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BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY
COMPANY OFFERS THE NEW

GROUP LIFE POLICY
THAT INSURES THE
ENTIRE FAMILY

The Murray Family, 4712 Leamington Ave., Chicago, 111

GRANDPARENTS, PARENTS, CHILDREN, AGES 1-75
ALL INSURED IN ONE SINGLE LIFE INSURANCE POLICY

IF ANY ONE IN YOUR
FAMILY DIES FROM
ANY CAUSE, THIS POL-
ICY PAYS UP TO—

$1,000.00

maximum for natural
or ordinary death . . .

$2,000.00

maximum for accidental
death by auto . . .

$3,000.00

maximum for accidental
death by travel . ..

ALL FOR
$1.00 A MONTH

k.

ACT NOW « SEND COUPON!
r

>

Legal Reserve Insurance ... No Medical

Examination

There is no reason now why any member of your family
should be without life insurance. One policy, costing
only $1.00 a month, can insure them all.

This amazing policy was created after our actuaries
found that if all members of the family were insured
in one policy, we could save enough on policy costs,
clerical costs, mail, stamps, etc., to materially reduce
insurance costs. Further savings are made by eliminat-
ing agents who often get up to 50% of the premiums ...
savings are also made by eliminating medical examina-
tion fees.

Anyone — Age 1-75 — May Apply
The huge reserve of this strong, reliable company are all
invested in I'nited States Government Ronds, which are locked
in the vaults of the State of Illinois.

Free Inspection for 10 Days!
We want you to see the policy ... then decide for yourself. So
till out coupon now for 10-day Free Inspection offer and guar-
antee. No obligation ... no agent will call ... no medical
examination. ACT NOW!

Send No Money!

ACT NOW— AND RETURN COUPON AT -ONCE

BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY CO.
Hankers Insurance Bldg., Jefferson Sta.,
Chicago, Illinois.

Please send details and tell me how to get the Family
Group Policy for free inspection.

Desk 32




Big Weekly Cash Earnings
Waiting Right in Your Locality

Over 500 more men and
mwomen will be started at
once in a fine paying occu-
pation right in their own
home localities. Right nowr
there may be an opening
waiting for you in your
locality. If so, this old-
established company will

need to get started at once
=—give you all the help you
require, and back you with
its proven successful plan.
This may be “the chance
of your life” to be inde-

ndent — be your own
Sss— engage in a pleas-

ant, steady occupation—

for you in your own or near-
by locality, mail the Applica-
tion below. By return mail
you will be notified whether
we have an opening for you;
and if we have, you will re-
ceive full information about
our Local Dealer Plan. You
don't send a penny—just mail
the Application. There will be
no obligation on your part.
You can decide after you read
But don't wait—
send your Application at once.

E. J. MILLS, President
1542 Monmouth Avenue,
Cincinnati, Ohio

1

(State whether Mr., Mrs., or Miss) |

furnish everything you and make more than just
a modest living for your-
self and family. the plan.
Find Out If Your
Locality is Open
If you want to know
whether there is an opening
Clip Out and Mail TODAY
r LOCAL DEALER APPLICATION
a) Write Your Full Name and Address Here:
I mName ...
I Address ..........
| City and State.
I (2) State Your Age, and Present or Former Occupation:
Age.iiiiiieiieee OceUPAtION ..o
| (3) How Much Time Can You Devote?
Mark with an “X” FULL TIME O PART TIME O
| 4) Can You Start at Once? Mark with an “X”

If you cannot start at once,

state

about when you will be able to start.

1
1 SEND

| NO MONEY!
|

YESO NOODO

Just fiil Out and Mail at Once to

E. i.

MILLS, President

1542 Monmouth Avwve.( Cincinnati, Ohto n
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(NAME AND ADDRESS
SENT UPON REQUEST)

When_ | finished training | accepted a job
as serviceman .with a Radio store. In three
weeks | was made service manager at more
than twice what | earned in the shoe
factory."”

_art

d. E. SMITH, Bresident
Natienal Radie Institute
Established 25 Years

Radio is a young, growing field with
a future, offering many good pay spare
time and full time job opportunities.
And you don't have to give up your
present job to become a Radio Techni-
cian. | train you right at home in your
spare time.

Why Many Radio Technicians
Make $30t $4C, $50 a Week

Radio broadcasting stations employ
engineers, operators, technicians.
Radio manufacturers employ testers,
inspectors, foremen, servicemen in
good-pay jobs. Radio jobbers, dealers,
employ “installation and service men.
Many Radio Technicians open their
own Radio sales and repair businesses
and make $30, $40, $50 a week. Others
hold their regular jobs and make $5 to
$10 a week fixing Radios in spare time.
Automobile, police, aviation, Commer-
cial Radio; loudspeaker systems, elec-
tronic devices are other fields offering
opportunities for which N. R. I. gives
the required knowledge of Radio. Tele-
vision promises to open good jobs soon.

T bad an $18 a week job in a shoe factory.

1'd probably be at it today if I hadn't read
about the opportunities in’ Radio and start-
ed training at home for them."

"Eight months later N. R. 1. Eme\l/ogment
Department sent me to Station KWCR as
a Radio operator. Now I am Radio Engi-
neer at Station WSUI. | am also connected
with Television Station W9XK."

The training National Radio Institute
gave me was 5o practical | was soon ready
to make $5 to $10 a week in spare time
servicing Radio sets.”

"N. R. I. Training took me out of a low-
pay shoo factory job and put mo into Radio
at good pay. Radio is growing fast.”

TranYou at v om e

Many Make $5, $10 a Week Extra
in SHgdpe TTimae Wit Lieeafhieg

The day you enroll, | start sending you
Extra Money Job Sheets which start
showing you how to do Radio repair
jobs. Throughout your Course, | send

plans and directions which have helped
many make $200 to $500 a year in
spare time while learning. | send spe-
cial Radio equipment to conduct_ex-
Perjments and * build i:ll'CultS. is 50-50
raining method makes learning at home in-
terestlry. fascmatmlg, ’\Practlcal. 1 ALSO
GIVE YOU A MODERN, PROFESSIONAL,
ALL-WAVE. ALL-PURPOSE SET SERVIC-
ING INSTRUMENT 10 help you make money

* BE A RADIO TECHMICIAN

fixing Radios while Isarning and equip you
i)l timeywprk ofiter you graduate.

Find Out What Radio Offers You

Act Today! Mail the coupon for my 64-page
book, "Rich Rewards in Radio.” "It points
out Radio’s spar© time and full time oppor-
tunities and those coming in Television; tella
about my course in Radio and Television."
shows many letters from men | have trained,
telling what they are doing and earning. Read
my money back agreement. MAIL COUPON
in an envelope or paste on a penny postcard

J. E. SMITH. President
Oept OB09, National Radio Instttuto
Washington. D. C.

J. E. SMITH. President, Dept OBO09,

National Radio

Plainly.)

Institute, Washington,

Send me FREE, without obligation, your 64-page book "Rich
Rewards in Radio"which ﬁoints outRadio's Oﬁportunities
tells Fiow you train men at i

D. C.

1 _and
nicians. (Write

a

ometo be RadioTec
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SAMPLE
RING
From Any
Photo You
Send Only

Hand Tinted In Natural Life Like Colors. 10c Extra

It's here! The hottest, most sensational, most R‘r(ispping
selling idea of the age! THE PICTURE RI —
tho ring men and women everywhere, rich and poor,
oung and old want to wear ‘and keen their whole
Ives” long. Why? Because on this beautiful ring
Is permanently reproduced any photograph, snapshot
©r picture of some loved one. Yes — reproduced
clearly and sharply and made part of the ring
Itself so it can't rub off, come off or fado off. This
sensational new idea Is making an unbelievable
hit.  Men and women—even thoeo without an

hour's selling experience — are taking dozens
of orders a day and making dollars of profit IL)},
the handful. nd now, in ‘your territory, YO

can cash in big, every day, with this ex-
citing sure-flro profit-maker ‘and earn muney
eo keasny, It .will seem more like play than
work.

SELLS TO EVERYONE!

A Treasure Remembrance
Its Value Beyond Price!

Once women carried pictures of their loved ones in lockets;
and men carried them In watch cases. Those days are gone,
but tho desire to carry the portrait of a loved one is as
strong as ever. Not until tho amazing secret process for
transferring pictures to rings was discovered, was it possible
to revive this grand old custom and to satisfy the hunger
of every human being to express again this grandest of all
sentiments. How mothers and fathers will welcome this op-
portunity to wear a [lng with the most precious setting of
all — a’ picture of their beloved child. How happy every man
and woman will be to kee? alive the memory cf a départed
one by carrying with them always, night and day, this beautiful
Picture Ring.

Order Your Sample Ring Now!
You Don’t Risk a Penny!

Never before has anything like this come your way. No
competition from anyone — no looking for prospects” (they
are all around you) — no_carrying a_ big stock or putting
any money Into” goods. Simply showing your sample rin
a few times a day, if you only start with” your friends an
neighbors, will be enough to give you an endless chain of
Orders.  Wo cut away all red tape and are ready to send
you a SAMPLE RING at sensationally low special whole-
sale price of only 48e. Tho minute you take it out of its
beautiful Gift Box you are ready to go after the orders.
Rush the coupon below for YOUR ‘sample ring NOW! That's
all the outfit you need. It will do all your selling for
you. And we make it easy for Eou to obtain this sample
ABSOLUTELY FREE OP A PENNY COST under our

liberal offer.
PICTURE RING CD.

Beautiful Permanent
Picture Ring Made

From Any Photo or Picture

For only $1.00 retail—look what you
offer. A~ made-to-measure onyx-like ring
adorned with the most precious setting in
the world—a reproduction of the picture

of a loved one. The ring itself can't tarnish.

It will wear forever with ordinary care. The
picture of tho loved one Is clearly, sharply
reproduced with surprising faithfulness and
becomes an inseparable part of the ring. It
can’'t wear off, rub off. or fade off.

Make Pockets Full of Dollars
Just Wearing Ring!

Can you imagine a moro novel, more unusual gift
than "tho Picture Ring? How can any man or
woman find a more beautiful way to express loving
sentiment than giving a wife, a child, a parent, a
friend, a sweetheart a Picture Ring with the
donor’s portrait expertly reproduced I hat a sur-
riseJ 10 orders a day s an easy goal—20 orders a
ay are not too much to expect,

SEND NO MONEY!

Hundreds of customers write they wouldn't take a fortune
for their rings if they couldn't get others. $5.00 and even
$10.00 would be a small price for the PICTURE RING—
but as a special offer we send you tho beautiful PICTUR

RING, made from any photo or picture you send for only
48c! Don't wait. Rush the coupon at once for tho sample
ring on_our NO RISK plan_and see for yourself what a
whirl-wind money maker this is for you. ACT RIGHT NOW1

MOTHER HUSBAND BABY

SEND YOUR RING SIZE NOW

PICTURE RING CO., I RING SIZE | w

Dept. E-26,

12th and Jackson 8ts.,

Cincinnati. Ohio.

