth.
The man who held her laughed. “There,
there, by dear! It is not polite for a
guest to leave before the host’s return.
Especially when the guest is so lovely and
efficient a lady.”

The arms tightened still more and Nita
felt herself lifted and carried backward.
She heard Grant’s voice crackling with
rage, and the easy laughter of her captor.
The pressure upon her lungs made her
dizzy. The room, the motionless figures
on the floor swam. ‘

Blackness swooped upon her . .

CHAPTER FIFTEEN
The Camp of Disaster

FOR long after Nita left him the fourth

day, Wentworth studied the clippings
which freshly confirmed his worst fears of
the terror that had reigned after his fall
And he could do nothing but wait for oth-
ers to do his work! Finally, his head nod-
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ded and he slept, until the sharp ringing of
the telephone beside ‘the bed :roused him.
He smiled bitterly at:the unusual weight
of the instrument weight in his weak hand.
But even self-mockery deserted him -as
he listened to the rapid, harsh Hindustani
of Ram Singh.

Finally, Wentworth let ithe phone rest
on the bed, his hand weary of its weight,
and stared straight ahead of him with stony
eves. Brave Nita, seeking to carry out
his work while he ‘lay helpless ‘had fallen
into the ‘hands of the enemy, a prisoner
of Grant! No other interpretation to put
on her having walked into the
Carlston ahead of ‘him, just:as
there could be no ‘doubt that
he had taken her to the apart-
ments ‘of Jamid Bey, upon
whose honesty Wentworth had
once staked his life!

Wentworth’s hands closed
once, slowly, drily, then ‘he
picked up the phone ‘again.
“Nothing to do but wait and
watch, Ram Singh,” ‘he in-
structed heavily. “On no account allow
yourself to be seen, or attack to free the
missie sahib. We must learn their plans
first of all. Do you know where Jackson
is?”

“Jackson had not been captured with
Nita, Ram Singh was positive. When the
Hindu had left the phone, Wentworth sat
staring -at his ‘thin, useless hands. There
was a tortured iincredulity about his eyes.
Never before had Nita fallen into the
hands of the enemy and ‘he been unable
physically to go to her help, or to attack
her captors. The calmness of his voice
had not betrayed him, but the ‘pain of this

last blow was a crushing weight upon his
enfeeble shoulders.

It was fifteen minutes later that Dr.
Cordell telephoned. “This fool sergeant
of yours.has g ot himself shot with a garlic
bullet,” he said sharply. “The wound
isn’t bad, but there’s an absolute certainty

of septicemia unless strenuous steps are
taken at once. Stop that laughing, you
fool! There’s nothing to get hysterical
about.” '

WENTWORTH stopped the broken
'V Jayghter. “Of course there isn’t,” he
agreed, :and laughed again. “No, no, it’s
quite :all right, Cordell. I hawve complete
contrel .over myself.. You must take the
best of:care of Jackson. Yes, we do have
rather  a knack for picking up bullets.
Good morning.”

Wentworth bit -down the laughter that
rose in his throat. It wasn't
healthy. He pushed back the
covers from -his lank height
and dragged his feet toward
the floor. They weighed tons
each. The Negro man who had
been engaged as nurse opened
the door a crack and came in
making soothing motions with
his hands, -

“Now there, Mr. Went-
worth, suh, you can’t do nothin’
like that. You can’t do it. Not for a
week, suh.” -

Wentworth grinned thinly at him.
“Look here, nurse, don’t try to tell me
anything.”

“You ain’t goin’ nowhere, Mr. Went-
worth, suh,” George said earnestly, his
black, kinky head wagging. “You just
can’t!”

Wentworth kept looking at him. ‘George
moved his big feet uneasily, finally turned
away, brought clothing. He was a giant
of strength, with his broad, thick-chested
body and narrow hips. His hands were
wonderfully gentle as he ‘helped Went-
worth dress.

“Now, what you goin’ to do, suh?”

‘Wentworth lay back on ‘the bed and
rested for long mometits, eyes on ‘the ceil-
ing, chest panting with wedkness.

“I’'m not quite sure, ‘George, ‘but T'11 ex~
pect I’'m going to make your fortune.”
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suh?

Wentworth could hear the Negro’s wide
grin in his voice. “Yes, George. I can't
walk, you see, so you'll have to carry me,
pick-a-back probably. It would be worth
five thousand or so to you to do it.”

“My fortune, My fortune?”

“Five thousand dollars, suh?”’
“Five thousand dollars, George.”

“Yas, suh, Mr. Wentworth, suh. I'd
carry you to the moon and back for that,
suh. ’Deed I would.”

IT was hours past dark when Ram

Singh phoned again. Nita, with Grant,
Nephtasu, Jamid Bey and a large retinue
had boarded two planes at Newark air-
port, privately chartered for a trip to Mo-
jave, Arizona. Wentworth frowned,
bewildered by the move, but his orders
were swift. Ram Singh should engage a
large cabin plane and a pilot, land as near
Wentworth’s cottage hide-out as possible.
He must procure a vast quantity of bullet-
proof silk, modeling clay and a papier-
maché which was self-drying and required
no heat process, and certain radio equip-
ment. . . . It was three hours before the
Spider’s plane took off to trail the others.
Wentworth set Ram Singh to work on the
materials he had bought, then went to
sleep. He must husband his strength for
the trial to come . . . .

The strong bumping of the plane awoke
Wentworth and he peered out of the port
to find that they were skimming the tops
of dense clouds that momentarily lifted
higher. Before them rose a towering thun-
derhead, laced through with the jeweled
fire of lightning. Wentworth made his
way laboriously with the help of the Ne-
gro, George, to the pilot’s cockpit, noting
as he went that their altitude was above
eight-thousand feet. The pilot’s face was
set, his grin sardonic,

“The report said, local thunder show-

ers.” He yelled, “The whole damned
Mississippi valley is like this.”

As he spoke, he was winging southward
to avoid the thunderhead in their course.
A buffeting wind sent them scudding er-
ratically, with a lurch that almost threw
Wentworth. The plane was climbing
steeply and cold was seeping into the
craft, not intended for altitude flying.
Even so, the clouds climbed still more
rapidly and the plane changed course again
to avoid another thunderhead.

“Ceiling zero down under,” the pilot
shouted again.

Wentworth dropped inte the co-pilot’s
seat, strength wavering, and bucked the
crash strap, put on radio head-phones.
The pilot shot him a curious glance. He
knew his passenger. Few were the major
airports where his lean, striding figure
wasn’t familiar. His flying skill was a
thing of which experts spoke respect-
fully.

The plane was bucking wildly, far be-
yond Wentworth’s strength to control.
He could not hope to take over, but if
he could get a radio signal, they might
ride the storm down. They had to. With-
in moments ; the plane would have reached
its ceiling; then the clouds would smoth-
er it. They would fly blindly and the first
thunderhead they met would . . .

Wentworth’s lips twitched once as he
leaned forward, working the dials. So
much depended on this little thing—the
finding of a minute sound in the midst of
all this turmoil. Life was at stake, of
course, but there was much more than
that. Nita’s future, the welfare of the
nation and the defeat or triumph of the
Suicide League. All these flew the skies
today.

The radio beam signals of a landing
field sang into his ear, were lost and found
again as he twirled the direction finder.
He looked up at the pilot, smiling. “The
course is due south,” he said, making
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himself heard “with difficulty. “Delron

City field.”

HE sat back in the seat, eyes closed,
~*listening to the fade and rise of the
signal. The smother of clouds was all
about them, shredding over the wings,
smearing past the cockpit glass. The ship
rocked violently. Their troubles were far
from ended. Even when they found the
field, landing on an unknown location in
this black smother would be almost im-
possible. Wentworth gathered strength
for that emergency.

Southward through the fury of the skies
they sped while Ram Sin h labored at the
task set him and the Negro,
with the novelty of flight worn
off, dozed in complete ignorance
of what threatened. The signal
grew so strong finally that Went-
worth removing the ear-phones
and hanging them on their peg
still could hear the sound.

“Must be getting near, sir,” the pilot
shouted.

Wentworth nodded, glanced out along
the wings. He could see a vague haze of
color—the running lights necessary even
by daylight. Visibility less than fifty
feet ; altitude fifteen hundred! ‘A weather
report began to come in and Went-
worth took up the phones again. An
end of the fog and storm was ex-
pected by the next noon. Wentworth’s lips
moved slightly. It might as well last till
doom’s day, in that case. Their gasoline
had been reduced by the battle with winds.
An hour’s fuel was all that was left.

“Land at Delron City,” the pilot
shouted.

There was no choice at all. It was that,
or grope on until the fuel was exhausted,
then grope for anything that might lie
below. Practically certain death. But
Delron City was five hundred miles from
Mojave—five hundred miles that would

take fifteen hours of frantic driving over
treacherous roads, even if the fog let up.
With the fog . . . . Wentworth’s heart
was heavy as he helped the pilot to spot
the field.

A jagged rip of lightning flashed past
the nose of the ship. The plane heeled,
staggered, dived wildly. Five hundred
feet from the earth, the pilot pulled it out
again. The radio was dead. Rain drummed
savagely, fiercely, over the metal cabin. For
brief seconds, the shredded clouds broke
below them and Wentworth, peering eager-
ly, glimpsed the yellow window-glow of a
farmhouse, a rolling spread of corn fields.

He signaled sharply for the controls,
pushed the ship down in an al-
most vertical dive. The motors
drummed to a higher pitch and
wind shrieked past the cabin.
Wentworth’s ears popped with
the changing pressure, but he
aimed directly for the cornfields
below, fighting to get down be-

fore the thick weather closed in on them
again. The altimeter hand swept over,
three hundred, two hundred, one. . . .
Wentworth snapped out of the dive,
swung in a steep bank, and visibility was
zero again! Nevertheless, he continued
the bank until the nose was where he
wanted it, leveled off and felt for the
ground. .
“I'll pay the damages,” he said in the
quiet of cut motors.
“Pay hell!” the pilot grunted, “if you
just get me down alive . . ., .V
Corn tops came spearing up out of the
fog, brushing the undercarriage. The
plane’s landing lights showed the boiling
white of the mist; then black out of the
darkness, a huge gaunt barn rose in their
path. Wentworth grabbed for the throt-
tle, but the motor choked and died. Des-
perately, he hauled back on the mushy con-
trols. The heavy ship raised loggily, be-
. gan to settle, smashed nose on into thé
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barn. With his last conscious thought,
Wentworth reached out and cut the igni-
tion . ... There was a grcat, black
rending of timbers; then an overwhelming
avalanche of furious sound—and dark-
ness , . ..

CHAPTER SIXTEEN
Bride of Anubis

MO]AVE lay in the embrace of the

Madres hills, which thrust out brown,
withered arms on cach side as if to hold
back the invading sand waves of the desert.
A small river romped down the valley,
meandered through the midst of the homes,
wandered out into the desert again and
died there, sucked up in the monstrous
heat. TFifty thousand souls made this hell
their living place.

This was where the Egypti-
enne brought Nita and all her
suite, setting the planes down
in the sandy desert margin that
served Mojave as a landing
field. There were thousands
there to greet them aund, even
as the ships touched earth,
other thousands raced forth.
Jackson Grant on the steps of
one plane boomed out exhorta-
tions. The thousands re-
spouded—with the hymn to Anubis!

Nita saw these things with a sense of
overwhelming dread. Her disguise had
been stripped from her and her attire was
modishly becoming. Nephtasu stood just
behind her, laughter in the long green
eyes.

“An excellent place to die, don’t you
think ?”” she murmured into Nita’s ear.

“As good as any,” Nita shrugged. She
was not bound, or under restraint except
for the two atmed fellaheen who stood
just behind her.

There was no sun now. Clouds hid the
tops of the Madres and there was the

e o T e

distant thunder dance of lightning, hut no
promise of rain. It seemed to Nita that
nature, too, joined in the chant to
Anubis, . . She was led hurriedly to an
isolated house and as she and Nephtasu
and the guards entered, thousands and
cver new thousands marched past, each
troop bhehind its scarlet-robed priest ; each
group chanting the song that had become
the dirge of a nation.

“In heaven's name,” Nita cried to the
Egypticnne, “what deviltry are you plan-
ning here?”

Nephtasu’s slim, pale lips curved sar-
donically. “You should ask in hell’s name,”
she mecked. “We but prepare the town
for the feast of Anubis in which you are
to be especially honored.”

Nita’s face blanched white, but her
sunken, violet eyes regarded

Nephtasu unswervingly,
“Which means?”
Nephtasu laughed lightly

and the sound was more fear-
ful than the chant of the fools
outside. She turned away with-
out answering, left the room
with her slow, lithe tread.
When Nita would have fol-
lowed, the two fellaheen barred
her way, thrust her into a
room.

The door shut sullenly. Nita turned
from it to the room’s one window, which
was barred. The scene outside continued
unvarying. Men and women and children
were trooping past behind scarlet-robed
priests, singing, singing. . . The chant of
it surged at Nita’s brain endlessly, like
the drumming of savage tom-toms. She
bit her lips, clenched her white hands into
fists. If they did not stop it soon, she
would go mad. She flung herself across
the bed. . . .

ITA had no idea what time it was
when she lifted her head again, but
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a nameless cold terror had her by the
heart, made her shoulders quiver. A sob
rose into her throat against all the resis-
tance of her will and she closed her eyes
with her terror, the last shreds of hope,
of defense evaporated like steam.

At that moment, more than five-hun-
dred miles to the north, Wentworth’s
plane crashed.

Nita could not have known that, yet
before that time, hope had been her un-
faltering companion. Now . . . nothing.

After a great while, she slept again,
awoke to find Nephtasu standing over her.
For a moment, Nita was not sure she was
awake for the woman’sgarb was no longer
her own interpretation of the current style.
It had the barbaric, dazzling splendor of
ancient Egypt. Her vivid hair was
drawn back simply from the brows
and caught up in back to fall in cascades
over her shoulders. About her temples
was the cobra-sun fillet of the Pharaohs.
The rest of her costume was a double
handful of some transparent silk that hung
from an enormous, jeweled girdle low
upon her hips. Her breast plates, a god-
dess might have envied. Upon her shapely
arms were spiral bracelets, set with rubies
and emeralds, made into the likeness of
snakes. Nephtasu smiled and no longer
was there mercy or gentleness in her ex-
pression. Civilization had been stripped
from her with her clothing. Nothing re-
mained but stark cruelty.

“I can see envy in your eyes, my dear,”
she purred, “but never fear, you shall
dress just as splendidly for the feast of
Anubis !

She struck her hands together and a
half dozen women, attired in scarlet like
the priests, but without head-dresses,
entered with obsequious gestures, bearing
silken cushions on which lay garments of
gossamer and jewels and precious metals
beside which even those of Nephtasu paled
into insignificance. »

Little green fires burned in the Egypt-
ienne’s eyes. “Do you wonder that your
splendor shall be even greater than that
of the queen of Egypt?”’ she murmured.
“The answer shall be yours, soon. Very
soon!” She left the room, .all lovely
grace, and Nita watched her somberly. . . .
She submitted indifferently to the minis-
trations of the priest-women who stripped
her glorious body with little cooing sounds
of pleasure and excitement and praise.

She smiled bitterly as her reflection in
the full-length mirror that was brought
for her.

“Is it permitted that I know the purpose
of all this?” she asked with gentle irony.

A opriestess smiled on her, a toothless
old woman with a gnarled face like a man’s,
smiled and winked. ‘“What else,” she
cooed, “what else but that you are to be
the bride of Anubis?”