Enclosed is photo. Pleaso rush my individually made
Picture Ring and starting equipment. Will pay post-
man 48c plus few cents postage. It is understood that
if 1 am not entlre_IY satisfied, | can return ring within
5 days and you will refund my mone?/ in full.

Hand Tinted” in Natural Life Like Colors. 10c Extra

Name
AAUTESS ..o

12 TH. frJACKSON STREET

CINCINNATI OH 10

City state




4iS MAN DECIDED TO TRY THIS

EASY, SHORT-CUT METHOD!
[p S. You should hear him play now.)

DoYauSmile at the Idea
of Leaming Musk oy Mail?

HereAreSome

V/OU HAVE undoubtedly heard of the IT. S. School
X method of teaching music b% mail. This remark-
able system of instruction has been in operation for
over forty years and more than 700,000 people in
all parts of the world have enrolled for it. Men,
women and children of all ages and from all walks of
life have taken up their favorite musical instruments
this convenient, money-saving way. They have
studied the piano, violin, guitar, accordion and, in
short, every kind of popular instrument.

No Special Talent Required

Many of these pupils did not know one musical note
from another when they enrolled. Many had previ-
ously tried other methods of instruction without
success. And not a few were frankly skeptical. They
doubted whether it was possible to learn music by
mail, just as you may doubt it.

To some of these “Doubting Thomases'' it came as
the surprise of their lives when they actually heard
themselves pl?/ing. Simple popular melodies at first,
then more and more advanced pieces, all the way to
Grand Opera.

One after another, pupils testify to the amazing
ease with which they learned, and the. fascination and
pleasure they found in the lessons. They saly it was
“easy as A. B. C.”—"“so simple that a child could
understand”—that “with all the wonderful photo-
graphs and diagrams to guide you, you simply cannot
go wrong"—that “it’s really fun to learn music this
easy, fascinating way.”

Will You Accept This Challenge?

The experience of thousands upon thousands of peo-
ple should be proof positive that you, too, can learn
to play your favorite instrument by the famous print-
and-picture method of the U. S. School of Music. Is
it not aJnty, then, to den?/ yourself all the enjoyment,
the good times and popularity that music offers? Do
jreu not owe it to yourself, at least, to examine all

FaasThatMayS

the facts, and to decide, once and for all, whether you
can afford to pass by this opportunity to enrich your
life with music?

If you really want to_play a musical instrument—if KOU are willing
to devote just a few minutes a day to learning, not through tedious,
old-fashioned practice, but by actually playing real tunes, then you
should mail the coupon at once. It will bring you an interesting
illustrated booklet that tells all about this wonderful way to leara
music at home—without any special talent—without any previous
knowledge of mu3ie at amazingly little cost. Read it carefully and
earnestly and act upon it. If ‘interested, tear out the coupon now.
before you turn the page. gnstruments supplied  when needed,
cash or credit.) Address: U. S. School of Music. 2941 Brunswick
Building, New York. N. Y.

(Established 1898)

CHECK THE INSTRUMENTS YOU'D LIKE TO PLAY
HERE'S FREE PROOF YOU CAN LEARN!

» U. 8. School of Music, 2941 Brunswick Bldg., New York. N. Y. 3
I am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument |
checked below. Please send me your free illustrated booklet, 3

j* "How to Learn Music at Home."

, Piano Cello Comet Drums and Traps
1 Violin Hawaiian Trumpet  Ukulele
1 Guitar . Guitar Harp Organ
( Piano Accordion Banjo Clarinet Modem Elementary |
Plain Accordion Mandolin Flute Harmony
, Saxophone Trombone Piccolo Voice Culture
Have you
Name .this instr. ? 1
I I
j City SHE0 s —J




Money-Making Opportunity

for Men of Character

EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR

An Invention Expected to Replace

A Multi-Million-Dollar Industry

Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

This isa call for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day.

Forty years ago the horse and buggy business was supreme—today
almost extinct. Twenty years aco the phonograph industry ran into
many millions—today practically a relic. Only a comparatively few
foresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the automobile and the
radio. Yet irresistible waves of public buying swept these men to
fortune, and sent the buggy and the phonograph into the discard. So
are great successes made by men able to detect the shift in public favor
from one industry to another.

Noui another change is taking place. An old established industry—an integral
and important part of the nation's structure—in which millions of dollars change hands
every year—is in thousands of cases being replaced by a truly astonishing, simple inven-
tion which does the work better—more reliably—AND AT A COST OFTEN AS LOW
AS 2% OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID' It has not required very long for men
who have taken over the rights to this valuable invention to do a remarkable business,

EARNINGS

One man in California earned over $1,600 per month for three
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days' time. Another writes
from Delaware—"“Since | have been operating (just a little
Jess than a month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because | have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half the day in the office; counting what | have sold
outright and on trial, | have made just a little in excess of one
thousand dollars profit for one month." A Connecticut man
writes he has made $55-00 in a single day’s time. Texas man
nets over $300 in less than a week’s time. Space does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future
in this business is coupled with immediate earnings for the
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to $60
per sale and more. A great deal of this business was repeat
business. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with us. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offers. The fact that this business has attracted to it such
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses—
men who demand only the highest type of opportunity and
income—gives a fairly good picture of the kind of business this
is. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for
the right field inwhich to make his start and develop his future.

and show earnings which in these times are almost unheard of for the average man.

Not o'*'Gadget- -
Not a ”Knick-Knack- -

but a valuable, proved device which
has been sold successfully by busi-
ness novices as well as seasoned
veterans.

Make no mistake—this is no novelty—no flimsv creation
which the inventor hopes to put on the market. Yon
probably have seen nothing like it yet—pahap? never
dreamed of the existence of such adevice—yet it has already
been used by corporations of outstanding prominence— by
dealers of great corporations—by their branches—by doc-
tors, newspapers, publishers—schools—hospitals, etc , etc ,
and by thousands of small business men. You don’'t have to
convince a man that he should use an electric bulb to light
his office instead of a gas lamp. Nor do you have to sell
the same business man the idea that some day he may need
something like this invention. The need is already there—
the money is usually being spent right at that very
moment — and the desirability of saving the greatett
pan of this expense is obvious immediately.

Some of the Savings
You Can Show

Too walk Into an office and pur down before your prospect
a letter from a sales organization showing that they did
work in their own office for $11 which formerly could have
cost them over $200. A building supply corporation pays
our man $70, whereas the bill could have been for $1.«X)f
An automobile dealer pays our representative 115, whereas
the expense could have been over $1,000. A department
store has expense of $88.60, possible cost if done outs.de
the business being well over $2,000. And soon. We could
not possibly list all cases here. These are just a few of
the many actual cases which we place u* vour bands to
work with. Practically every line of business ana every
section of the country is represented by these field reports
which hammer across dazzling, convincing money-saving
opportunities which hardly any business mao can fail to
aoderstand.

Profits Typical of
the Young, Growing Industry

Going into this business is not like selling something
offered in every grocery, drug or department store. For
instance, when yoioakc a $7.50 order, $5.83 can be your
share. On $1,500 worth of business, your share can be
$1,167.00. The very least you get as your part of every
dollar’'s worth of business you do is 67 cents—on ten
dollars' worth $6.70, on a hundred dollars’ worth $67.00
—in other words two thirds of every order you get is
yours. Not only on the first order—but on repeat ciders
—and you have the opportunity of earning an even larger
percentage.

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know anything about high-pressure
selling. *Selling” is unnecessary in the ordinary sense of
the word. Instead of hammering away at the customer
and trying to "force" a sale, you make a dignified,
business-like call, leave the installation—whatever size
the customer says he will accept—at our rrik, let the
customer sell himself after the device is in and working.
This does away with the need for pressure on the cus-
tomer—it eliminates the handicap of trying to get the
money before the customer has really convinced himself
100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proof of
success in that customer’s particular line of business.
Then leave the invention without a dollar down. It
srarts working atonce. In afew shortdavs, the installa-
tion should actually produce enough cash money to pay
for the deal, yvith profits above the investment coming in
st the same time, You thee call back, collectyour money.
Nothing is so convincing as our oficr to let results speak
for themselves without risk to the customer! While others
fail to get even a bearing, our men are making sales
running into the hundreds. They have received the atten-
tion o fthe largest firms in the country, and sold to the
smallest businesses by the thousands.

No Money Need Be Risked

in trying this business out. You can measure the possi-
bilities and not be out a dollar. Ifyou art looking for a
business that is not overcrowded—a business that is just
coming into it9 own—on the upgrade, instead of the
downgrade—a business that offers the buyer relief from
a burdensome, butunavoidable expense—a business that
has a prospect practically in every office, store, or factory
into whicn you can set foot—regardless of size—that is a
necessity but does not have any price cutting to contend
with as other necessities do—that because you control
the sales in exclusive te ry is your own business—
that pays matt on sortie individual sales than many men make
in a wetle and sometimes tn a month's time— if such a business
looks as if it is worth investigating, get in touch utth u:
at once for the rights in your territory—don’t delay—
because the chances are that if you do wait, someone else
will have wiicten to us in the meantime—and if ir -urns
Out that you were the better man—we'd both be sorry
So for convenience, use the coupon below—but send it right
away—or wire if you wish. But do it now. AJdrem

F. E. ARMSTRONG, President
Dept. 4047 B, Mobile, Ala.

Dig Oil FOREXCLUSIVE E
nudesTERRITORYPROPOSTION |
| F- E.ARMSTRONG, Pie., Dept. 4047B, Mobile, AIA. |

Without obligation to me, send me fuB Infor-
| mation on your proposition.

IN am e.




Six'Quns Roar Over

the Wyoming Frontier
/

AN EPIC OF AMERICAN
PIONEER DAYS-

BUFFALO
GRASS WAR

Complete Novel

By WILLIAM F. BRAGG
-PLUS-
Grand Action Yarns by

J. ALLAN DUNN

and others in the Gala February
Issue of Our Companion Magazine

NOW ON SALE 1 0 / AT ALL STANDS

<Dur Graduates
Run

7%
of ALL tlie

Identification Bureaus
of America!

Send for complete list of our 600 Bureaus where our
graduates have been placed in good positions as

FINGERPRINT EXPERTS

Then write the nearest Burean and learn what our
graduates think of us!

We have space here to list only a FEW of these more than
600 institutions, so he sure to 'send for the complete list!

State of ldaho Trenton, N. J.
State of Colorado J)otrolt. Mich.
State of lowa | Patio, Tex.
State of Utah Schenectady, N. Y.
State of Ohio Scranton, Pa.
Boston, Mass. Lincoln, Neb.
New York, N. Y. Mobile. Ala.
Pittsburgh, Pa. Little Hock, Ark,
St. Paul, Minn. Pontiac, Mich.
Mexico City, Mex. Havana, Cuba
Augusta, Ga. Miami, Fla.
Seattle, Wash. Birmingham, Ala,
Omaha, Neb. Columbus, Ohio
Dee Moines, la. Galveston, Tex.
Montreal. Can. Houston, Tex.
Cedar Rapids, lowa Windsor, Ont.
Elgin, 111 Pueblo. Colo..
Syracuse, N. Y. Salt Lake City, Utah
Tampa. Fla. Atlantic City, 'N. J,
Long Beach. Cal. Sioux City, lTowa
o St. Louis, Mo. Rochester, N. Y.
State of Michigan Lansing. Mich. Cleveland. Ohio
State of Washington Burlington. la. Spokane. Wash.
State of Massachusetts Erie. Pa. ort Worth, Tex.
State of Illinois Oklahoma City, Okla. Shreveport, La.

Be a Secret Service and ldentification Expert!

Enioy the thrill of Eetting_&/our man—with no personal danger—
PLUS "a regular monthly paid salary and the opJ)ortunlty to share
in Rewards. Learu at nome, in spare time, and at low cost, the
unique secrets of this young, fascinating and fast growing profession.
You have exactly the same opportunity that was offered the hun-
dreds of our graduates who now hold splendid positions In more
than 600 institutions. Each of these bureaus has anywhere from
ONE to FIFTEEN of our graduates on regular salaries—and new
openings develop from time to time.

Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN
in This Young, Fast Growing Profession

Of the thousands of towns in America, three-fourths are still
Without identification bureaus. Many more are bound to cornel That
spells OPPORTUNITY. But you must be READY 1 It's easy to
master this profession that combines thrills with personal safety, AND
the security of a steady income. We show you HOW—just as wo have
already shown the hundreds who now hold good pay positions.

FREE' The Confidential Deports Operator
. No. 88 Made to His Chief

Just, rush coupon! Follow this_ Operator's exciting hunt for a
murderous gang. Also, get free, "The Blue Book of Crime." show-
ing the wonderful opportunities in the field of Finger Prints and
Crime Detection. Take your first ste(JN TODAY toward a steady
income and success. Mail coupon NOW!
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1 INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyslde Ave., Dept. 7962, Chicago
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of Crime,” complete list of bureaus employing your graduates,
together with your low prices and Easy Terms offer. (Literature
will be sent ONLY to persons stating their age.)
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How to Make YOUR Body
Bring You ; FAME
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KNOW what it means to have the kind of body
I that peo[ile pity! Of course, yon wouldn't know

it to look at me now, but I was once a skinny
weakling who weighed on(ljy 97 Ibs.1 | was ashamed
to strip for sports or undress for a swim. | was
such a poor specimen of physical development
that | was constantI?/ self-conscious and em-
'‘barrassed. And | felt only HALF-ALIVE

But later | discovered the secret that
turned me into “The World's Most Per-
fectly Developed Man.” And now I'd
like to prove to you that the same sys-
tem can make a NEW MAN of YOU!

MY 7-DAY TRIAL OFFER

I don’t say | can do all this for you

in this 7-days’ trial. But | DO say—
and | want to prove to you—that | can show you
enough results in even THAT short time to convince
jyou that my system of “Dynamic Tension” will give

you the kind of body you have always longed to have!
Do you want big, powerful shoulders—a line, deep chest
I—biceps like iron—arms and legs rippling with muscular

strength—a stomach ridged with hands of sinewy muscle— As he looks to-
and a build you can be proud of? Then just give me the day, from actual
opportunity to prove that *Dynamic Tension” is what you untouched ~snap-
Ineed. $hot , Holder, of
Right in Your Own Home Wofrltil"s Most
Dynamic Tension is a natural method of developing you— ﬁggd“,f,.in_-f’e"e
right in your own home. Its purpose is not only to give you
-y s t h e powerful, rippling muscles you'd
% like to see in your own mirror, but
% fgmrf M also—for thosé whose systems are

sluggish for laek of proper exercise—
to help them tone up their bodies, in-
side and out.

Send for FREE Book Now!

It costs you only a stamp— even a post-

T?IIE\S/EERI&IJ'\F"G card will do—to mail the coupon below.

BEING I'll send you at once, without cost, a com-
GIVEN AWAY plete copy of my new, illustrated book,
To my pupil who “Everlasting Health and Strength.” In
makes the most plain English it_tells about my Dynamic I CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 772,
improvement  in Tension meth- 115 East 28rd Street, New York, N. \T
his development od It shows .
within the next . | want the proof that your system of Dynamic
threo- months, | you, from ac- Tension will help make a Now Man of me—give mo
will award this tual phot a healthy, husky bodg and big muscle development.
handsome, valu- how I have Send me your free book, "Everlasting Health and
able cup. Sterling veloped my Strength,”” and full details of your 7-DAY Trial
silver, it stands pupils — and , Offer.
ﬁ?;#tor}‘la 'Bfg'ce‘f explaining all about the 7-DAY R Name
mahogany  base. TRIAD OFFER | am extend-8 (Please print or write plainly)
Winner'3 name ing to you. Address me per-,
will be engraved sonally, CHARLES ATLAS, I
on It. Dept. 772, 115 East 23rd Street, .

Hew York. N. Y. I City. State.



you're that man, here’'s something that ‘will
interest you.
Not a magic formula— not a get-rich-quick
scheme— butsomethingmore substantial, more practical.

Of course, you need something more than just the
desire to be an accountant. You’'ve got to pay the price
— be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’tit be worth your while to sacrifice some
of your leisure in favor of interesting home study— over
a comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro-
vided that the rewards were good— a salary of $2,000
to $10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren’'t for you? Well,
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large
accounting house under the personal supervision of an
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied
accounting principles and solved problems day by day
— easy ones at first— then the more difficult ones. If you
could do this—and if you could turn to him for advice
as the problems became complex— soon you'd master
them ah.

That's the training you follow in principle under the
LaSalle Problem Method.

You cover accountancy from the basic Principles
right up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax
Procedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and pre-
pare for the C. P. A. examinations.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit-
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con-
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Will recognition come ? The only answer, as you know,
is that success does come to the man who is really
trained. It's possible your employers will notice your
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed,
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training—
with increased earnings— before they have completed it!
For accountants, who are trained in organization and
management, are the executives of the future.

Write For This Free Book

For your own good, don’t put off investigation of all
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, “Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” It'll prove that
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t
afraid of serious home study. Send us the coupon now.

Over 1850 Certified
Public Accountants among
LaSalle atumnl

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A CORRESPONDENCE

4101 S. Michigan Oept 2329-HR, Chicaeo, M.

INSTITUTION

| want to he an accountant. Send me, without costor obligation, the 48-page book/‘Accountancy,
The Profession That Pays,” and full information about your accountancy training program.

AdAress........cocveveieece s

Position..........ccccoceeeeeis e,




The Mask of the

A Curse Bestrides a Carnival When a Midget
and a Puppet Make a Mystic Marriage of Evil!

CHAPTER |1

The Warning of Nadji

T WAS Saturday night.
The carefree carnival crowd
swarmed along the gayly lighted
midway of the Araby Shows playing
the final night of three-day stand in
Ransburg. Unnoticed among them
was a young man with curly dark
hair who carried two black travel-
ing cases. One was neatly labeled,
Jerry Ravelle, Ventriloquist, and
the playful tumbling letters on the

other spelled out the name: Chiquito.

Jerry Ravelle followed the crowd
along the midway, past bingo joints
and pinwheel games. He nodded to
the spieler on the platform before the
Hawaiian dancer’s tent, and went on,
but presently he paused and looked up
at a painted front which read: Nadji
—Past, Present and Future.

He approached the tent, stepped in-
side. His quick look flicked over the
draped table behind which a dark old
woman sat, clothed in gaudy Gipsy
dress.



Marionette

Novelet

The huge python wrapped his body around Ravelle, squeezing hard

“’Lo, Nadji,” he smiled.

A glad friendly look flashed to the
woman’s beadlike eyes as she rose to
welcome him.

“Jerry! It's good to see you back!
We have missed you.”

Ravelle stepped closer to the draped
table, and dropped his gaze to the

13

crystal ball. “How’s your girl, Zel-
lina?” he asked, his hands toying with
the ball.
“Still afraid,” Nadji said sadly.
“The fear haunts her always.”
Ravelle leaned closer to the Gipsy
woman.

“If you want to tell me what's trou-
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bling her, maybe | can help. What's
on her mind, Nadji?”

“Murder!” The word was uttered
with scarcely a movement of her thin
lips.

Ravelle blinked thoughtfully. “You
Ghitanos don't leave your tribe unless
there’s plenty good reason. Zellina—
did she kill someone?”

“Yes. Her husband. Listen, Jerry.
I tell you this because you are a good
friend. Zellina is not my blood daugh-
ter, and she is not a Gipsy. She is—
well, it does not matter. Many’s the
unwanted child, who was taken in by
my people and brought up to the
Romany trail. But Zellina was not
made for Gipsy ways. For example,
when she was sixteen a husband was
chosen for her—she hated him—twice
she ran away, and twice he found her,
brought her back, and whipped her
with the lash. So—she knifed him.”

“He had it coming,” Ravelle said.
“And it seems she got away with it.”

Nadji shook her head. “l had no
child of my own,” she said sadly.
“And Zellina has been mine since she
was a baby. | helped her to escape
from my people. Because | loved her
I made of myself an exile. They have
not found us, but she did not, as you
say, get away with it. There is some-
one here with the Araby Shows who
knows about Zellina. Someone whose
dwarfed body and soul is as evil as
the stench from a burning witch; a
demon who taunts and threatens my
Zellina. He has put a curse upon her
and she is forced to obey his will.”

“Napoleon Petty?” Ravelle asked,
after a brief silence.

The Gipsy woman nodded. “He is
the son of the devil. His lecherous
eyes linger upon every girl with a
pretty face. He delves in black magic;
reads the gospel of Lucifer, and dab-
bles with strange rites and potions.”

Ravelle’s black eyes were suddenly
intent. His thoughts skipped back a
year to his unwilling departure from
the Araby Shows and the reasons be-
hind it.

“1 know Petty think's he’s quite a
ladies’ man,” Ravelle said. “Offended
vanity more than anything else is back
of his hate of Delphine, for instance.
He couldn’t get to first base with her,

so—he hates her, Petty’s queer. But
this black magic stuff. You're sure?”

ADJI stepped quickly to the front
opening, fastened the tent flap
securely, and returned to her place
behind the table. Then from the
ample folds of her skirts, she drew a
frayed diary, opened it to a page
marked by the dried skin of a blood-
sucking leech. Pointing a bony finger
to a passage scored in heavy blue pen-
cil, she handed the book to Ravelle.
“This is the diary of the Great Mo-
dini, who died three years ago,” she
said. “You knew him well, and will
know his writing. How Napoleon
Petty came by the book, | do not
know, but it fell from his pocket one
night when he was prowling about
Delphine’s tent. Read, and you will
know why Zellina, why all of us, fear
the midget.”
Ravelle’s gaze focused on the pages,
and hurriedly he read the precisely
penned lines.