ITA looked at her without under-

standing. Then she laughed a little
brokenly, turned from these old women in
scarlet, turned again and looked at her
reflection in the mirror and mocked the
lovely image she saw. The bride of
Anubis! She who aspired only to be
the Spider’s mate. Well, they would see
today how a woman could die. . . .

The priestesses came for her two hours
later when the sun was burning down
from a brazen sky. For an hour, there
had been a constantly deepening volume
of singing about the house. Nita was
inured to it now, but her sense had not
lost their acuteness. There was a new
madness in the chant, a shrill-edged quality
that told of the hysteria that gripped the
frenzied victims of the conspirators.

As Nita, surrounded by the crimson
ranks, walked toward the door, her head
held proudly, her soul despairing, there
was a fanfare of brazen trumpets—silence.
Then, as she appeared, a vast inchoate
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shout that beat upon her with the physical
violence of ocean waves. She looked
about slowly. In every direction, flowing
around houses, filling streets and yards,
was the crowd, a tossing ocean of white
faces with open, roaring mouths. Before
her was a scarlet decked gangplank and
at its other end. . . .

Nita lifted her eyes to the heavens and
laughed, not very steadily—utterly un-
heard even by herself in the crazy crash-
ing of voice-sound. Upon a platform
which fifty men carried on their shoulders
towered a statue of Anubis, seated upon
a throne of skulls, staring before him
with jackal eyes, tongue lolling from his
jackal mouth.

The priest-women clustered about her,
urged her forward. Nita wondered for a
wild moment what would happen if she
ran along this narrow scarlet gangway
and took a running dive into the midst of
that mad crowd. Death probably, quickly,
at the hands of a dozen madmen. And
what awaited her as the bride of Anubis?
Death, too. Of that there could be no
doubt, and death by some lingering torture.

Then as the madness raced through her
blood, she saw she was not to be placed
alone upon the knees of the god. Nephtasu
already had been fettered to the right leg
of the monster with silver chains. The
Egyptienne stood looking blankly out over
the heads of the mob. Then death was
not to come at-once! Nita smiled, decided
that for a wiile at least, she would live.
Why, she dmd been a coward; she the

" Spider’s wate, a coward! She must fight
on to the bitterest of ends. . ..

Calmly, with the tread of a goddess, she
walked the scarlet path and was fastened
with chains of silver to the left knee of
the seated god. The knee rose as high
as her shoulders from the platform, and
the chains were fastened by jeweled brace-
lets to her wrists. She felt the quivering

of the platform beneath her feet, was
aware of the men who supported this in-
tolerable weight upon their shoulders.

When the scarlet priestesses left, there
was a murmur through the crowd—a slow,
rising chant. The platform moved for-
ward, crept at a crawling pace through the
streets of Mojave and turned laboriously
down beside the chuckling water of the
little Madres river that presently would
gasp out its life in the hot sands . . ..

The procession began to take form. Be-
fore the litter of Anubis with its two
chained women marched the scarlet priests,
before them all was Jackson Grant, with
a purple-striped headdress bound with a
scarlet fillet. Behind him walked three
almost naked men. The central one wore
the headdress of a Pharaoh, strode for-
ward with the proud carriage of a king.
Nita realized, with a start, that it was
Jamid Bey! What, chained, too? Were
they all then the prey of this idiot priest,
Jackson Grant? But that was impossible.
He had howed and cringed ‘before Neph-
tasu,

Unwillingly, sternly, Nita turned her
head toward the Egyptienne. She was
chained, but the link at her wrists was a
mere hook which she could detach at will.
It was all trumpery then, these chains
for Nephtasu and Jamid Bey. Only Nita’s
chains bound her, irretrievably, to the
knees of the cruel god .of death and dark-
ness. The hymns rose into the vast dome
of brazen sky and was swallowed in its
immensity. As far behind as Nita could
see, the long black line of human beings
followed the litter of Anubis and before
them. .. before them stretched the desert!

Suddenly overwhelmingly, Nita under-
stood and the realization made her reel
and sob out an appeal to God above. This
bridal procession -of Anubis would march
out and out into the desert, until the hot
sands and the blistering sun overpowered
the last mortal man, until they fell fainting
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prey to the vultures that would gather
presently ! Jackson Grant and this hellcat
chained with false fetters that were no
manacles at all; Jamid Bey, would have
arranged an escape. But they would mas-
sacre Mojave to the last child.

A whole city marched to its death,
chanting the damnable hymn to Anubis!

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
Anubis’ Other Face

AS THE realization burst upon Nita’s
soul, a madness swept over her. She
fought her chains and shrieked at the un-
responding heavens. Torture she had been
prepared for, still could face. It was
not against that which she fought, but
against the enormity of a whole city being
led out to die by the most cruel torture
known to man, the horror of thirst and
burning heat beneath the desert sun.

She screamed and her cries were swal-
lowed up in singing. She lunged about as
the half-hundred soulders that carried
the burden of her weight wavered a little
and held firm. She yanked at the silver
fetters which bound her to this travesty
of an idol, and they only bit into her
wrists. After a while, the first edge of her
terror passed and she strove for more
balance, more strength for the battle. Al-
ready the fierce straight rays of the sun
were eating into her tender flesh, already
the dryness of thirstwas upon
her, sharpened by the shout-
ing. :

She leaned back against the
knee of Anubis, .drew in
deep, long breaths to steady
herself. Personal hope she
had none, chained as she was,
but there was no need for
these thousands to die. Mad-
ness would not help them,
but perhaps. . . She had a
glimmering of an idea, and

smiling with tight lips, stood away from
the statue, began a high, clear intonation
of words that had a piercing, a dramatic
quality, soaring even above the volume of
the chant. She sent her appeal into those
deaf ears about her and there was only
one basis on which she could plead . . .

“The bride of Anubis speaks to you,”
Nita intoned. “She speaks with the tongue
of Anubis. Listen and hear what Anubis
says through the tongue of his bride . . .”

She saw a few wooden heads swing her
way, a few feet already stumbling through
the hot sands faltered as they turned. She
reiterated her challenge with her clear,
carrying voice until even the priests were
gazing back at her over their shoulders.

“Listen,” she chanted, “ye true believers
in the mighty Anubis, hark to the words
that the great god speaks through the
tongue of his bride. He gives gracious
thanks for all the praise which you
bestow . . .”

Nita knew, suddenly, that she had the
ears of the multitude about her—knew
that they were listening and understanding
what she said. It was now that she must
strike her blow, now or there was no
chance hereafter. . . .

“Anubis speaks to you,” she cried. “He
bids you look to your priest. He bids you
see that this man has refused the sacrifice
he would have you make. See, his head
is covered and his shoulders refuse the
benediction of the sacri-
fice. . .!”

Nita flung up her arm to
point and the silver bracelets
jingled, the chain swung. She
pointed with her whole body
toward where Grant marched
ahead, cowled and gowned
against the heat of sun.

“Anubis sayeth: What sort
of man is this that he refuses
my sacrifice? Is he greater
than thebrideof Anubis ? than
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the Queen of Egypt; than its king? Truly,
this man puts himself above Anubis him-
gelf!”

Nita caught the quick response of the
mob about her. Their faces swung toward
the higl priest of Anubis and saw his
cowl and robes. A great cry went up
from them.

Grant turned to face them and the ac-
cusing finger of Nita. Without a moment’s
hesitation, he stripped off cowl and robe
and hnurled them to the sand. He raised
his hands, his great voice booming a
command, his whole, gaunt, hard-muscled
body enforcing the movement of his arms.

“What Anubis demands, that he shall
have,” he cried. “In my humility, I did
not dare to disrobe, did not dare to offer
myself as a saerifice. . . .”

The crowd was mollified. Grant had
foiled her in one thing, but Nita felt a
gleam of hope, the beginning of a vision
of escape, of rescue for these poor, mad
folk who eddied and danced about the
attar of Anubis and his bride. For though
Grant had succeeded in turning aside the
tide of anger she had raised against him,
she had achieved one great advantage. He
had admitted thai she wes the woice of
Anubis!

Nita felt power thrill over her, but she
made no attempt now to cry again above
the chanting of the multitude that rose
joyfully, ringingly. When they tired, when
the fierce heat and the burning of the sun
began to afflict them, she would try again,
tell them that they had made sacrifice
enough, that they had met the tests of
their god, Anubis, and that now they might
return to their homes. She shrank back
into the protective shadow on Anubis,
guarding her body against the killing rays
of the sun. Life was strong within her,
Why, with her voice alone, she might save
these thousands!

She was sure suddenly of success and
felt a mild surprise that not long ago she

had contemplated death. She had only
to lift her voice at the proper time . . . .

Through the surge of the chanting, the
voice of Nephtasu cut, “If you cry out
once more to the people, I'll put a bullet
through your pretty cheeks so that you'll
never speak again. And don’t think anyone
will interfere. Grant will tell them Anubis
has stricken you for claiming powers you
don’t possess.”

Nita's scornful, confident eyes swung
toward Nephtasu and suddenly fear sprang
up to keep her company on this slow,
burning march to death. Nephtasu leveled
an automatic in her right hand.

Nita smiled at her with slow, mocking
lips, but she made no reply. Not even
that would stop her. If only these chains
did not bind her wrists! She tested the
links and they held firmly. If they would
not yield, perhaps the limb of the God
to which they were fastened. . . . Nephta-
su’s cruel green eyes were upon her, the
gun ready in her hand. As long as she
kept wateh, Nita could do nothing,
nothing. . . .

Anger at her helplessness swept her—
anger that fought with despair for the
possession of her soul. Had she battled
this far only to fail in the end? The
procession crawled on and Nephtasu’s keen
watch did not relax. Once Nita saw her
steal a drink from a bottle hid in a cavity
in the leg of Anubis. Her own body
cried out for liquid. But she remained
mottonless, crouched in the shadow of
Anubis. Out there, men and women and

-children toiled through the thick, hot

sand and their bared shoulders were ex-
posed to the merciless assault of the sun’s
rays. Surely, madness could go no further
than this, but they still chanted, chanted,
chanted. . . .

A heavy drumming of airplane engines
raised her hopes for long moments, but
when the machine slid by on the edge of
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the horizon, she recognized it for one of
the Egyptienne’s ships. So that was how
the leaders planned to escape from the
death trap they had set for others? Well,
Nita would have something to say about
that—as the bride of Anubis—if they
feft her alive at their departure. So she
counseled her despair. . . .

The plane vanished into the heat mirage
that danced pitilessly all about them and
after that the march dragged on inter-
minably. The sun soared until it stood
almost over head. The shadow of Anubis
which protected Nita shrank back into his
belly. The heat struck like a hammer.
Still the marchers tramped on, their chant
reduced to a hoarse croaking. The con-
tinuance of the march became an incredible
thing, an impossibility that nevertheless
existed. The men who carried the plat-
form dragged their feet, lurching and
swaying, but there were too many for
the faltering of one to cause disaster. The
altar braced them while it bore them down.

NITA turned her head heavily toward
Nephtasu, standing straight and glor-
-ious in the sun. She had had frequent
resort to her hidden water supply and she
seemed to welcome the lash of the heat.
Her eyes were on Nita. The automatic
kept unwavering watch. Words stam-
mered up from Nita’s dry throat and the
sounds came out cracked and unreal

“For every tortured breath these thou-

_ sands breathe, you shall breath a thousand
in hell,” she rasped. “And you’ll have no
secret water bottle to help you there.”

Nephtasu smiled sweetly. “Personally,
my dear, I am a realist. I don’t believe in
hell.”

Nita’s shoulders sagged. Her legs gave
way beneath her at a lurch of the plat-
form and she fell to her knees, braced
against the leg of Anubis, The altar was
rocking like a ship, as another and yet an-

“other of the men who bore it tumbled to

the sand to rise no more. But the rest
staggered on.,. . . Death was very close
to all now, its breath the het, sand-bearing
wind of the desert.. .., -

Nita moaned: in “her . throat, hopeless
eyes staring out at the white sand that
was everywhere, sending. up pulsations of
heat waves to greet the burning sun. This,
then, was the end. Shie” felt'a stab of
regret that she had done no more, knew
a moment's bitter anguish for the happi-
ness of life that had been denied her. She
swayed, clasping her chained hands. . . .

“Dick,” she whispered. “Oh, Dick. . .1”

She heard vaguely the taunting laughter
of Nephtasu, heard Grant begin to boom
out the death chant of Anubis again and
knew that the end must be near. Soon
he and Nephtasu and Jamid Bey would
stride away to the plane and leave the
rest of them to die miserably. Nita lifted
her flinching eyes, gazed upward to the
heavens. The sky was dotted by scores
of black vultures, circling, cireling.. Al-
ready back there in the wake of the pro-
cession, they must have . . . come down,

Nita shuddered. Her tongue was a
thick, strangling thing in her mouth. Heat
was doing mad things to her brain,

For instance, there on the horizon,
where the dune thrust up against the
white line of desert and sky, she could see
another Anubis, like the one to which she
was chained. Idly she A watchéd, ~ with
swooning senses, and Anubis came on,
striding, spurning the sand with his great
feet, his bronzed body shining in the sun-

light, his jackal head. .. .
A HIGH, quivering moan pushed its
way from Nita’s parched lips and she
thrust fiercely to her feet, staring, staring.
But, good lord, it couldn’t be a mirage!
A mirage floated in the air and this, this
thing. . . . She could see the little spurts
of sand as its feet struck. The flash of
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a sunbeam on Anubis’ jeweled belt blinded
her. And still the god came on, fully
twice the height of a man, great barrel
chest bared to the sun. Nita tried to
speak and achieved only a dismal croak-
ing. She bit at her tongue and blood
opened her throat. . . .

“Anubis!” she cried thickly. “The great
Anubis comes!”

She felt a quivering exultation in every
inch of her body. Her clearing eyes told
her that the marching figure moved stiffly,
that the legs were too short for the tow-
ering body. This was no vision. . . . But
God, it couldn’t be another trick of these
masters of chicanery. It couldn’t be!
Victory was already within their grasp.

She whirled toward Nephtasu and saw
terror, then shrewdness on her face. The
Egyptienne lifted her voice, but it was
drowned in the uproar of many thousands
of voices shouting the name

. cf  Anubis. The platform
lurched to the sands as its
bearers® prostrated themselves,
all, all flung down save only
Nephtasu, Nita and Grant.
Jamid Bey kneeled, but he had
been dragged down by the men
chained on either hand. . . .

There was terror and ex-
altation, too, in the thousands
about the altar, but it was joy
which ruled.

Then, from that stalking great figure, a
deep and mighty voice boomed forth. It
sent the chant of Anubis resounding over
the heads of the multitudes and Nita,
hearing, dropped upon her knees and
bowed her head in joyful hands.

“Dick, Oh, Dick... !’ she cried. For
the voice that boomed from the jackal
jaws of Anubis was the voice of Richard
Wentworth!

Nita was suddenly aware of sharp pistol
shots that smashed through the great
roar of voices which caught up the chant

of Anubis. She twisted her head, saw
that Nephtasu, sunk upon one knee, was
firing deliberate spaced shots into the
belly of the on-striding god. Nita pulled
frantically at her chains, surging against
the fetters that bound her, and she felt
them yield, whirled about to see that the
monster’s leg had caved in. It was made
only of papiermaché! She struggled
even more desperately, but it would yield
no more.

Sobs were in her throat as she flung
herself down upon her knees and felt
feverishly of the leg to see what still held
her. She discovered a metal rod brace,
over which paper shell had been built.
It was bolted to the platform. But what,
what about the knee! Perhaps it came
apart then. The shots of Nephtasu were
exclamation points for her sobs.