During part of the winter of 1917,
Gamble, a fellow performer whom | had
worked with through the previous carnival
season, was my guest at my beach cabin
on the Oregon coast. Gamble played the
tent shows with a combination ventriloquy
and magic act. However, his real interest
was in spiritualism and other occult mani-
festations. For several years he had
achieved phenomenal success with table
tapping, and during -the first part of the
winter of 1917, he succeeded in causing
what appeared to my skeptical eye to be
automatic spelling on a ouija board.

Then, for two weeks Gamble tramped
the hills and valleys in company with an
aged water-finder; the two of them experi-
menting with wands from different species
of trees as water-witches. From the results
obtained with the table, the ouija board,
and the water-witches, all of which were
made of wood, Gamble evolved the plau-
sible theory that wood was definitely com-
patible with the manifestations of super-
natural forces. There was something about
wood. . . .

So his next step was to attempt to in-
duce what he called “spiritual animation”
into the wooden dummy he used in his
“vent” act.

Having previously witnessed in other
performers the disastrous mental effect
when they allowed their deep delving to
mingle practical magic with occult investi-
gation, | warned Gamble against further
pursuit of the theory. However, he termed
my advice cynical meddling, and moved to
an abandoned lighthouse several miles
down the coast. The next word | had of
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him came from two Norwegian fishermen
who testified before a coroner’s jury as
follows:

While fishing off the headland they saw
a man dash from the abandoned lighthouse
to the cliff edge and leap over. The water
below was shallow and dotted with sharp
and jagged rocks. The fishermen put in
toward shore and at great risk retrieved
Gamble's body, from which the last spark
of life was ebbing. They carried Gamble
up the steep trail to his abode, and as they
neared the open door, excited chattering
was heard; protestations uttered in a dis-
tinctly human voice. Then, according to
the sworn testimony, a wooden dummy ran
screaming to the cliff edge and leaped. In
the same moment Gamble died.

Upon searching the lighthouse thor-
oughly, the fishermen found no human
presence, and then, suddenly realizing what
they had witnessed, they fled from the
scene in panic. Leaving Gamble's body at
the lighthouse, the two fishermen went in
their boat to the nearest village and re-
ported the affair to the constable.

Ravelle closed the book and handed
it back to the Gipsy woman.

“Things are coming clear,” he said.
“l1 got a letter from Delphine asking
me to come back. It seems that Petty
has been hanging around Delphine’s
marionette tent, and while Delphine
was vague in her letter, I could read
between the lines. She too is afraid
—terribly afraid of something.”

“A fine girl, Delphine,” Nadji said
with a note of tenderness. “A woman
worthy of your love, Jerry, and | can
see you can hardly wait to go to her.”

Ravelle nodded and turned to pick
up his two traveling cases, but Nadji's
voice suddenly dropped to a lower
rasping note. The ominous tone held
him, and he swung his head to see
her gazing intently into the crystal.

“Wait! Jerry! There is something
here—something | must tell you—"

AVELLE faced her, listening.

Like all carnie folks, Ravelle
possessed his share of skepticism, but
there was a sincerity in the Gipsy
woman’s manner he could not ignore.
He waited, while Nadji's beadlike
eyes probed the cloudy depths of the
crystal, and tortured words came jerk-
ily from her pale thin lips.

“l1 see—I see here a warning. | see
our dark carnival train on its haunted
flight through twisting mountain
passes—I| hear a voice. It calls for

help. There is—death—and a girl fal-
tering on the brink of eternity. And
there is a marionette—ghcst hands
pull at the cut strings!” The Gipsy’s
staring eyes bored deeper into the
mysterious translucence of the crys-
tal, and her voice came in a hoarse
ragged whisper. “In the name of
Delva! Who turned the snake loose
to roam—"

The Gipsy’s voice faded away. Her
chin sank limply upon her thin bosom
and with a shiver Ravelle tore open
the flap and hurried from the tent, try-
ing vainly to shut the echo of Nadji's
warning from his ears. The persua-
sive voice of a spieler rose above the
rhythm of hot music blaring from the
bandstand, and Ravelle glanced up at
the gaudily painted banner behind the
bally platform where the spieler
stood. He read the familiar inscrip-
tion boldly traced upon the canvas.

NAPOLEON PETTY —WORLD'S

ONLY MIDGET MAGICIAN!

As if he had been suddenly per-
suaded by the elogquence from the
bally stand, Ravelle paused. A mo-
ment later he nodded to the ticket
man and walked through the roped
entrance into the tent. He edged up
to the rear of the standing audience
and his look went to the performer
on the high platform.

CHAPTER 11
The Statue of Chalk

APOLEON PETTY was thirty-
two inches tall, and all his fifty-

six pounds were perfectly formed. His
handsome face was surmounted by a
sleek head of wavy blond hair, and
having been spared that deformed
look which is the curse of so many of
his kind, Petty was egotistical, arro-
gant, and not a little vain. Basking in
the protection of his small stature, he
maintained an overbearing, insulting
attitude toward his fellow performers.
Ravelle watched the midget now as
he strutted through his act; heard
Petty’s voice, full and blustering. Im-
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maculately dressed, wearing an emer-
ald-set platinum ring on the third fin-
ger of his left hand, Petty played to
the ladies in the crowd.

Now the midget magician ap-
proached the end of his routine. His
closing effect was an illusion by which
a chalk statue seemed to be imbued
with life. Even to Jerry’s practiced
eye the act looked good, but the
midget’s fanatical insistence on the
reality of the transformation brought
a jarring note to the proceedings. It
was as though to Napoleon Petty he,
himself, gave the gift of life to the
statue.

While Ravelle watched, Petty
tapped the chalk figure with his cane
and the resultant hollow sound left no
doubt that the statue was really just
that. But as Petty continued his tap-
ping and patter, the hard lines of the
chalk face slowly softened; the white
set of the chalk eyes diffused with
color, and the dead stillness of the
rounded breast began to rise and fall
with the breath of life. Then the tap-
ping of Petty’s cane no longer brought
forth sound, and Ravelle could see the
cane tip making visible dents in the
white fabric of the girl's scanty cos-
tume; see it press against soft and
resilient flesh. Then, with the trans-
formation complete, the girl stepped
down off the pedestal where three
minutes before a chalk statue had
stood.

She was tall and slim, and there was
a statuesque quality to her pale flaw-
less features. Petty took her by the
hand and led her to the front of the
platform, where she smiled and bade
the customers good night before she
left the stand. Ravelle took his gaze
from the midget to watch the girl as
she walked with the hesitant step of
an automaton to the dressing compart-
ment behind the main tent. He was
remembering that the girl was known
only as Marcia, and that she constantly
struggled to hide a fear of the little
man for whom she worked, never quite
succeeding.

The crowd was leaving the tent and
Ravelle drifted out with them. Linger-
ing for a moment by the ballyhoo plat-
form, he saw Petty, cane in hand,
emerge and walk on down the midway.

The midget held a long, slim cigar
clenched between his small, even teeth,
and he walked with his usual purpose-
ful stride. Ravelle picked his way be-
tween tent stakes and guy ropes to the
dressing compartment at the rear of
the magic tent. The light within the
smaller tent cast Marcia’'s motionless
shadow against the canvas wall.
Ravelle spoke the girl’'s name softly
and stepped inside.

Her platinum head turned slowly
and when her dull eyes focussed on
him, a wan smile lighted her set fea-
tures for an instant.

“Oh, hello, Jerry,” she said. But
even her voice was dead.

“How'’s it going, Marcia?” Ravelle
asked, and then without waiting for
her answer: “Just saw your act, and
thought I'd drop back and say hello.”

“When did you get in?” Marcia
asked listlessly.

“Just now. Stopped in a minute at
Nadji's, and now I'm on my way over
to see Sam Valente. If my old spot is
still open, maybe he’ll put me back on.”

“Have you seen Delphine?”

Jerry shook his head, covertly eying
Marcia. The air of hopeless stupor
which engulfed the girl swept Ravelle
with a sudden wave of pity for her.
She seemed to exist in a perpetual
hypnotic daze, and Ravelle could not
help noticing how she inwardly
cringed when she was in the presence
of the midget magician.

~"m“VE got a friend doing sideshow

Ji- illusions for Sells-Floto,” Ra-
velle said. “Last time | saw him he
was short an assistant. .If you'd like to
make a change, 1I—"

“No,” Marcia interrupted. “I—I
couldn't!”

“Then you're satisfied, working with
Petty?”

For answer the girl only stared
dully back at him. Ravelle studied her
briefly.

“Maybe | got things wrong. Some-
how, from watching you, I'd got the
idea you detested Petty. If he's okay
with you, just forget | said anything.”

He saw tears welling up into Mar-
cia's blue eyes. Her lips trembled
when she spoke.

“l do detest him!” she whispered
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hoarsely. “l hate him! I—I think 1
could—Kkill him!”

Ravelle nodded. “The midget has
the hard eyes of a hypnotist. He’'s been
working that stuff on you. Right?”

Marcia covered her face with trem-

bling hands. "He—he—oh! 1 can't
talk about it! Don't—don’t ask me—
please!”

A breath of night breeze came
through the entrance flap suddenly
pushed aside. A barking voice behind
the ventriloquist rasped:

“Get out!” he cried.

Ravelle turned and looked down
upon Napoleon Petty. The midget's
greenish, piercing eyes were burning
with rage and his cruel lips were
pressed into a hard, thin line. He
gripped the short, heavy walking cane
menacingly and repeated:

“Get out, Ravelle! You've got no
business here!”

Ravelle’s disdainful gaze remained
on the midget. "I wouldn't try to run
the bluff too far, Petty.”

The midget’s lips parted in a mirth-
less smile. “Marcia! Tell him to
leave.”

“Go, Jerry—please.
better for—for me.”

Ravelle shrugged, turned, and left
the tent. As he proceeded along the
midway there were nods and greetings
on every side. It seemed as if word of
his arrival had flown over the lot and
all of his old friends were eager to
welcome him.

But, like an echo of impending dan-
ger, the lines of the Great Modini’s
diary kept running through Jerry
Ravelle’s brain. A wooden dummy im-
bued with a semblance of life by some
weird and hellish necromancy! Im-
possible, Jerry muttered to himself,
but the thought persisted. After all,
there was the case of Heddar Berglin,
the ventriloquist who had been mur-
de™pd in his stateroom on the Empress
of Egypt. Ravelle had known Berglin
and had heard the story from another
trouper who was traveling on the
Empress. Continued shrill cries ema-
nating from the locked stateroom had
prompted the stewards to break down
the door. They found Berglin's
dummy crumpled limply on the floor,
and the ship’s surgeon testified that

It would be

the ventriloquist had been dead for
more than eight hours.

Ravelle glanced along the midway,
swung his course abruptly, and started
for the marionette tent. It was be-
tween shows and the spieler was ex-
horting a straggling crowd before the
platform.

Ravelle passed the ticket booth. A
moment later he was holding Delphine
Delano in his arms. He was conscious
of her slim body snuggling close to
him, and the trembling of her small
hands against his cheeks told him that
here, too, was one who was afraid.