Within the hollow shell of the figure,
Nita’s fingers found the steel
frame and followed it upward
to the knee joint. It was
fastened by a bolt and—thank
God—a wing nut! A nut, made
to be twisted with the hand
alone. It was tight, tight, but
she closed her fingers upon it
with a frenzy of strength. ...

Behind her, she heard the
booming, magnified voice of
Wentworth conclude the chant
and begin hurling words at the
thousands. Words and maledictions.

“Fools! Have I not enough work to
do without fifty thousand souls to judge
and send to hell! By Isis and Osiris, it
is enough work to kill a god! And this
false priest. . . .

ITA’S breath came in framtic gasps
while the gun of Nephtasu continued
to blast. Obviously, Wentworth was wear-
ing armor. Only let Nephtasu not think
to shoot at his mouth! Please, God, don’t
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let her think of that—as Nita already had
thought. Oh, this tiny nut, this wretched
nut that will not, simply will net turn.
Heart-breaking weork this, to struggle
with a nut that could mean dife or death
to her and the man she loved; to all these
poor suffering humans that Wentworth
had come miraculously to save. . . .

“Traitor to Anubist Kill me this Jack-
son Grant! I will joy to send his soul
to hell! Offer him up as o sacrifice to
Anubist”

Nita dropped her numbed fmgers from
the nut for a long moment, while she shut
her lips and fought for calmmess. Then
she attacked the thing again. Ridtculous
that so much should hang on so little.
God, ah, God, you couldw’t. . .! Ah! Nita’s
pant of triumph was enermous in her own
ears. The nut was loose! With quick.
wrenching hands, she disjointed the knee,
threw all her weight into a heave on the
papiermaché shell. . . .

A renewed burst of shooting now ; the
scream of a dying man and the worshipful
shout of thousands. Wentworth’s voice
crying down the single voice of the
multitude,

“It is enough!” he boamed. “Go home.
The sacrifice of the priest is enough. In
your path, you will find water that I
have brought for you. Pure, cold water
for your parched tongues and bodies. Go,
go as you have come. .. !”

The sawing of the chain in Nita’s hands
bit through the hard paper shell. With a
final wrench, it tore free and she whirled,
panting, the silver chain clutched like a
flail. The worshiping people were sing-
ing, turning back. It only needed one last
word from Wentworth. Nephtasu lifted
the automatic, aimed at Anubis’ mouth. . ..

With a scream like a panther, Nita leaped

forward, slashing downward with the
silver chain. But Nephtasu stood firm—
the bullet sped and the voice of Anubis
stopped. The chain struck the werman’s

arm, wrapped about it, cut it to the bone.

Deliberately Nita sprang backward,
vanking on the chain. Pain forced Neph-
tasu’s lips open. She gasped, took a reeling
step forward and went down on her face.
The chain came slowly free from her hand
and dangled against Nita’s legs, a tinkling
silver chain smeared with red. . . .

Nita threw up her arms and lifted her
voice in a long, singing shout. “Anubis!
Hegy thy bride!”

The great, jackal head of Anubis swung
toward her and the long right arm of the
god lifted in benediction.

“Your sacrifice has been accepted,” she
chanted to the mob. “It has been found
good in the eyes of Anubis. Turn ye back
now to your homes—to the water and the
feast that Anubis has prepared for ye, To
the water . . . water . . . water ... I”

And amid the crowds that packed about
the fallen platform, the voices caught up
her refrain: water from Anubis! Nita
picked out three among the faces before
her. .

“You are appointed priest of Anubis—
and you and you—to take the places of
these false men who have misled us. Tt
is the bride of Anubis who speaks. Go,
go back and feast on the water of Anubis.
Lead them back, oh my priests!”

THERE was a joy singing through her
' now, for Wentworth still stood upon
those prodigious bronzed limbs of Anubis.
Though the shot had smethered his great
voice, he was stifl there and now he moved
heavily forward, his massive hands lifted
in a benediction and a threat. Before the
marching colossus, the people turned and
followed the lead of the few Nita had
singled out, began to stream back toward
the city, toward the water Wentworth had
promised them.

Nephtasu was gone. Jackson Grant fell
finally before the assault of the two
chained slaves, his throat torn open by
their fury.
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With faltering steps, Nita stepped from
the platform into burning sand that stung
her feet. Her sun-weary eyes moved over
the scene once more and she saw a
woman fleeing toward the sand dune from
which Wentworth had come in his strange
gear of Anubis. She realized that the
woman was Nephtasu, but at that moment
the thought meant nothing to her. Only
one thing was important, that she should
reach Dick . .. !

Her legs gave way under her and she
crawled with hanging head. Something
got in her way and she tried wearily to
circumvent it, but her last strength had
gone into that admonition to the people.

Nita realized that the obstacle in her
path was a man’s body, the body of Jamid
Bey. There was a great, blood-welling
wound in his chest, and he was pumping
out words to her with his dying breaths. . .

“Listen, Nita, listen. .. This is import-
ant ... This is life and death. . . .” His
voice creaked like a rusty hinge, and Nita
stopped trying to crawl around his body
and with an effort focused eyes and ears
on his voice.

“Half the snake is dead—half died with
Nephtasu and Grant . . . but the other
part . . . the head of the snake lives on.
It has the money, the drug....” He lay,
panting, and Nita said nothing, unable to
speak though thoughts milled in her brain
like panic sheep. So it was only half
done! All these gargantuan labors, and
only half of the job was done. The head
of the snake. . . .

“Listen, listen ... I lied to Wentworth,
with a gun at my back. Acid only inten-
sifies suicide drug. Alkaline . . . stops
it. ...

A shadow fell across Nita, a shadow
that lifted the heat from her burning
flesh like a cool blanket. She raised her
head to peer into the jackal face of
Anubis, . .

“Dick, Dick,” she cried despairingly.
“He says the head of the snake,—the
head of the snake still lives! And Neph-
tasu is running toward the plane. I saw
her. Dear God, Dick, don’t let us fail
now. .. !”

A whisper in the sand and Ram Singh
ran up, shouting.

“Another plane!” he rasped. “Another
plane has landed, sahib.”

“I was expecting it,” Wentworth’s voice
was deep and hollow within the mask, but
not loud since the bullet had smashed the
radio magnifier. “Ram Singh, I give the
wmissie sahib into your care. Guard her
well.”

Nita sagged against Ram Singh and he
caught her up in his arms. She felt the
swift, long strides of his running as he sped
back toward the dune, toward the ship.
She turned her tired head, stared at the
retreating figure of Anubis that seemed
to stumble in the sand as it ran. She was
aware that the right arm of Anubis had
fallen to the ground and that in its place
was a hand with a gun, Dick’s hand. . . .

THE second plane was a hundred yards

away from the one that Wentworth
had halted just behind the dune, Nephtasu
was half the distance toward the second
ship, and beside Wentworth’s craft, stood
a gigantic figure of a man, tall but seeming
almost short with the sagging weight of
great scallops and balloons of fat that
swelled within his tight clothing. Each
arm was like a great, swollen thigh and
the rifle that he held in his hands was a
little stick. . . .

Nita saw these things as she crested
the dune, borne by the faithful Ram Singh.
Even above the panting of the Hindu, she
heard the deep voice of Wentworth and
the high, querulous tremulo of Craft El-
liott. It was Wentworth who was speaking,

“You have preyed upon humanity too
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long, Elliott,” he said heavily. “It was
not Nephtasu, but I who sent you the
telegram bidding you come.”

“Fool!” Elliott piped up at him, sweat
streaking his huge face. “Fool! Didn't
come . . . for her. Came . . . to help
you. . .” ,

The figure of Anubis seemed to lean
forward a little. “Listen, Elliott, I sent
a telegram from Delron City and told
you simply ‘Come. Treachery!” and signed
it Nephtasu.”

“If you are mot gwilty, how did you
know where to come?”

“Another thing, Elliott,” Wentworth’s
hollow voice boomed. “When I rescued
Denver Dane, I was fired on by an in-
credibly good rifleman. Sneed Jenkins
tells me that you are more than expert. . .”

Elliott gasped: “Sneed ... Jenkins!”’
The rifle was almost in line now. In
another split second, it would blast death
up into the body of the Spider. Nita
threw herself from Ram Singh’s arms,
cupped her hands to her mouth, shouted
down the dune’s slope.

“Danger, Elliott . .. Behind you. .. !”

It was a bluff. Nita’s hand pointed off
toward the second plane and now for the
first time since her glance on topping the
dune, she turned that way. Sneed Jenkins
and Nephtasu were running across the
sand and even as Nita shouted, Jenkins
popped into the side doorway and a
moment later the mounting roar of the
engine reached their ears. Dust swept in
a whirlwind back from the plane’s pro-
pellers, almost sweeping Nephtasu from
her feet. But it was obvious that Jenkins
waited for her. Elliott swung about with
movements incredibly quick and light for
his bulk and the rifle came to his shoulder.
Nita saw the thrust of its recoil and, with
its sharp crack, saw a glass burst in the
cockpit of the plane. Jenkins disappeared;
the propellers ceased their whirlwind fire.
Nephtasu whirled about, staring back

across the sands. Elliott had ended that
treachery. . . .

The hugely fat man executed his light-
ning again, rifle thrusting upward, a toy
in his great hands. Twice the Spider’s
automatic blasted from the arm socket of
Anubis. The rifle fell from Elliott’s arms
and spots of blood marked his shoulders.
Ram Singh sped down the hillside and
Nita raced beside him, flanking the great
hulking figure of Anubis. /

“Tell me one thing, Elliott,” Went-
worth’s cold voice commanded. “The
whereabouts of the suicide drug. Tell me
that and you shall live.”

Elliott looked up at him with the fat
mouth drawn into a pained, wrathful
purse. He appeared insulted.

“Live? . . . Live?” he gasped out a
laugh that shook the mountain of his -
body. “Live? What do I ... care about
living. . . ? You have broken my arms. . ..
With them, my art dies. . . . My fat. ..
never set them right. . .”

He turned away from Wentworth,
reeled drunkenly across the sands. . .

“Elliott,” Wentworth shouted. “Turn
back or I'll kill you.”

“Kill . .. and be damned. . . !” Elliott’s
thin voice floated back. “I don’t know the
drug. . ! Jenkins . .. Jenkins and that
woman. . , ! _

HE wheezed his way heavily along,
-~ pushing, heaving at his heavy feet,
sweat streaming down with his blood.
Nephtasu stayed where she had stopped
at the murder of Jenkins, waiting as coolly
as death. Her arm that Nita had chain
lashed was tucked behind her, her head
was high, The four labored across the
sands toward her. The towering figure
of Anubis and the fat man, Nita and Ram
Singh. . . . After a while, Nephtasu
started toward them, running a little, her
face toward Elliott, one hand stretched
toward him.
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“Elliott,” she cried, “they have shot
you... ! Elliott, my love. .. !”

Nita felt sickness strike at the pit of
her stomach. Elliott, my love! She slowed
in her walking, for Nephtasu had reached
Elliott now was reaching upward for his
neck with one arm. Then suddenly, Neph-
tasu whirled, throwing up an automatic.
She was shielded behind the body of El-
liott and she aimed at Nita’s heart.

“Fool!l” she cried. “Do you think you
can destroy me and live? Do you. ., 2"

Elliott toppled forward and Nephtasu
screamed and fought frantically to escape.
Her gun belched with a muffled sound;
then Elliott fell on top of her. Her cry
was mashed into nothingess. No part of
her was visible. The man’s great, swollen
body had overwhelmed her, buried her.
He lay there, panting.

The shell fell from the fig-
ure of Anubis and a great
.black Negro, face shining with
sweat, lifted Wentworth down
from a light chair that was
fitted and strapped to his
shoulders. He set Wentworth
upon his feet and Nita ran to
his side, stood staring in hor-
ror down at the quivering
mound of flesh that was El-
liott.

Ram Singh was tugging futilely at
Elliott’s shoulders, trying to tum him.
Now George rushed to the task, but the
fat only squeezed p#t from under their
hands. They could-do nothing,

“Might as well let me alone,” Elliott
gasped. “I'm dying . . . she shot .. .
shot me. . .. treachery...canstand...
but mockery. . . Did you hear her?”
Elliott twisted about his fat head-and the
effort exhausted him so that he lay panting
for long seconds. Ram Singh and George
were upon their knees now, scooping out
handsful of sand so that Elliott could roll
to one side. “Mocked me . ., . called me

her love . . . and she made fun of me
once . .. me and my fat.,.”

Wentworth stood helplessly by while
the men labored. But they all knew it was
hopeless. Nephtasu had been crushed by
the man she and Jenkins had misled,
smothered by his fatness. Nita shuddered
and turned her back, her mind flew back
to the thousands trekking across the
desert.

“You promised them water, Dick. . .
Oh, Dick, T had no hope that you’d come.”

Wentworth nodded. “My plane cracked
up six hundred miles from Mojave, but
I hit a hay barn and nothing serious hap-
pened except to the plane. I got another
and rushed on to Mojave and found the
whole city had strolled out into the desert.
I stopped the tail end of the procession
with my figure of Anubis, got word
through to the state capital and
troops are bringing water out
into the desert. As soon as that
was arranged I flew on
ahead. . . .”

“But the telegram to Elliott.
What made you suspect him?”

Wentworth shook his head
somberly. “I didn’t suspect
him any more than several
others, but I sent them all tele-
grams, saying simply ‘Come.
Treachery’. Apparently Elliott was the
only one who knew where to come. And
there was treachery—Sneed Jenkins and
Nephtasu werethe powers behind Anubis.”

Ram Singh came toward them. “Wah!
He died like a soldier, that fat one,” he
said. “The woman is . . . dead.”

Nita was still shuddering at the horror
of Nephtasu’s death. She urged Dick
toward their plane. “I still don’t under-
stand why all this was done. “It’s ... it’s
fiendish.”

“Money!” Wentworth sald succinctly.
It seems that some one—Craft Elliott and
Jenkins, we know now—had a gigantic
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scheme to dominate all industry. The
wholesale deaths were both a screen and
a means of accomplishing their ends. It’s
incredible that men should grow so rabid
for money. -

“But remember that Nephtasu comes
of an ancient, cruel race. She actually was
a daughter of the Pharaohs, and Elliott’s
sensitiveness about fat had turned him
into a monster who hungered for power,
power, power to prove that his bodily dis-
tortion was unimportant. ... I doubt that
any of this would have happened, how-
ever, if Sneed Jenkins had not been
ambitious. . . .”

THEY had reached the plane now and

Wentworth laboriously climbed inside,

found a wrap for Nita. Ram Singh pre-
ceded George, went straight to the cockpit
while the Negro toiled laboriously into a
seat. He sat there panting, fanning him-
self with his hand, grinning widely. All
the deaths seemed to have made no impres-
sion upon him.

“Ma’am?” he answered Nita’s question

. as to why he smiled. “Well, they’s two

reasons, and both of ’em good. Mr. Went-
worth done promised me a fortune and I
knows he’s good for it. That’s one almighty
good reason, and the other”—his grin
widened, his white teeth showing— “Man,
am them Harlem boys goin’ to fall dead
with envy when I tells ’em about playing
god!”

THE END

NEXT MONTH—

The Underworld Unites to Loot America in—

~ King oftheRedKillers

A startling episode in the Spider’s campaign against crime!

Out of the peaceful wastes of the American desert came horrible tales of El
Gaucho—the new master-mind of the Underworld—a new criminal scourge. His
band of ruthless cut-throats, plundering, slaughtering wantonly, were making their
red masks and thirsty knives a sy bol of doom in our land. Richard Wentworth
had planned to strike when first the menace began—to brand his dread Spider seal
immediately on the mad captain’s forehead. But with incanny swiftness, the outlaw
syndicate grew into a powerful, devastating juggernaut. The wily chieftains of the
Eastern gangs welcomed El Gaucho with open arms. And before the Spider could
deliver his first, crippling blow, he found himself snared in a crafty trap—a trap
from which only Death could release him!

gan Ric};ard Wentworth free himself in time to keep El Gaucho from pillaging all

merica?

Can the Spider, ever between the raking cross-fire of Law and Criminal—now
more imperiled than ever—conquer this bloodthirsty marauder?

NO MORE VICIOUS CRIMINAL LEADER HAS YET DARED CHALLENGE THE
SPIDER. NEVER BEFORE HAS RICHARD WENTWORTH FACED SUCH OVER-
WHELMING ODDS. . . . A LONG, RAPID-FIRE NOVEL OF AMERICA’S BEST

BELOVED FICTION CHARACTER. . . . COMPLETE IN THE SEPTEMBER
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MASTER or MEN!
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urder Deadling

By Blassingame

(Author of “Death’s Fingerprints,” etc.)
_ AN ALLEN FOSTER STORY
Allen Foster agreed to get the Bank Bandit—and get him right—

newspaper frills and all. But he didn’t know he was going to run a
tommy-gun gauntlet in the bargain!

asked slowly, “that this Bank

Bandit, as the papers call ‘him,

this super criminal, always seems to have

inside information on the banks he robs?”

Foster’s eyes were as blue and bottomless

as ice in the sunlight as he watched the

three men across the desk from him; his

quietly handsome face under straight
blond hair showed no emotion.

Burgess Preston, president of the

“YOU MEAN,” Allen Foster

Fourth National Bank nodded his big,
bald head. “Right!” he said.

“The trouble is,” Don Mackman’s lean
fingers gripped the edge of the desk, his
thin dark face was pushed toward Foster,
“that he always strikes when there is an
unusual amount of cash on hand—before
it has been stored in vaults where he can’t
reach it.” Mackman was State Bank Ex-
aminer and either the activities of the
Bank Bandit or something else had been

103
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causing him to lose sleep for there were
deep lines under his eyes. ;

Foster regarded the third man for a
moment. “Have you taken any special
precautions against this bandit, Mr.
Jones?”’

Sam Jones, in charge of the Southern
District of Bankers Insurance Agency,
leaned back in his chair and glared at
Foster before answering. He was a big
man, tough and muscular. His face was
florid but hard ; his mouth was thin with
practically no lips and his long jaw was
cut as squarely as if done with a ruler.
Above his face, a mop of curly blond hair
was as incongruous as a wig on a prize-
fighter. “Yes, we've taken precautions,”
he said at last.

The Bank President swung his fat body
around to face Jones. “We know you've
taken precautions. But they haven't
worked. He robbed this bank last night
of $380,000 right under your very nose.
That’s why we want Mr. Foster.”

Jones snapped, “All right, you've got
him. See what % can do!”

Mackman turned his thin face to Foster,
speaking rapidly : “It’s not the $80,000 he
got last night that prompted us to call
you as much as the information he may
have learned from the papers in the bank,
or what he may have known already. He
usually seems to.”

“Yes?” Foster said quietly.

“An armoured car is to deliver three-
hundred-thousand dollars at this bank at
noon tomorrow, in cash. If we were to
lose that . ... Well, it will mean loss of
confidence in all banks in the city. We
must stop these crimes or hoarding will
start, runs on banks—hell in general.”

“How many persons know of this move-
ment—and similar ones which he has in-
terrupted ?” :

“Not many.” The Bank Inspector’s lean
fingers tapped silently on the table, he
started to speak, stopped, and began again,

his thin, dark lips twisted crookedly
“Most of such information comes through
my department, so I know. Mr. Jones,
of course, is informed, Mr. Preston, and
one or two assistants in the bank know.”

“How about the other banks of the
city?’!

“The officials usually know, but the
information doesn’t get around through
the bank.” .

“Then Mr. Preston, say, hnew about
the movement to the Commercial Bank
last week in time to have planned the
robbery if he had wanted to?”

The fat man lunged forward in his

chair. “Are you . ... ¥ His face got

beet-red.

“Of course he isn’t!” Mackman said.
He looked at Foster again. “Yes, Mr.
Preston knew in ample time, as most of
the others know about this.”

Foster nodded, and his tongue began
to move slowly between teeth and upper
lip. “And this robbery last night?”

RESTON was still red-faced and his

eyes squinted. He said, “They got in
by unlocking a door that’s supposed to be
burglar proof, knocked the night watch-
man on the head, and got $80,000 from
the only safe they could open. I'll call
the watchman if you want—I told him to
stay for that reason.”

Foster nodded and Preston pushed a
button. Foster’s blue, expressionless eyes
regarded the three men across the desk
from him.

Mackman said, “We want you to call
the papers about this case like you do the
others, Mr. Foster. That will do as much
to keep the bandits away from here to-
morrow as a company of militia. They tell
me that from one end of this country to
the other the crooks know your name and
shy away when they hear it.”

Sam Jones' face was pale with anger.
“Bunk! This bandit didn’t shy away from
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my men when I doubled their number and
armed them with tommy-guns. I don’t
think he and his mob will shy away from
one meek-faced little . . . .” Foster was
looking at him with those vividly blue
and bottomless eyes—looking at him but
saying nothing—and Jones’ words drib-
bled off into silence. . . .

Knuckles rapped on the door and Pres-
ton called, “Come in!”

The night watchman was a small,
middle-aged man with thinning, gray hair.
His faded eyes bulged when he saw
Foster, his veined hands rubbed nervously.
“Ain’t you—you Mr. Allen Foster?” he
asked. I seen your picture in the papers.”

Foster said, “I want you to tell me
about the robbery last night, Mr. A

“Duncan, Tom Duncan,” the watchman
said, bowing nervously. Foster saw the
small patch of adhesive plaster on his head
‘where the bandits had slugged him.

“There ain’t much to tell. I was settin’
in the back and I heard a sound like the
doer openin’. I got up to go see and some-
thin’ hit me on the head. When I come
to, I was gagged and tied and blindfolded.
I heard ’em movin’ around for awhile,
and then they was gone and I stayed there

L»

’til T was found this mornin”,

“All right,” Foster said. “Wait outside
and show me how those men got in.” He
turned to the others and began to speak
in slow, precise terms. “I want you to get
a bullet-proof glass cage with a small slit
in it through which a machine gun inay
be operated, Mr. Preston. Some of the
glass makess can fit up one overnight, and
tomorrow we'll have it at the door of the
bank with a man inside. You might have
all your guards on hand.

“Mr. Jones, make sure that the armored
car is driven about two yards past the
entrance so that the man in the cage can
cover the rear door and every step the
men take as they enter thé bank. When
the driver gets out, he’s to switch off the

motor and slip the key into an inside
pocket. That will make certain they can’t
drive off with the car, I'll be on the same
side of the street near the corner. Have
the armored car stop outside at exactly
noon.”

Anger had made Jones’ face as white
as his curly hair. His lips were pressed
hard together and muscle corded along his
big jaw. “T'll have the truck there exactly
at twelve-—because I had planned to have
it come at that time. And you can be on
this corner or in hell—I don't care! My
men will look after the money they carry.”

Both Mackman and Preston turned to
face him, gulping. Foster stood up. For
a moment, as he bowed te the men at the
desk, his tongue was sliding between teeth
and upper lip. He said, “T’ll have Tai Lo,
my assistant, call the newspapers and re-
port that I'm taking this case and that I
will have this Bank Bandit within two
days after his next job.” He bowed again,
the blue eyes shining. “Good day, Mr.
Jones.” He turned and walked out of the
room.

IT WAS eleven twenty-five when Allen

Foster walked past the bank the next
morning, pausing for a moment at the
door. The bullet-proof glass cage was in-
side—to the right, mounted on wheels so
that it could be rolled to the door when
the armored car arrived. Foster glanced
over the persons passing in and out of
the bank, nodded to Burgess Preston
when he saw the president come out of
his office. Then he turned and walked
toward the corner on which he would
stand,

He did not even look up to the second-
story window where Tai Lo, the giant
Manchurian who was his assistant, was
taking moving pictures of every person
passing on the sidewalk before the bank.
That hidden camera would cover the re-
moval of the money as completely as the
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machine gun in the glass cage—and not
even Burgess Preston knew of it.

It was eleven thirty when Allen Foster
paused on the corner some fifty yards
from the bank. The normal midday hum
of business life was going on around him.
He went in a drug storeand drank a soda.
At eleven thirty-four he was standing on
the corner outside again buying a paper
from a twelve-year old, red-headed news-
boy.

“We got it all over this sheet "bout you
workin’ for the bank,” the kid said. Every
newsboy in the city knew Allen Foster
and worshipped him.

Foster said, “Yes, I'm “sort of looking
around now, but I need Tai Lo.” He took
a bill from his pocket, gave it to the boy.
“That’s for the papers you might sell
while you do me a favor. Walk out to
my house and tell Tai Lo to meet me here.
If he’s not there, you just come on back.”

“O.K., Mr. Foster, but you don’t have
to pay me to help you. All the kids . . . .”

“Get going !” Foster said.

There was a lonely shadow in his blue
eyes as he watched the boy hurrying away.
He’d never have a son of his own; he
had no right to a woman’s love or to
children when every day was packed with
the threat of death, when his whole life
was one long, unceasing struggle against
crime. He knew, even as he stood watch-
ing the boy move along the sidewalk, that
he might be dead within the minute. That
was why he had sent the kid out of this
section of town. Hell might break at high
noon and the streets be filled with whining
bullets.

Even at this moment, Allen Foster’s
life hung by a thread—and he knew it!
The papers had carried the story of his
connection with the bank. If the bandit
was planning a hold-up at noon, he would-
n’t want Foster there when it started. Any
moment now a car might roar by, guns
spitting. It wouldn’t be difficult to kill him,

standing here on the corner. The bandit
would probably wait until the second the
truck arrived rather than cause any pre-
vious confusion. But there was no way to
be certain.

Foster stood flatfooted, a small, quiet,
blond man reading the paper on a busy
street corner, seemingly unaware of the
persons who passed him. But every
muscle in his body was taut and his
breathing was shallow, rapid. Sweat was
beginning to show in fine beads under his
eyes and across his forehead.

The clock on the front of the building
across the street showed eleven fifty-two.
In eight minutes now, the armored car
would roll up before the bank, and in
eight minutes, if he was coming, the bandit
and his men would be there, guns blazing,
And the first shot would be intended to
kill Allen Foster!

Only six minutes now . ... five....

FOSTER’S body was like damp steel

as he turned, but only the sweat on
his face showed the strain. If someone
was hidden across the street, waiting to
kill him, now as he turned his back . . ..
He was still reading the paper when he
went through the door of the drugstore,
ambled toward the counter on the left,
stepped behind it and into the prescription
department. Then, with one movement he
ripped off his linen coat, caught a patched
brown one from the wall and slid into it.
He slapped a filthy brown cap on his
head. With one hand, he rubbed brown
powder on his face while with the other
he caught up a sandwich board lettered
in big letters:

WE BUY OLD GOLD

JAKE JABONSKI AND SONS
1459 Fifth Avenue West

Hidden beneath the sign was a short
barreled, rapid-fire rifle. Foster went out
of. another door onto the sidewalk he
had left less than a minute before.
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His movements looked casual as he
ambled toward the corner, but his whole
body was taut and cold. He knew that the
men who waated to kill him now would
give him no opportunity of fighting., The
hasty disguise might work—and it might
not! If it didn’t . ...

He started across the street, hump
shouldered, dragging one foot with a slight
limp. If men were hidden on this corner
and they spotted him now there would
be only the short crackle of a tommy-gun
and his life would be wiped out before he
could move to defend himself.

The clock on the corner said eleven
fifty-nine when he reached the opposite
curb and turned to his left toward the
bank, but ackoss the street from it. He
had gone twenty yards when an armored
car passed him, cut across the street,
against traffic, rolled just past the bank
door and stopped. In the open door of
the bank was the bullet-proof glass cage
with a mag inside,

Foster sidled to the curb, stepped be-
tween two parked cars. His left hand was
on the strap which held the sandwich
board. Against his powder-smeared face,
his blue eyes glittered as he watched the
front door of the armored car open and
two men get out, come toward the
rear. 'The back door opened and
three more men slid out. Each of the
five held a revolver in his hand. Four men
came out of the bank door carrying guns.
Foster saw the big form of Sam Jones
towering over the little night watchman
named Duneen. Behind them were two
other bank guards.

And in that same instant, hell broke
loose!

A car roared out of nowhere to halt
behind the open truck. Machine guns
bristled as the five men piled out before
the car halted. In that same instant, the
voice of the man in the glass cage rang

clear: “Throw up your hands, damn you!
I’'m with the bandits!”

Foster saw the sudden consternation on
the faces of the guards, saw them waver,
uncertain, still holding their revolvers.
With his left hand he ripped the sandwich
board from his shoulders; with his right,
he swooped up the rifle.

The man in the glass cage was shouting,
“Drop those guns, damn you! Drop ’em!”
The five men out of the automobile,
tommy-guns ready, were moving toward
the open door of the armored car,

Then he saw the two men running from
the corner on which he had stood five
minutes before, saw the sunlight gleam
on the machine guns they carried, heard
one of them shout with terror shaking his
voice, “Hurry and let’s get going! That
guy Foster’s vanished. We didn't get
him!”

JT HAD all happened in the instant that
= Foster crouched between the cars, the
muzzle of his rifle slipping up over the
fender. The expression on his face did not
change when he saw the men who had
been planted to kill him, but there was a
new glitter in his eyes and his finger curled
tight around the trigger.

And then, in the short flurry of action,
the little night watchman swung up his
gun and fired. Foster saw a man stagger,
another man’s gun blazed and the revolver
leaped from Duncan’s fingers. The little
man clutched his hand and stood there
rocking. The man in the cage bellowed,
“Drop your guns or I'm shooting!”

Two of the bandits were already at the
open door of the armored car, pulling out
bags of money,

Fostet’s rifle centered quietly on one of
them. He squeezed the trigger with the
slow sureness of a marksman, There was
a sharp crack and the muzzle of the gun
jumped slightly, came down, cracked
again. The two bandits at the car door
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straightened, then, as if doing an act to-
gether, plunged forward.

Chaos burst in the street . . . .

From inside the glass cage there -was
the roar of machine gun fire. Two of the
bandits whirled, looking for Foster, rais-
ing their tommy-guns; another couple
leaped for the armored car. One of the
guards fired; another dropped his gun.
Big Sam Jones had leaped inside the bank
and was shooting through a window.

Bullets tore through the fender over .

which Foster had fired. One of them
seared a red welt across his cheek. An-
other caught him in the left shoulder just
as he was pulling the trigger a third time,
knocked him half around. There was a
hot flare of pain, but his mind, trained
to work with the precision and speed of
a mechanical instrument, told him that it
was only a flesh wound. He had missed
the third shot, though he could not even
hear the sound of it for the thunder of
machine gun bullets striking the auto-
mobile . . ..

Foster spun on his right heel, leaped
for the far side of the car. A bullet struck
the street, ricocheted under the machine
and grazed his calf, knocking his leg to
one side so that he missed the curb and
fell headlong.

Even in the instant that he fell, Allen
Foster’s muscles and brain functioned per-
fectly. He twisted in the air, hit on his
left side, injured shoulder held high,
rolled to his knees, and dived for the front
end of the automobile. The man was al-
ready out of the glass cage; running for
the bandit’s car; the machine gun, carried
hip high, spewed lead that made a rolling
thunder as it tore into the automobile
behind which Foster knelt. A man was
running from the armored car toward the
bandits’, a money bag over his shoulder.
Foster swung the rifle toward him,
squeezed the trigger. The man jumped
straight into the air, twisted, and came

down. The bandits’ car lunged forward,
motor roaring, machine guns still spewing.