ELPHINE hadan alluring, child-
D like face, and a figure which
would have spotted a girl of less in-
telligence in a strip or wiggle act. But
Delphine had more than beauty. Stand-
ing behind the curtained stage of her
marionette show, she exhibited an un-
canny dexterity at the controls which
put the capering figures through their
paces. Adapting her smooth, rich voice
to the four characters, one after the
other, she held the rubes breathless,
marveling that one slim, dark-haired
girl could possess such a range of ac-
cent and tone. Her whisper drew
Jerry’s look to her lips.

“I'm so glad you're back, Jerry.
I've been so—afraid.”

“I've gathered that. Has the midget
been—making passes?”

“It isn't that. | discouraged his at-
tentions long ago. It's so strange,
you'll think I'm foolish, Jerry. But
Petty has been doing something to—
to Kim!”

Ravelle’s gaze flicked to the marion-
ette stage, strayed over the four saw-
dust stuffed figures and stopped on the
freckled, snaggle-toothed urchin with
fiery red hair. That was Kim, the effer-
vescent prankster, Delphine’s favorite
and the star of her marionette routine.

“1 won't think you're foolish,” Ra-
velle said gravely. “What is this about
the midget and Kim?” Strangely, he
was again reminded of Modini’s diary.

He felt a little shudder go over the
girl’s body before she spoke.

“It sounds wild when | say it, but
several times lately Kim hasn't re-
sponded to the controls. He gets out
of place on the stage, does things be
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shouldn’t, and each time 1| feel as if
someone was behind me, peering
through the back flap. Once | hurried
to the flap and looked. No one was
there, but | thought | heard the midg-
et's laugh.”

There was no more time to talk.
People began streaming into the tent,
a straggling group of late comers to
see the last show of the evening. Del-
phine had to take her place behind the
marionette stage, and Ravelle pushed
through the back flap and started to-
ward Sam Valente’s office car.

The midway was almost deserted
and the stake and canvas gang had al-
ready begun to strike the show. As
Jerry Ravelle walked on he was re-
gretting his year of absence from the
carnival. He had always regarded such
things as he had read in the Great
Modini’'s diary with a skeptical indif-
ference, discarded them as coinci-
dence, or hallucination. But now there
were Delphine’s fears added to what
Gipsy Nadji had already told him.
Ravelle’'s brow was furrowed as he en-
tered the office car.

Sam Valente was stowing the “take”
into the safe when Ravelle stepped
inside.

“Hi, Jerry. Heard you were back,”
Valente said.

They shook hands. “lI got a letter

from Delphine,” Ravelle said. “Re-
member, | left you a year ago because
| didn't want to be the one to cause
you trouble. But Petty has started in
on Delphine again. How about tear-
ing up her contract and letting her
go?”
“No,” Valente objected. “Should I
let Delphine Delano go, I'm giving up
the best moneymaker on the lot. The
carnie racket is tough these days,
Jerry, and every dollar counts.”

“Then get rid of Petty.”

Valente shook his head. “l can't.
His contract runs another season, and
he’ll stick to the last week. 1've had
other kicks on Petty, Jerry, Just

what's the beef?”
R AVELLE moved closer and sat
on the corner of the desk.
“Listen, Sam, | know that keeping
peace among a bunch of troupers is no
snap. But you're too shrewd a show-
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man not to be wise that there's some-
thing plenty wrong with this midget
magician. Look at Marcia, the blonde
he uses in his statue illusion. She’s
only half alive, as if Petty exercises a
continual hypnotic influence over her.
He keeps her secluded in the compart-
ment next to his in the quarters car.
He goes around making sly remarks,
dropping veiled hints that Marcia is
but a beautiful soulless thing that
lives and breathes only at the pleasure
of his own mystery-haunted brain.”

“All that may be so,” Valente re-
plied, “but I can’t run the private lives
of my performers. Petty’s act is good.
It brings the customers back for more,
and as long as he lives up to his con-
tract and don’t harm anyone, what can
| do?”

“One thing you ought to do,” Ra-
velle said, “and that's keep an eye on
him. The dangerous thing about Petty
is that he's so twisted and conceited
that he believes what he tells the cus-
tomers—supernatural powers, and all
that. 1've seen other magicians go hay-
wire the same way Petty is going.
They get to digging too deep in their
mysticism, and—"

“l don't just follow you, Jerry,”
Valente interrupted.

“Look,” Jerry went on, his voice low
with earnest sincerity. “In his com-
partment on the train Petty keeps a
lot of books on Voodoo magic and
tales of zombies. For years he’s been
studying spirit materialization and
reincarnation. He believes he can use
that stuff to get revenge on his ene-
mies. Maybe you don’'t know it, but
there’'s only a faint line between the
‘miracles’ of the past and the conjur-
ing of some modern magicians. When
an imp like Petty gets to delving too
deep into necromancy, he crosses the
barrier that separates legerdemain
from what history records as black
magic! Laugh it off if you want to,
but if Petty reaches that point—any-
thing can happen.”

In twenty years of the tent show
racket Valente had seen strange
things. “You may be right,” the Araby
boss answered thoughtfully. “But un-
til Petty gives me some tangible proof
of what you say, there’s nothing I
can do.”
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Ravelle spread his hands in an impa-
tient gesture. “Proof? Look at Zel-
lina, the Gipsy snake girl! That midget
bosses her like she was his slave. He's
got Marcia mesmerized or something,
and now he’s starting on Delphine and
her marionettes. Maybe you think he’s
just a harmless screwball; that it
doesn't go any deeper; but you're
wrong. He’'s too mean to get along
with, and too small to smack down,
so—"

“So what?”

“So, I'd like to stick around, if
you've got a spot for me.”

“Sure,” Valente agreed. “I've al-
ways said you and Chiquito are the
best vent act that ever hit a tent show.
You can have your old spot at the end
of the midway. We’'re due to open in
Victorville tomorrow night.”

Ravelle nodded. “Thanks, | think
I'll drift over and see Delphine again.”

CHAPTER 111

Zellina

AVELLE left the office car and
R cut between the back tents to
the midway. He entered the marion-
ette tent from the front and his look
darted through the shadows searching
for Delphine. One single nitrogen
bulb was burning on the tent’s center-
pole near the canvas top. Its glare was
dissipated in the far spread of the
tent, and only a dim ghost of its light
strayed over the trampled sawdust and
the black velvet of the curtained
marionette stage. Delphine was not in
sight and Ravelle stepped to the stage
and shoved aside the curtains. For a
moment his look strayed over the other
figures, then centered on Kim lying
limp on the velvet floor of the stage.
Ravelle stared. The black operating
strings of the three other figures were
still fastened to their various anatom-
ical parts, but the eight cords designed
to control Kim’s antics had been
broken, and Kim lay sprawled like a
]Erlmrdered gangster on the black velvet
oor.
Ravelle’s hands went out to lift the

crumpled figure, but as his fingers
closed around the sawdust arms he
thought he felt a movement as if Kim
fought against his touch. Ravelle
straightened the grotesquely twisted
limbs and propped Kim’s back against
an upright of the stage’s tube frame-
work.

For a full minute Ravelle stood star-
ing down into the strangely lifelike
face of the marionette figure.

Even as Ravelle stared, something
about the puppet’s painted face seemed
to change. The jovial lines of Kim’'s
set grin seemed drawn and hardened,
and from somewhere came a low, cack-
ling laugh. Ravelle jerked tense; his
hands shot out and gripped the mario-
nette. He held it up before him, shook
it, and noted the lifeless limpness of
the dangling limbs. He shrugged, and
set Kim back on the stage again.

“I'm spooky,” he mumbled to him-
self. “Kim’s just a doll; alifeless thing
of sawdust, rags and wood.”

Then, as he was about to leave,
Jerry was startled by a low moan from
the shadows hovering over the de-
serted tent. He whirled and circled
the marionette stage. The low, ago-
nized sound was repeated, and a mo-
ment later Ravelle was bending over
Delphine Delano, lying limp on the
trampled sawdust behind the cur-
tained stage. Garbled and almsot inco-
herent words came from the girl’s lips,
disconnected words which had no ap-
parent meaning.

“Kim—oh, Kim!
why—oh, Kim!”

Ravelle gathered her up in his arms
and left the tent by the back flap. The
carnival train was spotted on the sid-
ing which skirted the showgrounds.
Halfway to the train Ravelle saw Syd
Fleet bringing his equipment from the
midway. Fleet was the Araby tattoo
artist, and rumor hinted that in better
days he had been a surgeon in Aus-
tralia.

“Syd!” Ravelle called.

The tattoo man followed the ven-
triloquist into Delphine’'s compart-
ment on the carnival train.

Ravelle left the girl with Fleet and
hurriedly retraced his steps to Va-
lente’s office car. He found Petty there
talking to Valente. At Ravelle’'s en-

Why did you—
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trance the midget slipped down off the
chair by Valente's desk and turned to
leave the car. For a moment the eyes
of the two men met, and Ravelle saw
the obsessed expression on the midg-
et’'s small features, the demoniacal
glare of Petty’s greenish pupils. Then
Petty laughed, an obscene and cack-
ling sound which seemed to linger on
after he had gone and closed the door.

ALENTE nodded to Ravelle.
V “Well, Jerry, what's on your
mind?”

Ravelle stepped up close to the
Araby boss. “I just found Delphine
lying in the back of her tent. Her uni-
form was torn away from her breast,
and there are two punctures like the
bite of sharp teeth on each side of her
throat. | took her to her berth. She’s
white as a sheet. Looks like something
had sucked her blood.”

Breath whistled between Valente’s
teeth. “My God!”

“She’s breathing,” Jerry said. “I
sneaked her behind' the tents to keep
out of sight, but a couple of customers
were leaving that way and saw me car-
rying her. They might squawk. I
think the sooner we get out of town
the better.”

“Yeah,” Valente said. “We can set-
tle cur own troubles. Let the local
cops get wind that something’s wrong
and we’'ll be tied up here till they're
good and ready to let us go.”

Valente stuck his head out of the
car window. “Buck!” he called.

A moment later Buck O’'Hara, the
big Irish foreman of the stake and can-
vas gang stepped up to the window.

“Rush the packing and loading,”
Valente told him. “Send a call to the
roundhouse to have a whistler all
ready to drag us out of town.”

Buck didn’'t need any explanations.
Already trouble-scent had been wafted
over the Araby lot. Valente turned to
Ravelle.

Petty has just been telling me a
very strange story,” he said.

“Has he? My guess is that he'd bet-,
ter be thinking up some good ones.”

“1 think this is on the level,” Valente
countered. “For a long time I've sus-
pected that Zellina wasn't Nadji's
daughter. The girl doesn't look like a

STORIES

Gipsy. Well, Petty cleared that point
by proving to me that the Gipsy
woman and Zellina aren't even related.
In fact, the snake girl is Petty’s sis-
ter! He says that she was stolen by
the Gipsies when she was just a baby;
brought up by them.”