Allen Foster came halfway to his feet,
ready to dive for the street, to shoot at
tires even in the face of the rattling
tommy-guns. Then he checked himself.
“I almost got too interested in this fight
to use my brains,” he said aloud. “A dead-
detective is no good.” He waited twenty
seconds, then walked into the street and
toward the shambles before the bank. In
every direction police whistles were blast-
ing, persons shouting, women screaming.
The wailing whine of a siren shivered in
the air.

FIVE of the bandits, one bankguard,

and two of the men from the armored
car lay sprawled in the street and on the
sidewalk. Another guard leaned against
the doorway, his right hand pressed high
on his left shoulder while blood oozed
between his fingers. Sam Jones was com-
ing out of the bank, his gun still in his
hand, cursing slowly, steadily. Tom Dun-
can, the night watchman, had picked up
his gun with his left hand, but his right
hung stiffly at his side. “It’s numb,” he
said. “I can't feel nothin’ with it.”

“Just shock,” Foster said. “It’ll be all
right.”

The little gray-haired man was quiver-
ing all over and the veins seemed to jerk
in his thin hands. He held up the revolver,
showing the cylinder almost caved in on
one side where the bullet had struck. The
sweat stood on his hands in large beads
that were almost purple against the blue
veins. “They almost got me!” he whis-
pered,

Sam Jones leaning over the dead body,
of one of his guards, said. “They were
using soft, flat-nosed bullets, the hellions !”’

Crowds were pouring toward the bank
from every direction, but police and the
living bank-guards were holding them off
while the armored car men carried in the



MURDER DEADLINE

109

money bags. Burgess Preston and Don
Mackman came running through the bank
door, the bank president’s fat belly shak-
ing as he stopped on the sidewalk. “How
much of the money did they get?” he
yelled. “If they got—"

Foster's blue eyes turned toward him
coldly, glittering in his face. “They didn’t
get much of the money, Mr. Preston, but
they killed three men and wounded an-
other. You might ask about them.”

Mackman’s lean fingers caught Foster’s
brown coat. In the excitcment nobody
seemed to have noticed his odd dress or
the blood that stained his coat and cheek.
“I was where I could see the shooting,
Mr. Foster. That was damn’ good work
on your part. If it hadn’t been for you,
they would have got most of that money
—and most of our men”

“I seen him,” Duncan said, still nurs-
ing the hand on which sweat stood in
almost purple drops. “That was pretty
sheotin’ I’ Foster’s voice was very quiet
but there was a cold ring in it and his
eyes were like blue steel in the sunlight.
“What I want to know,” he paused, pull-
ing a handkerchief from his pocket and
mopping the trickle of bilood along his
cheek— “is how that bandit got inside the
glass cage.”

Mackman said, “I—I don’t know.”

Burgess Preston flushed brick red.
“That’s Jones fault,” he snapped. “Instead
of watching personally whe got into the
cage, he called Wilson-—he’s the guard
you selected this morning for the job---
into my office, told him to get in the cage.
We just found Wilson in a closet near my
office. All he remembers is coming out of
the door and somebody is hitting him. The
bandit was made up to look like him, and
everybody was too excited to pay much
attention.”

“Where’s Wilson ?”” Foster asked. His
shoulder was beginning to hurt him now,

the calf of his leg burned, but work had
to be done before he could see a doctor.

He found the bankguard, checked on
Preston’s story. He found the owner of
the automobile behind which he had
hidden, agreed to pay for damage done
by flatnosed bullets tearing into the car.
Then he found a doctor, got his shoulder,
calf, and cheek bandaged, went home to
meet Tai Lo and examine the pictures.

“It was a beautiful fight,” the Man-
churian said in his precise, English accent.
“If you'll lic down and rest, sir, I'll de-
velop the pictures for you immediately.”

Foster said, “Good.” There was a dull
throb m  his shoulder and his head
ached . . . .

HE MAN ahead was only a dark

shadow against the blackness of the
hulking, deserted warehouses. Across the
cirty, cobblestoned street, Allen Foster
followed him, keeping close against the
high, brick wall on his right. A block
away, candle-flies circled a dim arc light,
making flickering shadows on the dusty
pavement. But here the darkness was
almost impenetrable . . . .

Foster, moving like a shadow on rubber-
soled shoes, could occasionally catch the
tap-tap of the man’s heels as he followed.
Then, all at once, there was utterly no
sound at all. The detective, motionless
against the brick wall, eyes straining,
could barely make out the shadow of the
man ahead. He saw the man twist, glance
in every direction, and then, although there
was no crack in the blanket of silence, the
man was gone!

Foster waited four minutes without
moving. Two blocks away, he heard the
heavy rumble of a passing truck. Far off
to his right, dimly, there was the sound of
Negroes singing. Then that too was gone,
and there was only a small wind along
the dark street, the weird whisper of paper
in the gutters. High in his left shoulder,
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he could feel the ache of the bullet wound.

Leaving the wall, Foster went across
the street limping slightly on his injured
leg, his head forward, eyes fixed on the
alley mouth into which the man had van-
ished. His right hand sneaked the auto-
matic from under his coat before he turned
into the alley, took three quick steps and
crouched. The little muscles behind his
eyes ached as he tried to pierce the dark-
ness.

The alley was deserted.

The man couldn’t have gone far, Foster
knew. He pulled the hat tighter over his
blond hair, let his tongue slide for a
moment between teeth and upper lip. On
the balls of his feet, he went along the
alley until he found the window, shoulder
high. It was closed, but not locked, and it
made no sound when Foster raised it.
He put the gun back in his shoulder
holster, took a long breath. If any one
saw him coming through that window, he
would make a damn’ good target.

He put both hands flat on the sill. His
knees bent, straightened with a snap, ankles
and wrists helping. His body arched up-
ward like that of a hawk, bent in the air,
twisted, his lips jerked as pain flashed
through shoulder and leg. Then he hit
-sitting on the sill, the gun in his hand
again. In the same movement he was out

. of the window and to the right, wrapped
in the pitch darkness of the building,
crouching, gun ready. But there was no
sound.

It took Allen Foster perhaps ten minutes
to cross the great, empty floor of the ware-

house and find the si-:a;i-rs' leading upward.
He had to move by instinct, for, after the

first few minutes, even the blur of the
open window had soaked into the thicker
darkness. But at last he found the steps
and went up them, keeping close to the
wall so that they would not squeak. And
on the second floor, he saw the thread of

light showing under a closed door, and
heard the muffled sound of voices.

For another five minutes Foster crouch-
ed outside that closed door. Twice he
thought he heard sounds below him, and
once there was something that might have
been a foot on the stair, but he could see
nothing except that thread of light, hear
nothing “distinctly except the murmur of
the voices. '

It was hot in the warehouse, but more
than the heat raised the sweat which stood
on Foster’s forehead in large, cold drops.
Beyond that door there would be, in all
probability, five men—perhaps more. Each
of them would be armed and ready to kill,
The law had already put the death penalty
on them, and they had nething to lose by
murdering again.

And Allen Foster had to face them
alone. . . !

FOSTER sucked a long breath into his

lungs. The butt of the automatic
was cold in his right hand. His left hand
went out, found the door knob. He twisted,
hit the door with his left hip and went
through, the gun ready. “Don’t move!”’
Foster yelled, and his blue eyes flamed in
his face.

There were five men in the room and
they stood like statues. One had his right
hand stretched toward a tommy gun on
the table; two had their fingers frozen
against their coat lapels. The man who
had been in the glass cage sat on a cot
near the right wall; his lips were half-
open, bent to frame a curse that had
choked in his mouth. His right hand

~ hovered above a gun on the cot beside him.

And in the center of the room, near

 the table, both veined hands held shoulder

high, was Tom Duncan, the night watch-
man. His lips were pulled back in a half-
snarl, half-curse, and his face had gone

“gray as his hair.

Foster slid to the right of the open door,
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his blue eyes never seeming to move and
yet matching every man in the room. He
said, “I followed you, Duncan, after you
took the night off because your hand was
still numb—but not too numb to be count-
ing that money you’ve got stacked there on
the table. You see, that gun you had
never was shot out of your hand. Tai Lo
was taking pictures of that fight, and in
the pictures it looked as if you had thrown
the gun. Besides, the cylinder looked as
though it had been struck with a steel
jacket and your men were shooting soft-
nosed bullete. And they shot to kill at
everybody but you. All of which made
me suspect you. But I wasn’t certain until
I saw that purple ssain on your hands.
You got that off Wilson when you
knocked hmn in the head so one of your
men could get in that cage. I knew it
would be impossible to pull a robbery
without the right man in that cage. That
meant you had to do away with Wilson.
That’s why I picked him for the job and
put the stain on his clothes, With every
night to work in and nobody so bother
you, it wasn’t hard to go through the
files and keep check on what was hap-
pening in all the banks.

Duncan’s faded eyes were watching
Foster. His hands were close to his coat,
the left side of which showed the bulge
of a shoulder holster, “All right!” he

snarled. “You know how it happened.
But how in the hell are you going to get
us out of here—five to one? You were
a damned fool to come here, Foster.”

Allen Foster said quietly, “I don’t think
so. You see, I brought the police with
me. I left them outside until you admit-
ted staging the robbery.”

The doer suddenly filled with blue
coats and a man’s voice boomed out,
“Well, that’s that!”

Duncan’s voice had the ring of cold
stone on stone. “They’ve got me for mur-
der already. I might as well do one more.”
His hand lashed under his coat and there
was the glint of light on steel as the gun
swung free,

The two guns roared in one second.

Foster’s expression never changed, but
the dancing danger light began to grow
quiet in his blue eyes as Duncan half-
twisted and the gun slipped from his fin-
gers. Hisleft hand caught his right fore-
arm, pressing~hard so that the blood eased
up through the cloth of his coat.

“That’s how yow act when a real bullet
hits you,” Allen Foster said.

“They are yours, Lieutenant,” he added,
facing the big man in the blue uniform.
He slid the automatic back in its shoulder
holster, turned, and went quietly out of
the door. His shoulder was aching and he
wanted to go to bed. . . .

® More smooth, satisfying shaves at
& low price that will astonish you
is the reason for the gr at popular-
ity of Probak Jr., the famous new
double-edge razor lade. It is mar-
velously keen — made for tough

eards —ground, honed and strop-
ped by automatic process. Get the
most for your money. Try Probak Jr,




Deatlys Qurtain-€all

By Emile €. Tepperman
(Author of “Juggler’s Holiday,” etc.)
AN ED RACE STORY

Ed Race, who juggled guns for both business and pleasure, wanted

to do a favor for a pretty girl friend. . . . But a crooked poker

game and a murder plot nearly made Death step forward to take
Ed’s final bow . . . !

HE facade of the three-story

I brownstone building bore nothing
to indicate the nature of its oc-
cupancy except for a-small, metal plaque

alongside the door, above the bell. The
bronze letters on the plaque read:

THE THIRTEEN CLUB

Ed Race strode past the building with
an air of casualness, but his quick glance
112

took in the heavy, oak door with the
grilled peep-hole and the barred-and-shut-
tered windows through which no light
shone.

Ed knew THE THIRTEEN CLUB pretty
well; he had a card of admission to it,
had often visited it when his vaudeville
bookings brought him to New York. It
was a pretty swank place, and its exterior
gave no hint of the huge sums of money



DEATH'S CURTAIN-CALL

113

that were won and lost every night across
the poker tables. Ed had never been able
to find out who operated the Club, but
he knew that, whoever it was, the pro-
prietor must be pretty clever. No roulette
wheels, no dice tables that had to be cam-
ouflaged in the event of a raid. Poker was
a gentleman’s game, and here, only poker
was played. The chips might represent
pennies, dollars or centuries, but no
money was ever exhibited at the tables.
The police had long ago given up as a
bad job the proposition of trying to get
the goods on THE THIRTEEN CLUS. . ..

Neverthless, fortunes had been won
and lost there, men had been ruined in
that poker game.

Ed went there occasionally when he
couldn’t find anything more exciting. He
was known on the vaudeville stage as THE
MASKED MARKSMAN, and under that stage
name he had taken the country by storm,
packing the houses wherever he appeared.
His specialty was an acrobatic juggling
number, using heavy .45 caliber revolvers
similar to the two which he now carried in
his armpit holsters, instead of the usual
dumbbells that were the concomitants
of the average juggling act. The feats of
marksmanship which he performed on the
stage while juggling those revolvers were
little short of miraculous. He was billed:
THE MAN WHO CAN MAKE GUNS TALK!

But he craved excitement, thrills,
danger. So he dabbled in crime investiga-
tion on the side. He now had licenses to
operate as a private detective in a dozen
States, and he had chalked up some re-
markable successes to his credit in the
past few years. Little by little, it become
known in the theatrical world that Ed
Race could be depended upon to get you
out of a jam, if you ever found yourself
behind the eight ball. And it was just
such a mission that brought Ed Race
down here, walking past THE THIRTEEN
CLUB this evening.

He didn’t stop at the entrance, but
went on up the street, rounded the corner.

Joe Dunstan and Norma Maitland were
waiting for him in Dunstan’s expensive,
high-powered sedan, parked at the curb
a few feet down from the corner.

Norma Maittand had phoned Ed a half
hour ago, asking him to meet them around
the corner from THE THIRTEEN CLUB. [t
was urgent, she said.

Ed had known Norma Maitland for
years now, and took an almost fatherly
interest in her. She was pretty, in a
healthy, blond sort of way. Her softly
modulated, deep-throated contralto voice
had won her headline prominence in the
vaudeville circuit, and she had appeared
on many bills together with Ed. Now she
was in trouble, apparently, and Ed hadn’t
hesitated to come the minute she called.

Joe Dunstan, who had been sitting be-
hind the wheel beside Norma, got out and
shook hands with Ed. He said: “It’s
damn nice of you to come, Race. I wanted
to handle this myself, but Norma in-
sisted.”

Ed grunted, said: “You know I'd have
been sore if you hadn’t let me come.
What's it all about?”

Norma Maitland was twisting a hand-
kerchief in her hands. “It’s about my
brother, Harry. I-—I'm afraid he’s gotten
himself into a terrible spot.”

Dunstan put a hand on her shoulder,
said soothingly: “Let me tell him,
Norma.”

She pecked at her eyes with the hand-
kerchief, said huskily : “All right, Joe.”

Dunstan turned to Ed. “Leok, Race.
You know I want to marry Norma. I've
been trying for three years now, and she
hasn’t made up her mind yet. Well, con-
sidering that she will, eventually, natur-
ally I look on Harry almost as my broth-
er-in-law. You know he works in the
Gerard Bank. Well, I'll put it brutally—
he’s embezzled forty thousand dellars—
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and every nickel of it he’s lost in THE
THIRTEEN CLUB around the corner here!”

Ed whistled. “Forty grand! That’s a
hell of a lot of dough!”

“Sure it is,” Dunstan went on eagerly,
“but not to me. I could pay it out and I
wouldn’t miss it. I want Norma to let me
make it good for Harry, but she won’t
allow it. You’ve known her a long time,
Race. Tell her it’s all right.”

Ed looked puzzled. “Let me get this
straight, Joe. Why did you have me meet
you here?”

Norma said brokenly: “Because Har-
ry’s in there now!’ She turned away
from him suddenly, covered her face with
her hands.

Dunstan started to put an arm around
her shoulders consolingly, but Ed yanked
him by the sleeve, said : “Let her cry, Joe.
It’lt do her good. You can tell me all
about this business. What’s Harry doing
in there now?”

Joe Dunstan led him away a few feet,
out of Norma’s hearing. “I was over at
Norma’s house this evening, and Harry
came in. He looked all wrought up, and
his face was flushed and excited. They
went in the next roem, but Harry talked
so loud I couldn’t help hearing everything
he said. Norma hadn’t suspected a thing
before. Harry told her about the forty
thousand he’d embezzled and lost there,
and then—" Dunstan paused, lowered his
voice even more—“he told her he had
thirty thousand more in his pocket that
he’d taken today. He was going down to
THE THIRTEEN CLUB and make one last
try to recoup. And if he didn't, he said
he was going to blew his braias out. The

reason why he was telling her about it,

was because he wanted her to use the
proceeds of his insurance money to re-
imburse the Gerard Bank!’ ;

Ed said thoughtfully: “Harry’s enly a
kid. He hasn’t got a chance with the
sharks that play there—even if the game’s

on the level. And I'm pretty sure THE
THIRTEEN CLUB doesn’t make its profit on
percentage alone.”

“That’s what I say!” Dunstan ex-
claimed eagerly. “They’ll take the thirty
thousand away from him, too, and he'll
bump himself off !”

“The way I get it,” Ed ruminated, “it’s
my job to go in there and take him out.”

Norma had stopped sobbing. She had
come up to them now, and she put an im-
pulsive hand on Ed’s arm. “Would you,
Ed?”’ :

Ed smiled. “Of course I will, Norma.”

“And then,” Joe Dunstan broke in, “I
want Norma to let me make up Harry’s
shortage.”

Norma Maitland looked pleadingly at
Dunstan, “Please, Joe, don’t insist an
that. I—I eouldn’t let you——"

She stopped as a maroon limousine
with a plug-ugly chauffeur, and two men
in the rear, sped past them, rounded the
corner toward THE THIRTEEN CLUB. The
thing that had attracted her attention was
the fact that one of the two men in the
interior had been leaning forward, staring
at them out of the window. His face was
long and sallow under a black slouch hat;
his mouth was a thin gash of cold cruetty.

She shuddered. “That man—he stared

at me so queerly——"

“I know him,” Ed muttered. “He’s
Nick Savoldi, manager of the Club; just
a figurehead for the real owner, but sup-
posed to be pretty tough all by himself.
I think Il go in and have a talk with
Nick.”

“Wait,” Joe Dunstan broke in thought-
fully. “I know Nick, teo. I’ve been in
the place myself, and I once did Savoldi
a faver.” He glanced at Ed deprecatingly.
“You'd only shoot the place up, perhaps
get yourself in a jam, and bring the caps
down. We can't afferd thati—Harry
might be picked up, and his shertage ex-
posed before we could cover it.”
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Ed shrugged. “What do you suggest,
Joe?”

“Let me go in first, Race. Maybe I
can do more with Savoldi—you know—
‘A kind word turneth away wrath.” If I
don’t come out in, say, a half hour, you
come in after me. Got a membership
card?”’

Ed nodded. “Go ahead.”

He watched Dunstan leave them, turn
the corner. Norma Maitland gripped his
arm. “Oh, Ed, I appreciate everything
Joe is doing, but I'd rather you could
have taken care of it. If Joe puts up that
money, gets Harry out of this jam, I—I'll
feel—obligated——"

“You mean you’ll have to marry him?”

“Y-yes.”

“And you’d rather not?”’

“I—I don’t know, Ed. Joe’s nice; he’s
been awfully attentive, and all that. But,
somehow, I don’t think I could give up
the vaudeville stage.”” She turned her
gaze toward him. “You know how I
feel, Ed. You're a trouper yourself.”

Ed Race pressed her arm, smiled a
slow smile of understanding. “It gets

124

in your blood, doesn’t it, Norma? I—

From around the corner came a mad
outcry, the thud of a fist against flesh and
bone, the wild scream of a youth: “Damn
you, damn you! Let me in again. Give
me a chance—!”

Norma Maitland’s eyes widened in ter-
rified surprise. “That’s Harry. I know
his voice

Ed was already speeding around the
corner. The sight that met his eyes was
not an unusual one. It was the spectacle
of an inebriated youth being bounced
from a more or less exclusive establish-
ment where he had made a nuisance of
himself.

The youth was Harry Maitland. And
the door of THE THIRTEEN CLUB was just
closing on the gaunt visage of Niek Sa-

voldi, who had apparently participated in
the bouncing.

Harry Maitland lay on the sidewalk,
stirring weakly. Beside him stood the
thug whom Ed Race had seen in the lim-
ousine with Savoldi. He had a square
face and a flat nose, looked as if he might
at one time have been a serond-rate boxer.
His knuckles were gnarled and twisted.

At the moment, however, he wasn't
using his knuckles; he was directing a
vicious kick at the limp body of Harry
Maitland. The kick landed in young Mait-
land’s ribs, tearing the breath out of the
lad, leaving him white and gasping on the
ground.

Ed reached the thug’s side, swung his
left fist up in a short, compact arc that
landed flush on the other’s chin, rocked
him backward, and sent him sprawling
against the wall of THE THIRTEEN CLUB.

The blow had been a hard one, delivered
with the impetus of Ed’s run added to the
weight of his body and the heft of his
broad shoulders. Ed had meant it to be a
knockout, hadn’t cared if it did a whole
lot of harm. He had seen that vicious kick.

But the thug was used to taking them
on the chin. He reeled, splayed his hands
out against the wall for support, and glared
at Ed. Then his hand went for a gun. He
was fast, but compared to the swift,
lightning-like motion of Ed’s hand, he re-
sembled a snail. Ed had practiced that
draw for years, performed it every night
on the stage.

As if by legerdemain, one of his heavy
forty-five caliber revolvers seemed to have
materialized out of thin air.

Ed swept it up in a swift motion, struck
the thug’s wrist with the barrel while his
ham-like paw was still reaching into his
breast pocket. There was the sound of
snapping bone, and the thug dropped his
arm, the hand hanging kimp, his face sud-
denly twisted, sweating with the pain of a
broken wrist,
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Ed grinned thinly, stepped back a pace
so that he stood over Harry Maitland.
He kept his revolver leveled, still covering
the thug, growled out of the corner of his
mouth to the boy: “You all right, Harry?
Can you get up?”’

Young Maitland groaned, managed to
struggle to his feet. He murmured weakly :
“Ed! Those guys trimmed me, threw me
out. My God, I had thirty thousand dol-
lars, and I dropped all but five hundred.
They wouldn’t let me play any more,
wouldn’t give me a chance——"

“Shut up!” Ed snapped, still keeping
his eyes on the thug, who was holding his
injured wrist with his other hand, glaring
murderously.

“What'’s your name, gorilla?” Ed asked
him.

“Go to hell! T’ll have your hide for
this 1”

“His name is Louie, Ed,” the boy spoke
up. “That’s the name I know him by.
He’s Nick Savoldi’s bodyguard.”

“What happened to Joe Dunstan?” Ed
asked. ‘“He went in there after you a few
minutes ago.”

“Joe is there, arguing with Savoldi. But
Savoldi wouldn’tlisten to him. He ordered
me thrown out anyway.”

Ed’s lips tightened, his eyes grew grim.
“All right, Louie,” he rapped out at the
gorilla, “we’re all going inside. I guess I
better talk to your boss.”

Louie’s eyes narrowed, his teeth showed
ina snarl. “That’s what yox say. Try and
get in, Wise Guy!” _

Ed grinned wickedly. He stepped close,
whispered softly: ‘“Look, Louie. I hap-
pen to know that the cop on this beat stays
away from here all night. Your big boss,
whoever he is, sees to it that he keeps at
the far-end of the beat.”

Louie winced from the pain of his wrist,
scowled. “So what, Wise Guy?”

“So there’ll be nobody at all to inter-

fere with what I'm going to do to you,
pal.”

He raised the revolver above the other’s
head. “Did you ever have your face side-
swiped with the barrel of a forty-five? It
hurts like hell. I can cut your map to rib-
bons—so it’ll look like the map of Europe
after the War. And that’s just what I'm
going to do in one minute, if you don’t be
a good Boy Scout, and follow orders!”

Ed stopped talking, stood tense in fronf
of the hood, with the heavy revolver
poised. His calm, cold gray eyes met those
of the other, their glances locked. The
cold, purposeful stare of those eyes of
Ed’s convinced the man he would do just
what he promised.

He glanced from Ed to the Maitland
boy, who stood just behind him, then back
to Ed again. He licked his lips, looked up
fearfully at the gun barrel, lowered his
eyes, and asked: “What—you want me
to do?”’

Ed grinned. “That’s better. You're go-
ing to ring the bell of this place, and I'm
going to stand to one side. When the door-
man opens the grill, you’ll tell h m every-
thing is jake, you've got rid of the kid,
and to let you in. Then when he opens the
door, I'll come in with you. After that
you can stay or scram—it’s all the same
to me. But I advise you to scram.”

Louie licked his lips again. “Savoldi
seen you around the corner with that
dame. He gave strict orders not to let you
in. He’d have my hide—"

“The minute is up,” Ed told him coldly.
His arm, which held the revelver, “stiff-
ened.

“Wait!” Louie cried, frightened. “Don’t
slash me, mister. I'll do it!”

Ed nodded. “You're smart.”

He sidestepped, dragged the boy aleng
with him.. His eye caught sight of Norma
Maitland, standing anxiously near the
corner. She had been watching the tableau
tensely. Now she came running over,
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folded her brother in her arms. “Harry,
Harry. Are you hurt?”

The boy twisted out of her embrace, his
handsome young features contorted into a
sullen expression. “Didn't I tell you not to
mix in this, Norma? You'll only get Ed
and Joein trouble. Savoldi’s in there, and
he’s a killer. You should’ve left me alone!”

Ed kept his eyes on Louie, said over his
shoulder, “Give me that five hundred you
have left, Harry.”

“What for?”

“Give it to me, quick!’

Under that whiplash command the boy’s
sullenness faded. He produced a roll of
bills from his pocket, handed them over.

“Now,” Ed ordered the girl, “take your
brother away from here, Norma. I'm go-
ing in there and see what’s happened to
Joe; also to see what I can do with
Savoldi.”

But Norma Maitland surprised him.
“We're not going away, Ed! Harry, and
I aren’t going to let you and Joe fight our
battles for us alone. We're going in with
you!”

Ed recognized that tone. There was no
use arguing with Norma Maitland when
she got stubborm-—and they didn’t have all
night, either. He shrugged, said: “Have
it your way, Norma.”

He said to Louie: “All right, gorilla.
Ring thebelll”

He drew Norma and the boy close to the
wall, while Louie, under the threat of the
revolver, put his finger on the button just
below the metal plagque which bore the
name of the club.

Somewhere inside, a bell jangled. Ina
moment, the little grilled peephole opened ;
an eye stared out. ~

Louie hesitated, and Ed poked him in
the side with the gun. Louie said: “It’s all
right, Tiny. I got rid of the kid. Let’s
get in.”

There was a grunt, the peephole closed,
and the heavy door swung open. Ed

stepped quickly into the doorway, slami-
ming into Louie with his shoulder so as
to send him sprawling on the sidewalk. He
stood aside while Nerma and her brother
ran in past him. Then he entered the vesti-
bule, closed the door behind him.

A big man, who must have weighed all
of two hundred and ten pounds, stared at
them out of little pin point eyes that were
almost buried in folds of fat. His triple
chin wagged in astonishment.

“What the hell’s this?”

He didnt have time to ask any more,
because Ed moved close, clubbing his re-
volver. He said: “It’s all about this,
Tiny,” and brought the leaded butt down
on the fat man’s temple in a smashing
blow.

Tiny's eyes disappeared entirely, his
mouth dropped open, letting his chins sag.
He collapsed gently to the floor.

Ed motioned Norma and Harry to fol-
low him, stepped through the vestibule
into a wide foyer. The floor was car-
peted with an expensive hooked rug that
must have cost at least a thousand dollars.
The place was furnished handsomely and
lavishly. Apparently the owner had no
fear of a police raid, for he had put plenty
of money into the place.

To the left, a staircase led upward. Ed
said to Norma over his shoulder: “Up-
stairs is where they play. Savoldi’s office
is down here. You wait——"

He stopped short as a door further
down in the hall, which led off the foyer,
opened abruptly.

Nick Savoldi appeared, started to walk
in their direction, toward the staircase.
Before he had taken more than two steps,
he saw Ed, with Norma and Harry. He
jerked to a stop; his hand flashed toward
his armpit.

But Ed covered him with the big forty-
five. “Hold it just like that, Savoldi!”

. Savoldi’s gaunt face betrayed nothing
of his thoughts. Only his eyes burned in-
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tensely. He glanced at Harry Maitland,
then looked back at Ed. ‘“What's the
trouble, Mr. Race?” he asked innocently.

Ed advanced along the hall, holding the
gun level. He said: “Back up into your
room dgain, Nick.”

Savoldi said: “Sure, sure, Mr. Race.
But you don’t need that gun. What’s the
big idea ?”

He was backing into the room even as
he talked. Ed’s revotver was poking into
his chest. Norma and Harry followed
them in, and Norma shut the door.

Savoldi’s office had a row of filing
cabinets against one wall, a door which
connected with the next room on the op-
posite wall. Near the window was a rich
mahogany desk upon which rested a type-
writer and two telephones. Ed knew that
one of these was an outside wire ; the other
was the house phone.

Savoldi backed up to his desk, leaned
against it, and wheezed: “But I don’t
understand, Mr. Race ”

“What’s happened to Joe Dunstan ?’ Ed
demanded.

Savoldi shrugged. “We—er—had a
little argument. He left in a huff.”

“I was in the street all the time,” Ed
grated, “and I didn’t see him come out.”

Savoldi smiled broadly, shrugged. “We
have more than one entrance, as you your-
self know, Mr. Race. But—="

“All right. Let that rest. Let’s talk
about Harry Maitland, here. The kid’s a
good friend of mine. He draopped seventy
grand here in she past few weeks, and he’s
in one hell of a jam.”

There was a nasty flicker in Savoldi’s
eyes. His upper lip quirked in a half sneer.
“That is not my fault, Mr. Race. We
cannot wet-nurse our clients. The yeung
man in$isted upon playing in the game with
the five-hundred-dollar chips, and he had
the meney—so what were we going to
d Q?" :

Ed
chips!”

He glanced sideways at Harry Maitland,
who lowered his eyes. “I’m sorry, Ed4,”
the boy whispered. “I was a damn’ fool.”
He raised his head, thrust out his chin,
“But I'll take my medicine. There’s
nothing you can do to help me. I lost the
money gambling, and I wouldn’t take it
back even if Savoldi wanted to give it to
me.”

whistled. “Five-hundred-buck

Norma put a hand on her brother’s
shoulder. “I—I think I know where I can
get the money for you to make up your
shortage, Harry. Let’s get out of
here——"" "Her voice broke.

Ed put his gun away. “I'm sorry I
barged in in this way, Savoldi. I guess
you're right. The kid played and lost.
You're not in business for your health.”

Savoldi relaxed slightly at sight of the
disappearing gun. He said more eagerly:
“It’s all right, Mr. Race. Many of us
go off the handle that way. I'm sorry the
boy was treated so rough before, but Louie
had to put him out. He was raising toe
much of a disturbance, and you know hew
quiet this place is ordinarily.”