Ravelle’s eyes widened. “But Zel-
lina is dark, and Petty is a blonde.”

“Bleached,” Valente explained. “I've
known that all along.”

“Even so, | don’'t get Petty’s idea of
spilling all this to you.”

“It’'s like this, Jerry. The Gipsies
married Zellina off to one of them and
she killed him. Petty is afraid the law
will run the girl down and he came
and told me. Says someone is bound
to recognize the girl and she’'ll be
picked up. Wants me to send her
away. He sounded like he was really
worried about it.”

“Maybe,” Jerry replied, “but if
Petty is worried, it’s himself that he's
stewing about. | had a few words with
O’Hara a while ago out on the lot, and
it's pretty clear to me now why Petty
is so bitter against Delphine. One
night a couple of months ago she
caught the midget in the baggage car
fussing with the marionettes. She told
O’Hara, and Buck turned the shrimp
over his knee. Coming from Buck, 1
imagine it was quite a licking, and
Petty being what he is, he's trying to
hit back at Delphine. Whatever he
does will be sly and under cover. It
will be a good idea to keep a close
watch between here and Victorville.”

“Sure,” Valente agreed. “We’ll do
just that.”

“As for me, I'm taking the compart-
ment next to Delphine’s. I'll go over
now and pack up her show.”

Ravelle returned to the marionette
tent and began gathering up the fig-
ures and placing them each in its spe-
cial compartment of the open case be-
hind the stage. He carefully exam-
ined Kim, and placed him along with
the others. He slipped the black velvet
curtains from their chromium rods,
folded them and stacked them neatly
into the packing case. Five minutes
later the marionette stage was
stripped, and Jerry pushed through
the back flap of the marionette top and
stood for a moment listening to all the
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old familiar sounds of the carnival
packing up for the jump to the next
stopping place.

HE droning words of Gipsy Nad-

ji's weird warning nagged at him,
and he tried futilely to establish some
connection between the fortune teller’s
veiled hints and what had happened to
Delphine.

Just as he started back to the carni-
val train, a girl's soft voice spoke his
name from the shadows at the rear of
the next tent. Ravelle paused and
turned. The faint odor of an odd yet
familiar perfume came to his nostrils
over the strong smell of sawdust. He
entered the tent and faced a voluptu-
ous, olive-skinned girl who looked up
at him from haunted obsidian eyes. It
was Zellina.

“'Lo, Zellina.
your little pets.”

Ravelle’s glance went over to the big
canvas snake pit which stood in the
center of the tent. The floor of the pit
was littered with scores of poisonous
reptiles, their bodies still and sluggish
now from the night’s chill.

From the pit Ravelle's gaze drifted
to the long, barred cage which held
Gazu, Zellina’'s nineteen foot python.
He stepped close to the cage and stood
for a moment gazing down at the ser-
pentine smoothness of the python’s
huge body. As he looked, a cold,
clammy hand seemed to run skeleton
fingers up and down his spine.

He could hear Nadji muttering—
“In the name of Delva! Who turned
the snake loose to roam—"

Zellina stood facing Ravelle, a
strange light in her shining black
eyes.

Abruptly the girl spoke. “I am glad
that you are back, Jerry. But—you
must be careful. There is danger here.
The evil spirits have flung a curse
upon us.”

“Really, Zellina?”

“1t is so,” Zellina muttered. “I
know it is your way to laugh at these
things. But I saw you carry Delphine
from her tent, and | followed. | went
to see if there was something | could
do, but Syd Fleet was already with
her. Delphine has lost much blood
through four little wounds on her slim

I see you've still got

white throat. Four small stabs like
the mark of sharp teeth. It is a vam-
pire, no?”

“Nonsense,” Ravelle said, and then
as if struck by a sudden thought, he
gestured toward the python cage.
“Your Gazu hasn’t been straying loose,
has he?”

Zellina shook her dark head and a
little hurt showed in her jet eyes.

“My Gazu eats things alive—he
could swallow a child—but he does
not suck blood.”

The girl stepped close to him and
Ravelle looked unwillingly down into
her deep, haunted eyes—eyes whose
eerie beam had such strange power
over the poisonous reptiles. For the
first time Ravelle recognized the fa-
cial resemblance between Zellina and
the midget. The girl spoke, her low
voice weighted with concern.

“You must believe me, Jerry. What-
ever did that to Delphine, it was not
my Gazu. With each new moon | give
him a pig or a lamb. He is strong and
if 1 feed him less, he might break
from his cage to prowl. If he eats too
much he sleeps all the time. | count
the days, and now, it is near his feed-
ing time again—"

“I'll take your word for that,” Ra-
velle interrupted uneasily. “But lis-
ten. Have you seen Petty prowling
around Delphine’s tent tonight?”

Zellina shook her head, but her eyes
evaded the ventriloquist’s questioning
gaze. When she tried to back away,
Ravelle caught her wrist.

“If you had seen him there, you'd
probably deny it,” he said. “You're
like Marcia, so afraid of him you can’t
call your soul your own and you won't
let anyone help. AIll right. Have it
your way, but your talk of vampires is
just a blind. Whether it was your pet
python, or something else, 1'd bet you
know more than you're telling.”

ffAOMETIMES, Jerry,” Zellina

said patiently, “you are stupid.
What you cannot see with your eyes,
you do not believe. When | lived with
the Gipsy tribe there was an old man
who was a bulabasha. | watched him
for three days while he carved a
wooden doll. | asked him if he was
making it for me, but he only frowned
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and shook his head. Then one night
this bulabasha had a terrible quarrel
with another man about a horse, and
the bulabasha took his wooden doll
and went far back into the woods. No
one saw him all that night, but the
next morning when we looked in the
wagon of the man he had quarreled
with, that man was dead and the
wooden doll lay at his side.

“The bulabasha had sent it in the
night to kill his enemy. Of course, you
would not believe that. You do not
believe about vampires, either, but let
me tell you something. The marks on
Delphine’s throat are like the four
sharp teeth of a vampire, and you
should know that the python has no
teeth!”

For a moment longer Ravelle stared
down into her mysterious eyes, wish-
ing that she could remove herself
from under the dominating fear of the
midget long enough to confide in him.
But the strength of blood ties and
Petty’s black magic had conquered her
soul. Ravelle stepped past her and
hurried from the tent which was al-
ready swaying from slackening guy
ropes.

On his way to the carnival train
Ravelle tried desperately to shake off
the heavy feeling of dread which had
settled over him. Superstition thrives
among a certain type of carnival folks
and Ravelle would have gladly dis-
carded the night'’s events with that ex-
planation, but there were certain
things which made that impossible.
In the first place, he could not forget
the eerie episode narrated in Modini’s
diary. Ravelle had known the Great
Modini, and knew that he was above
exaggeration or misrepresentation.
And when Ravelle had touched Kim
back there in the marionette tent,
there had been something unearthly
about the sawdust figure; something
diabolical in the cackling laugh Ra-
velle had heard.

In Delphine’'s compartment on the
carnival train Ravelle found Fleet
bent over the girl's still figure.

“How is she, Syd?” Jerry asked.

“Weak as a kitten,” Fleet replied.
“I've disinfected the wounds and got
some hot broth down her. She’s sleep-
ing now, and barring the effects of

mental shock she ought to pull through
okay.”

Ravelle’s worried look remained on
the girl's pale face. “Who—what do
you think did it?”

Syd Fleet shrugged. “The Gipsy
snake girl had her look at those four
stabs and went away mumbling about
vampires.”

“Hooey!” Ravelle said. “Between
Zellina’s superstitions and Petty’s
mumbo-jumbo, this outfit is going
ga-ga! You ought to be able to get
some idea from the appearance of the
wounds. Ever seen a case like this
before?”

Fleet gestured a thoughtful nega-
tive. “No. Those wounds might have
been made either by a large animal
with four sharp teeth, or by a very
small animal which bit her four differ-
ent times. Your guess is as good as
mine.”

Fleet repacked his black kit bag and
left the compartment. Ravelle sat
silently beside Delphine, anxiously
watching the gentle rise and fall of
her breast as she slept. Once she
seemed to struggle weakly and mum-
bled in her sleep.

Ravelle heard her whisjer: “Kim!
What has happened to you? You—
you're—alive!”

Then she was quiet again. Ravelle’s
gaze went to the gauze pads about her
slim throat, and after a moment he
shut his eyes as if to exclude some
ghastly sight from his vision.

CHAPTER IV
Chiquito

HERE was a slight bump when

the locomotive coupled onto the
carnival train; then the heavy roll of
car wheels on the steel rails. After a
while Ravelle left Delphine’s com-
partment, closing the door softly be-
hind him. Zellina was standing in the
corridor, and her manner told Ravelle
that she had been lingering there wait-
ing to speak to him. She stepped
close.

“Just now | have come from the
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baggage car ahead,” she whispered. “I
go to see if my Gazu is all right, and
—Jerry—there is a bump in his mid-
dle—he has been fed!”

With no further words the strange
girl turned and went gliding along the
passageway toward the head of the
train. The door of the compartment
next to Delphine’'s stood open, and
glancing inside, Ravelle saw that his
two traveling cases had been brought
there and placed by the berth. He en-
tered the compartment and- flipped
open the cover of the case marked
Chiquito. He lifted his dummy from
the case, stepped to the berth and sat
down, holding the wooden figure on
his knee.

It had been almost a month since
Ravelle had exercised that other voice
which was Chiquito’s, and tomorrow
night when the Araby Shows opened
in Victorville, he would again take his
place on the midway. His fingers
slipped into the control loops at Chi-
guito’s back and he absently fell into
an old habit of impromptu dialogue
with the wooden figure. After years of
close association the dummy had al-
most come to seem Ravelle’s other self.

He spoke softly, so as not to disturb
the sleeping girl in the next compart-
ment. “How are you tonight, Chi-
guito?” he asked.

While Ravelle’s fingers worked the
controls, Chiquito’s head turned and
the sharp, clear voice which had made
his character nationally famous accom-
panied Chiquito’'s moving lips.

“1 feel terrible! You've kept me shut
up in that trunk for a month, and I
feel mean enough to murder my grand-
mother.”

“Since your grandma has been tooth-
picks these many years,” Ravelle sug-
gested, “how would you like to assas-
sinate a midget instead?”

“Fine!” Chiquito answered. “And
I've got one all picked out. I'd like
to cut off his head and throw it in his
face!”

A knock sounded at the door. “Come
right on in,” Chiquito said.

Sam Valente entered the compart-
ment and his quick glance took in the
ventriloquist and the dummy.

“Hiya, boss,” Chiquito said. “Come
in and set.”

Valente smiled, turned to Ravelle.
“You know, Jerry, you make that bag
of kindling wood seem almost human.
You—"

“Human?” Chiquito interrupted,
swinging his look from Jerry to
Valente and back to Ravelle again.
“Say, who gets all the laughs in this
act? Him or me?”

Sam Valente hunched his broad
shoulders. “He’s almost—alive! It
gives me the creeps sometimes.”