Savoldi went to the door, held it open
for them. “I wish there was something I
could do,” he went on glibly, “but you
know I'm not the boss. And I couldn’t give
Mr. Maitland seventy grand out of my
own pocket. I only work here on a salary.”

Ed suddenly snapped his fingers. “Wait
a minute. I've got a hunch.”

He strode across to the desk, drew a
checkbook from his pocket, and wrote out
a check for five thousand dellars. He
thrust it at Saveldi.

“I'm going to take a whirl at the poker
table. ‘Give me chips for that—five hun-
dred dollar ones!”

Savoldi toek the check hesitantly. “You
—never played that high before, Mr.'
Race.” 4

“I’m doing it now.”



DEATH'S CURTAIN-CALL

119

“Well—"

“Well, what? Are you afraid of the
check?”

“Oh, no, Mr. Race, not at all. Your
check is good here any day. Savoldi
shrugged. “It’s okay with me, Mr. Race.”

He went around to the front of the desk,
took a steel strongbox out of the top
drawer, and from it extracted ten ycllow,
metal chips which he handed to Id.

“There you are, sir. Five thousand dol-
lars. I'm afraid it won’t go far in that
game though.”

Ed took the chips without saying any-
thing, turned to Norma and Harry Mait-
land. “You stay down here, Norna.
Women arent allowed upstairs. You,
Harry, come up with me. You're going to
watch behind my chair while T play, and
see that nothing is pulled off.”

Before Savoldi or Norma could say any-
thing, Ed had pushed Harry Maitland out
of the room, rushed him upstairs.

There were five or six rooms on the
upper floor. Ed was familiar with the lay-
out. One room was a combination rest
and smoking room, with checker boards
and a ping-pong table. Recently a bar had
been installed there, and members could
get anything they wanted to eat or drink
without paying a cent. In the other rooms
there were always games going on, and you
could pick your own stakes. There was a
game with fifty-cent chips, one with dollar
and two-dollar chips, another where the
smallest chips were fifty-dollar denomina-
tion, and then the fourth room, where only
the elite played, with five-hundred-dollar
chips. You had to go through the barroom
to get to all the games.

The bartender raised his eyebrows in
astonishment as he saw Ed and Harry
Maitland make for the door of the last
room,

“Excuse me, Mr. Race,” he called out.
“That’s the five hundred——"

“It’s all right, Sam,” Ed told him.

“We're taking a special fling tonight.”

Ed opened the door, pushed Harry
Maitland through. Four men were sitting
around a table, tense, tight-lipped. A house
dcaler was distributing cards. There was
an air of quiet tension in this room, and
no conversation was made except for the
purposefully monotonous tones of the
players in announcing their bets.

Ed knew two of the four players. They
were professional gamblers of not too
savory reputation. Their names were Far-
rell and Buckner. The other two, though
Ed had seen them around town, were un-
known to him by name. They were the
playboy type, evidently wealthy suckers;
and it was apparent that Farrell and
Buckner were finding them easy prey,
judging by their stacks of chips.

Ed had no doubt that the two gamblers
were working under some sort of tacit
arrangement whereby they split their
profits with the house.

Farrell looked up from his cards, said:
“Oh, hello, Maitland! You back?”’ Then
he saw Ed, exclaimed: “Well, Mr. Race!
You joining us big-timers ?”

Ed pulled up a chair between Farrell
and Buckner, who spread out to make
room for him. “If you don’t mind,” he
said pleasantly. “I feel lucky tonight.”

Farrell introduced him to the other two
men. “Meet-—er—Mr. Smith and Mr.
Jones,” He grinned. “Names den’t mean
anything here. The fact that we’re al-
lowed to play means that we’re okay.”

Ed put his chips on the table, and the
housé man dealt him in. “We’re playing
open blind,” Farrell told him, “Blind
opener can buy four cards, and re-raise.”

Ed nodded. “Okay by me.” He noted
that “Mr. Smith and Mr. Jones” were a
bit nervous, sitting in strained attitudes.
Both had long glasses of whiskey-and-soda
beside them, from which they drank.

Buckner was first, and opened blind for
five hundred, throwing in his chip care-
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lessly. Mr. Smith stayed, after studying
his cards carefully, and Mr. Jones dropped
out. Buckner was next. He squeezed his
cards, squinted at them, and threw in two
chips. “Up five hundred!” he said laconi-
cally.

Ed had already looked at his cards. He
had three aces. “All the cards in the
game?” he asked.

“No, sir,” the dealer told him. “Sorry
I didn’t mention it before. The two’s,
three’s and four’s are out.”

Ed saw Buckner’s raise, put in two
chips. With the two’s, three’s and four’s
out, three aces wouldn’t be a top hand.
The cards generally ran high when the low
ones were out, and Buckner might have a
straight on the go. However, three aces
had to be played.

Farrell pushed in two chips.

“T’ll raise it again,” he said carelessly.

Mr. Smith looked troubled, but put in
his two chips. Buckner said pleasantly:
“Sorry, but it’ll cost you another chip. I'm
reraising.”

Ed’s eyes narrowed. He recognized the
stunt. He and Smith were sandwiched in
between these two professionals, who were
boosting the pot to make a killing.

He said nothing, though, saw the two
raises, watched Farrell and Smith put
their money in.

Buckner grinned. “Well, T guess it’s a
real pot now. Let’s buy cards.”

Farrell said: “T’ll take three.”

Ed frowned. ““You had your nerve re-
raising on a pair.”

Farrell shrugged. “Buckner’s bluffing.
He probably hasn’t got a thing.”

Mr. Smith drew two cards, and Ed
figured him for three of a kind, or else
he weuldn’t have stayed. Ed’s aces were
better than Smith’s holding.

The dealer looked inquiringly at Buck-
ner, who said: “I just want one card.”

Ed’s eyes swiveled to the dealer just in

time to see him slip a card from the bottom
of the deck.

The movement of Ed’s hand was so
swift that it took them all by surprise.
It clamped tightly over the dealer’s wrist,
gripping it cruelly, holding him so that the
bottom card was half in and half out of the
deck. The dealer was caught cold.

“Well,” Ed said softly, “this explains
a lot.” He twisted the dealer’s wrist so
that the card fell to the table. It was the
king of spades.

The dealer’s face was white, his eyes
searching in every direction for escape.
Ed let him go, swung on Buckner. “Let’s
see your cards!’ he ordered.

Buckner glared at him. “I demand the
pot!” he spluttered. “You broke it up
when I was winning! I—"

Ed reached up, gripped him by the lapel
of his coat. “Are you going to show me
those cards?” he asked.

“Let go of me!” Buckner rasped. Then
he raised his voice, shouted: “Nick!
Help !’

He got no further. Ed’s fist came up in
a flashing blow that caught him on the chin,
lifted him from the floor. In the same in-
stant Ed sidestepped, whirled, his left
hand darting to his armpit holster. It
came out with one of the forty-fives, and
he stood there smiling coldly, covering
Farrell and the dealer. The dealer hadn’t
moved, but Farrell was raising a small
automatic which had come out of his
pocket.

Farrell’s jaw dropped open as he real-
ized he was staring into the muzzle of a
forty-five caliber revolver, less than a foot
from his face. He let go of the automatic,
allowed it to drop to the floor, and shouted:
“Don’t shoot I

Ed grinned, stooped and picked up the
automatic, which he pocketed. He threw
a glance toward the door, where yeung
Maitland was standing. “Lock the door,’
Harry,” he ordered.
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He didn’t wait tosee that he was obeyed,
but walked around and frisked the dealer,
who submitted meekly. Ed took from his
hip pocket a small twenty-two caliber
pistol.

Then he backed away, bent beside Buck-
ner, and picked up the five cards which the
gambler had dropped when he was
knocked out.

Ed laid them on the table, face up, and
said to Mr. Smith and Mr. Jones: “That’ll
show you how your money went.”

The five cards consisted of three kings,
a jack and a nine.”

“Buckner was buying only one card,”
Ed explained to them. “Ordinarily no-
body would keep a jack for a heeler. But
Buckner knew what he was going to buy;
he knew he’d get a fourth king. T'd prob-
ably have got a full house, aces up, and he
expected me to bet my head off against his
four kings!”

Mr. Smith glared at Farrell and the
dealer. Jones exploded: “Thirty grand
T've dropped here in the last few months—
in this genileman’s game! I want my
money back!”

Farrell shrank from the table, glanced
at the dealer. The dealercleared his throat,
said cautiously : “Look, Mr. Race—maybe
if we go down and see Nick, he will square
things up. I did wrong, but I had to deal
’em like that, or I'd be out of a job. I
think you can make Nick pony up.”

Ed nodded grimly. “You bet I'll make’

Nick pony up. Let’s go.” He motioned
toward the door. “And don’t try anything,
I feel a little sore.”

Harry Maitland unlocked the door, and
they filed out, Farrell and the dealer first,
then Mr. Smith and Mr. Jones. Ed pushed
Harry out next, then followed, leaving
Buckner still out on the floor.

The barroom was deserted; the bar-
tender gone. Harry Maitland whispered:
“He must have heard the ruckus, and
gone down to warn Nick.”

Ed said nothing, shepherded his com-
pany down to the ground floor and into
Nick’s office.

Norma Maitland wasn’t there. But Nick
Savoldi was, with the bartender. Neither
had a gun. The bartender was standing
beside Nick’s desk, and Nick was sitting
quietly, his hands on the glass top.

He spoke quickly, before Ed had a
chance to say anything. “I think we can
fix this up, Mr. Race. These clucks should
have known enough to lay off while you
were in the game.”

Ed closed the door behind him, stood
with his back to it. He looked at Mr.
Jones. “How much have you lost in this
place?’

Mr. Jones answered promptly. “Twelve
thousand, three hundred dollars. I ought
to get interest on it, too!”

“Okay,” said Ed. He swung on Savoldi.
“That’s twenty for Smith, twelve-three
for Jones, and a hundred thousand even
thousand, three hundred.”

Nick smiled ingratiatingly. “If you'll
wait just a few minutes, I think I can fix
for Harry Maitland. A hundred and thirty
everything up.”

“Where’s Miss Maitland?” Ed asked.

“She—er—Ileft, Mr. Race. “She——"

Ed took a long step over to the desk, el-
bowed the bartender out of the way.
“Where’s Miss Maitland?” he repeated.
“T’ll give you one minute to tell me
what you've done with her!”

Savoldi gulped, said very low: “She’s
in the next room.” He jerked his head
toward the connecting door at the left.
“With the boss.”

Ed whirled, handed his revolver to
Harry Maitland. “Cover these birds,” he
rapped. “And look eut for the trigger; it
goes off if you touch it.” -

He turned, started for the connecting
door. Just then it opened a crack, and the
muzzle of a gun was stuck out. An eye
appeared at the crack behind the gun.
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Ed stopped short in midstride. He was
close to Farrell. He gripped the gambler
by the arm, hurled him at the crack in
the door just as the gun spat. Farrell ut-
tered a scream, staggered backward with
a bullet in his shoulder.

In that second, Ed had drawn his second
revolver from the other shoulder holster.
The room rocked to the heavy explosion of
the big forty-five. The gun disappeared
from the crack in the door, as did the eye
behind it.

Nick Savoldi started up from behind the
desk, shouting: “He’s killed the boss!”
Nick reached into the open drawer beside
him, but Harry Maitland yelled: “Sit still,
Savoldi!”

Nick dropped back into the chair, took
his hand away from the drawer. He
glared at young Maitland.

Ed grinned, said: “Good stuff, Harry.
Hold ’em like that,” and sprang through
the connecting door. A body lay in the
next room on the floor, close to the door,
face down.

Norma Maitland lay on a couch at the
far end. She had been gagged and blind-
folded, and her hands tied behind her. She
was struggling, kicking desperately.

Ed sprang over the body on the floor,
untied her bonds. She sat up, smiled.
“You took an awful long time, Ed,” she
said.

He helped her up, then walked over to
the body of the man he had shot, turned it

over. Norma uttered a gasp. “Joe Dun-
stan !’ she exclaimed.

“That’s right,” Ed said bitterly. “He
was the real boss of THE THIRTEEN CLUB.
He planned to get your brother in a hole,
and then help him out with the money he
took from the kid in his crooked game,
That’s how he figured on getting you to
marry him!”

He took her by the arm, led her into
the next room. “Your boss is dead,
Nick,” he informed Savoldi. “You’ve got
nobody to protect you with the cops any
more. When they get here it’s going to
be pretty hot for you.”

Savoldi’s face had gone a pasty yellow.

“You could make it easier for your-
self.”

“How?” Savoldi asked hoarsely.

“By opening up that safe in back of you,
and reimbursing these gentlemen.”

Savoldi got up from the desk. “I’ll do
it, Mr. Race,” he said. “You—you’ll put
in a good word for me, won’t you? You
stand in well with the department.”

“T’ll do that,” Ed promised.

He watched grimly while Savoldi opened
the safe, took out a huge stack of cur-
rency, and began counting it out.

Norma Maitland looked up at him with
wet eyes. “Ed,” she murmured, “You’re
a darling!”

Ed grinned down at her, patted her on
the back. ‘““Don’t mention it to a soul !”
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By Inspector Leslie T. White

ELL, SPIDERS, business is picking up. @ur organization is spreading in all
corners of the world. This month, T received letters from Yugoslavia in Eu-

rope and others from tiny islands in the Pacific.

Without a doubt, we have

the largest group of men and women in the world that are banded together for the
single purpese of wiping out crime and criminals. But we can’t stop and rest on our
laurels. We've just got to grow and accomplish things.

However, a letter from Eli Meulter in
Missouri made me realize that, perhaps,
our particular locality may have something
to do with our mode of battle. Eli’s letter
was mighty interesting, but too long to re-
produce in full. The gist of it, theugh, was
that Eli wished he lived in a large city like
New York, Los Angeles or Chicago so he
could realty do something towards combat-
tiog crime. It came to me then that per-
_lfnps othar readers whe live in rural sec-
tions of the country might feel the same
way.
I want to correct that right now.
Crime is wel coufined to the cities! In
fact, ngw that the govermmemt has en-

tered the ﬁg:t, crummis are turning to the .

smaller cos as and te the open coun-
try in thrs hope that they will not meet
suﬂx grim epposikion. If you have been
rmdmg abeut the latest crep of public

encmies that the “G-men” have been wip-
ing out, you'll see that a good many of
these rats holed up in the country.

That's where you boys have the ad-
vantage . . . if you live in the open. Most
criminals are spawned in the cities; we
simply have to admit that our crowded dis-
tricts breed potential criminals. These
tough lads may know their city blocks, the
tricks of the police, the smart ways of
driving a fast car and how to use a gun
of the small-arms type. But not one in a
thousand lmows a damn thing about the
couittry beyond the city limite Yet when
they get squeezed in a man-hunt they are

attracted to the country because it looks

vast and secure. They believe that you
folks thative on farms and in small towns
are.a bunch of hicks.

Foal ’em, SPIDERS'!

You members who have a small club in
a country section sheuld divide up the

123
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territory among you ; perhaps make a beat
for yourselves that can be covered fre-
quently. If strangers move into an old
house, keep yaur eyes peeled. City crooks

often buy or lease a small country place or:

a house in a rural community for a hide-
out in case there is too much “heat”
turned on in town. Then they move in,
live quietly and wait their chance to slip
back into their city holes, probably looting
the local bank on the way out.

Now I don’t have to teach you out-of-
town SPIDERS how to tell a city man
from a local; you know that as well, or
better than I do. Why, when I was work-
ing on the gang squad, some of our best
tips came from country folks. They come
into headquarters and tell us that there
was something queer about the new folks
that moved into the old-abandoned ranch
down the road.

Well, what was queer, we’d ask ?