Ravelle nodded. “l've worked with
Chiquito for years, creating his voice
and his personality. It seems that the
continual contact and association has
imparted to Chiquito some of my own
life and feeling. I've tried working
with other figures and my act went
flat. When | went back to Chiquito it
came alive again. It's as though he
was part of me—my other self. It
wouldn’t be hard to imagine him going
on—moving and talking—without me,
but’"—Ravelle shrugged—“now I'm
talking like Petty. | guess this hoodoo
business is getting in my blood.”

“I've heard of such things,” Valente
remarked, as he turned to leave the
compartment. At the door, he paused
and said, “Drop back to my car after
a while, will you, Jerry?”

A FTER Valente had gone, Ravelle
set Chiquito on the berth, lean-
ing him back against the paneled wall
of the car. Then Ravelle left the com-
partment and went forward along the
corridor. He traversed the length of
two quarters coaches and came to the
door of Napoleon Petty’s compart-
ment. He rapped sharply and waited,
but there was no answer. After half a
minute, Ravelle knocked again, and
receiving no reply from within, he
turned to retrace his steps. Suddenly
there was a burst of taunting laughter,
and Ravelle quickly swung back to the
door.
“Petty!
cried.
But the evil of the midget's cack-
ling laugh was all that came back to
him. Ravelle grasped the knob and
flung the door open. The lights burned
in the midget’s compartment, but the
small room was empty. Ravelle’s look
strayed over the collection of musty

I want to talk to you!” he
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books in a rack on the wall. Two grin-
ning human skulls served as book-
ends, and Ravelle hurriedly read some
of the faded titles: The Living Dead
of Haiti—Professional Hypnotism—
The Secret of the Totem Pole—The
Talking Idol of Burma. Hanging from
a hook on the wall there dangled a
grotesquely carved wooden doll and
the room was littered with amulets
and mystic charms.

Thoughtfully, Ravelle turned from
the compartment and closed the door.
He went back to the office car and
found Syd Fleet and Buck O’'Hara
talking with Valente. The boss mo-
tioned Jerry to a chair, an obvious
look of worry on his face.

“Now look: hoodoos of one kind or
another have put better shows than
this on the rocks,” he said. “One hint
of scandal and the local John Laws
will be down on us in the next burg
we hit. We land in Victorville at nine
tomorrow morning. We set up and
make ready for the night routine.”

Valente paused and his look held on
the ventriloquist. Ravelle nodded and
remained silent as the Araby boss
went on.

“l know that Petty has been the
cause of most of the trouble among
the troopers. I'm not denying that
he's a locoed little rat, but for the
present | think his influence is elim-
inated.”

“You mean he's scrammed?” Buck
O’Hara cut in hopefully.
Valente wagged his head. “l don't

know. He was around the lot just be-
fore we left Ransburg. Nobody seen
him leave, but after we pulled out I
checked through the train. Everybody
present but Petty.”

Ravelle was on the point of men-
tioning that he had heard the midget'’s
laughter after the train was moving,
but he checked himself.

“Maybe he’'s hid out somewhere,”
he suggested.

“That's possible,” Valente agreed.
“Then again he might have missed the
train. Petty’s black magic talk has got
everyone restless. Tonight we’'ll be
traveling through some pretty lonely
mountains. Just to be sure nothing
happens, | suggest that the four of us
stay awake and keep a watch.”
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The three men nodded silent agree-
ment, and Valente went on:

“Syd, | want you to take thf com-
partment up ahead, next to Petty’s.
If he’s hid out somewhere on the train,
he’ll eventually go to his quarters. You
watch for him, and if he shows up, let
me know. Ravelle will look out for
Delphine, and Buck will stand guard
on the animal and equipments cars at
the head of the train. I'll keep awatch
at the rear end here, and | figure with
that set-up we can pull into Victor-
ville without anything more happen-
ing.”

LEET, O'Hara and the ventrilo-

quist left Valente's car to go to
their designated quarters. Ravelle
looked in upon Delphine and found
her sleeping quietly. He remained for
several minutes watching her, and a
jumble of confused and disconnected
thoughts ran through his mind.

Valente believed that Napoleon
Petty had missed the train, and yet
Ravelle was certain it had been the
midget's derisive laugh that he had
heard after the train was moving. The
sound had come from Petty's com-
partment, but Ravelle had found no
one there.

Then, a faint noise as of someone
passing along the corridor. Ravelle
turned out the light over the head of
Delphine’s berth and left only one
dim-shaded bulb burning by the com-
partment door. He stepped outside,
closed the door, and listened.

Stifled sounds as of asilent struggle
came from somewhere nearby. Ravelle
flung open the door of his own com-
partment and groped for the light
switch. There was a sudden movement
within the room and a small figure
flung madly from the berth and darted
past Revelle and through the door.
Over the hum and clatter of wheels on
rail there came again the taunt of the
midget's jeering laughter. Then Ra-
velle’s fingers found the switch and
the cubicle was flooded with light.

Some impulse made Jerry’'s gaze
seek out the figure of Chiquito. The
dummy was slumped in the corner of
the berth, his clothes askew and his
hair awry. Chiquito’s glass eyes were
rolled strangely upward in their sock-
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ets and his jaw hung open. The in-
congruity of these things gave Chi-
quito a grotesquely human look, and
the sight sent a chill along Ravelle’s
spine.

But Ravelle shrugged away the sud-
den start the dummy’s strange expres-
sion had given him, and advanced to-
ward the berth. He was jittery, he told
himself. He mustn’'t get excited be-
cause something had gone wrong with
the insides of a mechanical dummy.
The controls had jammed, and that
alone accounted for the twisted ex-
pression of Chiquito’s face. It could
be nothing more.

Ravelle sat on the edge of the berth
and his practiced hand went toward
the row of metal loops at Chiquito’s
back. But, before he touched the con-
trols, Chiquito’s mouth snapped sud-
denly shut. His eyeballs came down to
normal position, and then eerily swung
to focus on Ravelle.

Ravelle gasped; his hand dropped
limply to the blanket and for a min-
ute he sat still, trying to convince
himself that some trick of vision had
deceived him. He gave up such reason-
ing as useless. He had discarded the
account of the macabre Heddar Ber-
glin episode and the revelation con-
tained in Modini’s diary as things that
happened to someone else but could
never happen to him.

However, he could not doubt that
someone—or something unhuman and
unearthly—had been in the compart-
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ment a moment ago, and even now as
he stared back into Chiquito’s lifelike
eyes he had the sinister feeling of an-
other presence near. Involuntarily
Ravelle’s sharp gaze searched the
compartment; swung this way and
that and then stopped on a red disc
almost at his feet. He picked it up,
turned it between his fingers, recog-
nizing it as a scarlet button like those
on the jacket of Kim, the marionette.
Then Ravelle heard small scuffling
sounds from the passageway outside,
and he heard Delphine moan and toss
in her sleep.

AVELLE sprang through the

door. There was no one in the
corridor, dimly illuminated by a row
of small bulbs overhead. He opened
Delphine’s door softly and peered in-
side. The light was still burning. The
girl had turned over on her side, but
was sleeping soundly.

Ravelle hurried forward along the
passageway. From the lurch and sway
of the cars he knew the train was
crawling up a steep mountain grade,
following a twisting uneven track.
The passageway ahead became ob-
scured by the snakelike form of the
moving train. Then, for a moment the
track straightened, lining the coaches
so that Ravelle could see along the
passageway. He blinked against the
shadows of the dim-lit corridor, and
his eyes focussed on a moving form
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ahead. There was time for only a quick
glimpse before the cars took another
curve and the passageway was again
obscured from view; but in that in-
stant Jerry saw plainly the outlines of
a small, black-clad figure, moving at a
shambling run toward the head of the
train.

CHAPTER V

Before Dawn

AVELLE dashed after the

ghostlike figure, but it eluded
him as with mysterious cunning. At
the door of the last quarters car, Ra-
velle met Buck O’'Hara. The crew
foreman’s broad face was pale and a
look of consternation strained at his
features.

“Did you see—it?” Buck asked in a
hoarse whisper.

Ravelle nodded. “It looked like—"

"Yeah! Like Kim!” Buck inter-
rupted. “And begorra, that's what it
was! | ain't no believer in fairy tales,
Jerry, but when I'm sober | got faith
in what | see with my own eyes!”

Feet wide apart to brace himself
against the sway of the train, Jerry
stood studying the big man before
him, wondering at the genuine look of
fear in Buck’s eyes.

“Sure, and | was up in the baggage
car when it happened,” Buck was say-
ing. “I hears that midget’s crazy laugh
and then the lid of Delphine’'s mario-
nette box swings open. There's a flut-
terin of them velvet curtains as
they’'re throwed out onto the floor,
and then this Kim pops out like a
jack-in-the-box. | gets one look at his
face and for a minute | couldn’t move.

It wa'nt Kim’s face, Jerry. It were
the face o’ the devil himself.”
“Listen, Buck,” Jerry said. "Petty

must be on this train somewhere, and
we've got to find him. You search
ahead. I'll start here and work back.”

The big Irishman shook his head.
"Faith, an’ the imp o’ satan may be on
the train, but you’ll not find him alive.
If he was livin’ how could his spirit
be in the marionette thing?”

Yesterday Ravelle would have
scoffed at this reasoning, but the eerie
events of this night had converted him
to the belief that almost anything
might happen before dawn.

“Anyway, we’'d better look, Buck,”
he said. “I'll start with this baggage
car and you go on ahead.”

Reluctantly, Buck went forward. In
the center of the car where Ravelle
stood was the packing case which held
Delphine’s marionettes. The hinged
cover was open and all about the case
were strewn the velvet curtains of the
miniature stage. Ravelle peered down
into the case and the puppet faces of
three marionettes stared blankly up at
him. They were there, just as he had
placed them, but Kim was gone!

Quickly Ravelle flung aside the lit-
ter of velvet. He searched among the
other cases in the car, but neither the
missing Kim nor the midget was there.
At the far end of the car stood the
long python’s cage. As Ravelle ap-
proached it, his step abruptly faltered,;
then he stopped dead still. A cold
sweat dampened his forehead as he
gazed through the open doorway, into
the emptiness of Gazu's cage!

The faintest odor of Zellina’s
strange perfume hung on the close,
still air of the car.

Ravelle glanced cautiously around
him, and then whirled and ran back
along the passageway. He came to the
door of Syd Fleet's compartment and
flung it wide. After a moment his fin-
gers found the light switch and flipped
it up. As light flooded the compart-
ment, Jerry’s eyes set on Fleet's sur-
gical kit, lying open on the floor. Be-
side the black kit bag there was Syd’s
hypodermic syringe, its sharp needle
stuck into the carpet, its glass cylin-
der swaying on the spring of the
needle with the lurching motion of the
coach. Fleet lay sprawled across his
berth, unconscious in a deep, drugged
sleep.

Again, here in Syd’s compartment,
there lingered the haunting odor of
the snake girl's perfume.