Our farmer friend would scratch his
chin. “Wal, they had too swanky a car
for the house, and while they said they
was raising chickens they had more dog-
goned roosters than hens and—the farmer
would tell us as though we didn’t know—
you can't get eggs from roosters!” He'd
ramble on in this vein, little homey items
that would have passed the notice of an
average city cop, but big stuff to one who
had learned to read the small signs.

You see, most men and women go
through the same routine; if they are
farmers, they live, act and dress like
farmers; they don’t dude it up, sleep half
the day and manicure their nails. Now
some farmers may do that, but not many,
and the birds that do are under suspicion.
Too, in a small community, you have the
advantage of knowing which officials are
straight and which are not; a city poli-
tician can fool his constitutents but it’s
harder in the country where everybody
knows everybody else.

So, SPIDERS, 1 tell you, whether you
live in Hell’s Kitchen, New York City, or
in a cabin in the Ozarks; whether your
home is north of the Plaza in Los An-
geles, or in a lonely Pacific isle, you can
do your part. Your procedure may vary
with your locality, but the essence will be
the same-—to ferret out criminals, to iden-
tify them if you can, and to warn the
constituted authorities.

Let me, however, repeat a warning I’ve
issued before: Don’t be foolhardy. You
may think it good fun to go nosing around
a bunch of vicious killers, but they have
about the same sense of humor as a sick
rattlesnake and a couple of perfectly good
lives mean nothing to them—as long as
the lives belong to somebody else. You
don’t catch Uncle Sam’s G-boys fooling
with these rats any more, do you? No,
sir. They locate ’em, and then give it to
them where it does the most good. You,
of course, can’t go around bumping off
these swine. That would be swell fun—
I've enjoyed a lot of gang-hunts myself.
But we’ve got to leave that to the experts
—the G-men. We can be “S-men” how-
ever, and give the G-men something to
work on.

Now, about all these letters. Once in a
while somebody jumps on my weary back
because I haven’t answered a personal let-
ter. I’m sorry, folks, but if you'd see the
pile every month, you’d understand the
impossibility of such a task. Now some
men would hire a batch of secretaries and
have ’em bat out a lot of stock letters, but
you wouldn’t want that. I try te cover all
points in these conferences and if you've
written asking a question and think I've
ignored it, you’re wrong. I read every
letter, and will do so as long as my eye-
sight holds out. I’ll tey to wark an answer
into each WEB, but personal answers are
an impossibility.
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That, of course, doesn’t mean I don’t
want letters—I do. I need ’em to con-
tact every one of you. You can’t tell
when I may have to know where I can
reach one of you in an emergency. A tip
may come here to headquarters that will
start the cables humming to all SPIDER
CLUBS through the world. We can nev-

er tell what the future holds. But we can
be prepared. So I call on all of you to
write in, giving us the data on your
groups or individual set-up; let us know
how you like the WEB and what we can
do to improve it.

And meanwhile, keep your nose to the
trail!

HAVE YOU ORDERED YOUR SPIDER RING?

++ . The Red and Black Emblem of the Spider Army . . .

Every day more volun-
teers are joining the
SPIDER LEAGUE FOR
CRIMEPREVENTION.

One of the best ways to

fight crime in your com-
munity and in the Na-
tion at large!

SIGN AND MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY!

205 Bast 42ad Street, New York City.
Dear Sir:

sion of crime.

Bditer of the SPIDER MAGAZINE, Popular Publications,

I would fike to join the SPIDER organization for law-enforcement and the suppres

(Signature) (Age)
(Street and number)
. (City and State)
I enclose twenty-five cents in coin or stamps for a SPIDER ring size
: (Ring size)

6 . 7 8 9 T3
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for Tasty-lax at yom'
dealers, or mail 26e di-
send you both the ‘“mONE PRODUTYD CO., Dept, B,
Tasty-fax and the Ring, _ 443 Fourth Aswnne. New Yack, N. Y.
fro ng and Tasty.lax),
CTASTY~LAX (oo
i#wBlackstone Products Co., 443 Fourth Avenue, New York e R YR SRR R
4\_ - [
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NEW LOW
PRICES

onTIRES

[

MONTHS  {
Written Guaranty Bond
" WITH EVERY TIRE!

SAVE ON TIRES—Take advantage
of this amazing offer! Never before
such values—World’s Lowest Tire Prices.
These are all Standard Brand Tires, recon-
structed for long weazing serviee by the Sclen-
tiic Ford Process, fully guaranteed for 12 fall

months. Aetoal tests under all road conditions prove
Ford Processed Tires are best!

Order NOW Before Prices Advance

BALLOON TIRES | BALLOON TIRES | RaAH S EYE=] 4§
Size Rim Téres -Tubes Size Rim Tires Tubes

2934.40-21 $2.15 $0.85 | 81x6.00-19 $3.40 $1.15 G UA RA NT EED
2934.50-20 2.35 0.85| 32x6.00-20 3.45  1.25 — —-4
20x475.20 2.50 095 | 52%6-60-20 375  1.36 TR

30!4.50-21 2.490 0.85 83X6.00-21 3.65 1.25
20x5.00-19 2.85 1.05 | MEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRES ; DER
ooty s 1ob HOW TO ORDER

IMAGINE THAT FINE ) /@
TIRE FOR % 2.15 .\ §

: 1.86 Blze ‘ Tires Tubes on

5.26-17 295 1.85| 30x3% 235 $ .76 | Send 1.00: it
28x6.25.18 290 1.15/|°30x5 azs 195| O °°l7b.$ dﬂg:‘ ; 4' m'
30x5.26:20. 2.95 .1.15|.34x5 425 195 | With each tire or (%
81x5.26-21 a.25 '1.16 | .32x6 7.98 276 | deposit with each truck tire)..

65.60-17 3.35 - 1.46 |-86x6 9.95 3.96 We hip })alanee €.0.D. Dy—
28x6.60-18 3.38 = 1.15 | 34x7 16.95 3.96 duet 5% if yeu send cash in
29%6.60-19 3.35 1.15| 36x8 12.45 4.26 | full with order. Tires failing

g.oo-lg g.zg %.ig 40x8 15.98 4.96 to give 12 months service re-

6.00-1 - A9 ' laced at half price. We re-
8026.00.18 3.40 1.15 DEALERS B

serve the right to substitute
ALL OTHER SIZFS WANTED hrands when nesessary, Order

Today.
FORD TIRE CO.
7749 South Halst6d Street, Dept. 122, Chicago, M.
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O"NaCo-Ope:rative Route . . . scllstaples . .
start you and back you up
Over 300 household necessities . . . groceries, drugs,
soaps, cleaners . . . things people must buy . . . repeat
daily . . Amazing profits . . Positively no-rigk trial offer.

TURNDIMES/ /~ZDOLLARS

Glowing reports coming to me from inexperienced be-
ginners and old-time sales people all tell of the wonder-
ful suecess they sre having . . . “Goodbye to uncer-

tainty”
prospects” . . .

the square”

$203.32 in a Week

.+ o bhals what Howard B, Zleg-
ler, Pn., rcvworted. Albert Becker.
Mich.. made $40.30 in & day and
as high as $100.00 {n w week. El-
mer ., Hoghes, Mo, made $17.50
m & day. Mra. H. H, Hosek,
Neb., 1eported §41.73 clear profit
the very first week, Miv, C, R
Laoma, W. Va,, averazed $40.00
a week. T hove hundredls of re-
pourts of exeentionsl earnings like
these, T am naw wready tn niter
you an even bette: Provosition
than I offered these peanle.

Everything Furnished

1 place overything in vour hands
for quick ruotey-muking, Just an
soon a8 T hear from yon 1 will
sand _complete free “ack &nd
startling details. No warderin;
around Joeking for prospects . , .
T will reveal to you a sensationzl
new melhod . . . % plan that touk
me years to perfect . . . now go-
ing like wildfire.

Permanent Weekly
Cash Income

With my Co.Operative Route
Plan you will have aboul 200
vegular custemers. You inake the
alie, deliver the soods, colleet

s casn, and keep a big share

or yoursgelf, Stops venuy-vinch-

1ng . . . Rives ¥You steudy weekly
ash income . . . no ley-offa . . .

were lean weeks wilh miy plan.

No Expericnce Needed

YTou start with iy wom-
plete vroven plans and
persenal couching gve-
tem. I fallow 1his up
DE wih wiowple, cusfls un.

*I am through grabbing at rainbows”
300 rameus necessities are ready cash 1o me.”
THUSIASIIC STATENMENTS make your fingers tingle tu get geing
with this tried and time-proven cash factory?

“Ne¢ more tramping around looking for
“No wmore tough, empty-handed days”
o .. “§5.00 hills are coming easy now~ . ..*“
have hit on a whonpm( money-maker” . . .

At last 1
“Hete’s one that™ s“n;n
DON'T THESE EN-

derstued business information
every tew days. I go the ab-
eolute limit to muke you zuc-

wessi) vight from the very
first day . . . Yem have my
backirgr . . . You ran’t lose

on my No-Risk Triul

Business Getting
Bargains

I'll pul xanpetition.defyini/ w
specials in your hunds . .
housewives @b lor these bax-

pains . . . they 8o 4 big saving
.. You Jevﬂ]ﬁ profits . . . nothe
ing difficult about this. Anyune

wheo ean read and write van fal-
low my rlans. Hundreds are al-
Texdy cleaning up . . . effice and
factory sorkers, laborers. farm-
crs, housewviver, wven teachers
ad hank warkers haee found my
plans z quick. easy way te get
the snonex - need.

Special Openings
for Women

1 bave e xplendid enportunity for
Wensen . even sparc-time
workers mske up to $1.52 un
huur cisbl osar where they Lve.
If yeu ean sparc of fow hours n
week to start, get my clans .,
there. is nothing to lose by send-
ing roe your nzme.

Send No Money

¥ doo’t want a cent. I nced yon
to fill a vacancy. I will not ask
vou to buy any flashy nevelties

. this is a yermanent, biz-pay-
img buriness—not u fly-by-night,
get-richuuick contexl or scheme.
I will f\n nish ym: sworn nvi.

cence. Hush me YOUr UM .. .
You ure t L. Act
today ..

Ne capital nceded . . .

EN: MAKE UP
055000 AWE

ri

CIFT
COUPONS

You This g

1 ewviv ¥ou to make big

money right [rom the «act.
I send vou full-sized pack-
anes of nalionzlly adver-
tised home noccsiticn an
pecple can see, taste, and

£

7

*Q 3
Brilliant Outfit On 'l'nal

smell the pradgacts Fou han-
dlc. Over €06 produce: for
your cissomwrs to  select
from . . . blg prafisakle or-
ders zw2it you in every
hame.

ALBERY MILLY, Tresident,

7512 Monmeouth Ave. Cineinnuti, Ohio.

Send me comblete fove facts on how I can sturt at
onue Making u to 350.00 a4 week with Four starJing

new Ce-Orerativ-e Route plana,

1
1
1
]
1 e ne obLeationk,
]
]
]
]
1
1

T nnderatand thee

L Wik

= Flainly)



52" o §2.10 a month

0-1 Staprt, Brura new cration
In 4K Bolld White (old or Tellow
Gold. Sauare pronT enyagement ring
0t an amazingly kw nrice! 8¢ with
i Rpecially seiceted rlagzling. genuine
Glue-wrdtr dinmond (Speetfy White
or Yellow Gold ) (i 2,10 & month

Only 51.9?5ﬂ.ﬁ a Month

7 GENUINE DIAMONDS
K9.5 Featurlng 7 sxnertly
motehed. fiery. genuisie diamonds i
2 wedding ring of xtunnlog be:
“leganthv hancl coZraved. 14K Selid
White Lol ot Yelless Gold —specy
Yuur cheice. A very spucisl JII3I-
LUK VATLULS ot 8LEL75. Galy €).K7
TR

SET
2 GENUINE DIAMONDS
Only $1.87 a month

. One nf thic greate:it wrist
weich valtiee of olir entire csreerd
Latest style, duinty Burvelle eftect
Jacdies wrigt watch; guarantred ac-

WITH

KD-§

ourate and depenlsbie tlaekesper.
et witt1 2G ENINMVE DIAMONIE
Complete With masched link tacy-

I DEPO SIT

it!

for onl

HU send
TH . AN

Forty thousard new Accounts during
our 4@:h Anniversary Celebration
that’s my eremise 10 eur President.
You'll want to open your account
right away when you see these amaz-
ing values and read my astoundingly
liberal credit offer.

Look over these beautiful nevw
rings, ond waiches novyl Where else
L.t at KOYAL cculdyou hope to find
such va!e == Ouuh?y — Value? No
wender that Roya' isAmerica’s argest
Mail Ouder Credit sewelerl And

YOU DON'T NEED CaSH
TAKE 10 MONTHS TO PAY

I truel Att | osk you to send is $71.09 deposil.
ell me Which anicle you wish and in stect
cenflidence mention a faw facts abiout yourseff.
Age, mcumhon, 2ic. Ne direcl inquinies will
be made—your doc ngs will be trected os 2
STRICTLY CONFIBENT AL mattar. If you've
had credir acceunis {'d apareciore your men
fioning th:am BUT it's not essential ot all. Yeur
order will be given mv rsomnt ottenlizn and

shipped MULLY PREPAID—No C. Q. D.topay.

TEN ©AYS TRIAL
CONVINCE YOURSELF

f vou can surpass these Anwvenorv VC]\JGB
return  your sclecro
WILL PR OMPTLY REFUND \OUR EI TIRE
IF iuW solisfied ofter trial parioc
wnly cents o doy in 10 EASY
MONTHLVPAY MEINTS. You can't beal that

WRITTEN GUAKANTEE

WITH EVERY ARTICLE
Cvery ring, every walch is sold with Rove!'s
wwritren guarantee, dacked dy our 40 yzar
ranutation for fair and .auare deolings. Jain
in eur Anniversary celeloralion! Send yeur

order TODAYI

Sales Promotion Mgr,

If vu cmq

o0
—D

y w
Jb‘ these

NIVERSARY

’297"’ W\ & ’%

DE LUXE JUBILEE VALUE
5 DIAMONDS $§2.837 a month

KD-3 . A Iy ilul and |—\[mln
juuare prong W

Slde. An extraocd
E ar only $29.78

BT @ wiearh

$1.87 a Mot
2 GENUINE DIAMONOS

0.7 . Gentlemen’s ‘lstlncmc m-tml nm'
ul IGN ‘Sulia Yellow €iold set with fery
namur.e diamonda on The sides and . >euu

geld ralsed iniclal om geplune ouyx.
Rueclty Initial desired. Onfy S1.R7 o monta.

- 2 15 Jewals
; $ 75
The BULOVA Senatar
$2.3¢ a Menth

®D.10 The cristoerat of Bulova geaty
wisk mm.hs 3t Bulova's low&t prie. Diy-

B T
Movtment. o Kuaranteed togiverlifetime

of dependablu servvm Ligk Draceles te m. teh
3R neonih.

let and handseme xift bix. @nly
387 o ancaize.

5 2 3?5
& Diamond
BAGUETTE
WRIST WATCH
Qesly M.83 A yvionth

T':e last wand in
! Exquisite y

KO.

dainey elu;
cusraved. \icm‘\nz(‘ B~
uclle VWriat Wateh adormei
with f brilliaxnt Kenuine -
el bally Xusrdutecd depentudle move-
e Tiaw burrediuk wraceiet to @match. A
- aluetOniy $2 Y8 ¢ piouth.

FREE Ziuns! NE:.I_:‘:I::“

I eatunng e of mol

Order Credit Jewelers
ESTABLISHLD 18D5