OMEWHERE a woman screamed
S and Ravelle went running toward
Delphine’s compartment, his step
qguickened by the thought of a mad
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midget’s ghost wreaking evil through
the figure of a sawdust marionette;
haunted by the vision of a slinking
python silently prowling among the
shadows. Quickly Ravelle covered the
length of one car, and then he stumbled
over something sprawled across the
vestibule.

The obstruction catapulted him
against the heavy steel framework of
the car end, and the impact sent him
dazed and stunned to the floor. Half
conscious, he crawled back along the
passageway. His groping hands
reached out and felt a warm body.
Then his sight cleared and in the dim
light he saw the mangled form of the
snake girl, Zellina.

Her legs were oddly twisted as
though all the bones had been broken.
Her arms lay limp, close to her side,
and her head slumped away from the
shoulders at an awkward angle. One
glance at the purplish tinge on the
rounded throat, at the dark eyes bulg-
ing from the discolored face, and Ra-
velle knew that the girl was dead. He
knew that she had been murdered,
horribly, by something which had
strangled and crushed her. For a mo-
ment Ravelle’s gaze lingered on Zel-
lina’s face, twisted into aghastly death
mask. Then he struggled to his feet,
and went on toward the rear of the
train.

Once, past the snake-line curving of
the carnival train’s progress, he
thought he saw the shambling form of
the ghostly marionette. The sway of
the coaches flung Ravelle from side to
side, beating his body against the
walls of the passageway. Still a little
dazed, he rushed madly on, his gaze
boring into the shadows ahead.

Then, as he neared Delphine’'s com-
partment, he saw the door swing
slowly open. A small shambling fig-
ure stumbled out into the passageway
and Ravelle brushed a hand across his
eyes in a disbelieving gesture. It was
the figure of Kim, the marionette, mov-
ing awkwardly on sawdust stuffed
limbs, shuffling, but upright and ani-
mate. Momentarily stunned, Ravelle’s
eyes widened, and his hands went to
the wall for support.

For, as he stared at the marionette,
it was not the genial painted puppet-

face of Kim that stared back at him
through the dim light of the corridor.
Instead, there were the smirking,
malevolent features of Napoleon
Petty. The unbelievable power of
the apparition’s greenish eyes held
Ravelle motionless. The marionette’s
lips parted and a ghostly voice made
an obscene laugh. It had the same
sound as the midget’s evil cackle, and
it echoed eerily in the paneled pas-
sageway.

Ravelle jerked himself from his
momentary lethargy and started for
the ghoulish figure. But even as he
plunged forward, a piercing scream
sounded from Delphine’'s compart-
ment, and suddenly the whole train
was plunged into darkness. Ravelle’'s
hands closed upon the haunted mario-
nette.

The thing writhed and* struggled in
his grasp as with the strength of a
pygmy Frankenstein monster. One of
its arms wrenched free and Ravelle
felt a sharp blade slash across his
throat. Then, with a mighty effort the
puppet-thing broke loose and with the
speed of an imp of hell, it darted past
Ravelle and went scurrying forward
along the corridor.

Ravelle burst into Delphine’s com-
partment and worked the light switch.
Only jet and hovering darkness re-
warded his efforts. He felt his way to
the berth where he could hear the
girl’'s labored breathing. His hand
foundi her forehead and he shuddered
at the clammy coldness of the soft
skin. His fingers passed over her
frigid cheeks, on to the icy throat, and
then something warm touched his
wrist. It was spongily soft as a blad-
der filled with fresh warm blood.

AVELLE snatched at the thing,
but it clung to the girl's breast
as though tiny teeth were fastened to
the skin. Then it broke reluctantly
away and Ravelle flung the soft, fetid
mass from him and his exploring hand
went back through the darkness to
Delphine’s breast. His groping fin-
gers encountered another moist warm
form—another—and then another.
He tore them loose and flung them
to the far corner of the compartment,
then bent and pressed his ear over
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Delphine’s heart, listening. Her pulse
beat weakly and she still breathed.

Again, over the rumbling of the
heavy car wheels, Ravelle heard a
sound like small shuffling feet in the
corridor. He remained quiet, his ear
tuned to the sound. There was the in-
distinct creak of an opening door, and
then the slithering abrasive passage
of a heavy body over the corridor
floor.

Ravelle whirled from Delphine and
sprang into the corridor. The door to
his own compartment was unlatched
and it swung on its hinges with the
sway of the train. As Ravelle moved
through the darkness something
bumped into him. There was the quick
scampering of light footsteps and the
ventriloquist groped downward to
grasp the hellish marionette which he
knew was parrying to elude him in the
narrow passageway. An abrupt lurch
of the coach slammed Jerry against
the wall, and again the thing escaped
him.

He heard the taunting laughter of
the mad midget, and then the sham-
bling shuffle of the marionette figure
speeding away. All doubt as to the
material and spiritual identity of that
tiny scampering demon had left
Jerry’'s mind. Like kaleidoscopic im-
ages a sequence of horrific scenes were
projected upon the screen of his
memory.

It was as if he could see that epi-
sode narrated in Modini's diary—the
magician, Gamble, driven mad by his
own black sorcery, leaping from the
cliff to his death on the rocks below,
only to be followed by the ghastly
wooden image whose demoniacal ani-
mation had crushed his sanity.

And the business of the murdered
ventriloquist in the stateroom on the
Empress of Egypt; Jerry could almost
hear the dummy’s screams, almost see
him clawing frantically through awel-
ter of blood while his master lay dead
upon the floor. And the wooden doll
of the Gipsy bulabasha.

Suddenly Jerry’s thoughts flashed
to Chiquito and his weird actions
earlier in the evening.

“Buck! Sam!” Ravelle
through the darkness.

From somewhere far back in the

called
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trailing cars there came to him the
muffled sound of a frantic voice, then
quiet. Ravelle thought of Chiquito, of
the flashlight in his luggage case in
the compartment. He groped his way
through the door, bent over and felt
for the open case. Something slapped
against the door and it slammed shut,
latching.

A slinking gray shadow moved in
the darkness. A huge thing, cold and
scaly, reared from the berth and Ra-
velle felt its creeping body encircle
him. He fought at it with flailing arms
and doubled fists, but with twisting,
lightninglike lashing the thing coiled
further around him. It pinioned his
arms and crushed his body in a con-
tracting embrace.

Once, just before his lungs seemed
to burst, Ravelle’s look flashed toward
the berth—toward Chiquito, He tried
to cry out, but his words came only in
a strangled whisper.

“Chiquito — help — call Sam —
Buck—" and then there was no more
breath in him.

He exerted his last tortured
strength, heaving with arms and body,
but the effort only brought the grip-
ping serpentine monster tighter
around him.

IS ebbing consciousness seemed

to record the rattle of obscene
and mirthless laughter. The sound
seemed hollow and far away. Then a
dull, numb blackness. Vaguely, he ex-
perienced the sensation of drifting
away from his tortured body; moving
a few feet away from the death strug-
gle going on by the compartment door.
It was as if he was sitting where he
had placed Chiquito a little while ago;
sitting there in a terrified paralysis
while he watched his own flesh being
mangled in the python’s writhing
coils.

Then Ravelle knew no more. His
only knowledge of the next quarter
hour of that chaotic interlude came to
him, after it was over, in the words of
Syd Fleet and Sam Valente.

Fleet staggered up from his berth
and groped for the light switch. A
long minute passed before the futility
of that effort penetrated his still
numbed mind. Another minute and
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his fumbling fingers had found a small
pocket flash. He played the tiny beam
over the compartment. A curse passed
his stiff lips and he stumbled out into
the passageway. Far back along the
carnival train he could hear excited
voices. Somewhere back there in the
darkness a light showed intermit-
tently. Fighting the lingering effects
of the opiate, Fleet struggled back
through the compartment cars. He
heard Valente's voice, calling to
him.

“Syd! Come and help me get this
damned snake off Ravelle!”

Then, ahead in the corridor, Syd
saw the twisted form of Jerry Ravelle
held in the coiling death grip of Zel-
lina’s python. And from the compart-
ment came the shrill clear voice of
Chiquito, a garbled and protesting
chatter. A battery lantern lighted the
corridor.

Valente had passed a loop of strong
rope over Gazu's head, and now he
cinched the loop tight about the
throat, choking the serpent. Valente
handed the end of the rope to Fleet,
and with a sharp snake hook Valente
began jabbing and prodding at the
python’s flesh. The crushing coils held
in a tenacious death grip around the
ventriloquist, but after a minute of
torturing and slashing from the barbed
snake hook, the python’s embrace be-
gan gradually to loosen.

And all the while from Ravelle’s
compartment came the strangled, pro-
testing cries of Chiquito. Once Fleet
flashed the beam of his pocket torch
through the open doorway, and what
he saw made his face turn suddenly
blank, his eyes staring. The dummy
sat on the berth, his back propped
against the car window. His eyeballs
rolled wildly, and his borrowed voice
shrilled through the coach in time
with the movement of his lips.

“Syd! Buck! Help! Gazu is Killing
Jerry! They've killed Delphine and
Zellina, and now they—"

“They?” echoed Fleet.

“Petty and Kim!” Chiquito shrieked.
"They've been planning this. |I've
heard them talking!”

“We left Petty back at Ransburg,”
Fleet said, and in that horrific inter-
lude there seemed no incongruity in

holding a conversation with a wooden
dummy.

“No!” Chiquito protested. “Petty’s
on this train—body and soul!”

Buck O’Hara came running heavily
toward them. He took one look at
Ravelle’s purple face and then his
gaze went questioningly to the chat-
tering Chiquito. A wild look came into
Buck’s eyes. He crossed himself and
muttered something under his breath.

As though imbued with a semblance
of life by the soul of his master who
hovered on the brink of eternity, Chi-
qguito chattered on. The choking noose
around the python’s throat had sapped
its strength. The ripping attacks of
Valente’s sharp barbed hook had freed
Ravelle from the serpentine coils.
Valente picked up the battery lamp
from the floor and played the beam
upon a deep gash in the snake’s belly.

Valente's breath gushed out in an
awed sound.

“God! Look, Syd. Look!”

UCK and Syd swung their eyes

to the spot of light. From the
butchered entrails of the huge python
a small hand protruded. Upon the
third finger of that hand, obscured but
not hidden by digestive slime, there
was a platinum ring with an emerald
setting! Fleet passed his hand before
his eyes and backed away. The big
Irish crew foreman gasped.

“Lord! So that's why we couldn’t
find him!”

Valente and Buck lifted Ravelle
from the floor and carried him to his
berth. Freed of the crushing embrace
of the python, Ravelle’'s lungs groped
for air. His chest heaved and his eyes
fluttered open. Abruptly, with Ra-
velle's returning consciousness, the
chattering of the dummy ceased.

“You stay here with Jerry, Syd,”
Valente said. “Buck and | will drag
that thing out of the corridor before
someone sees it.”

Valente and Buck left the compart-
ment. Dragging and carrying the limp
form of the dying python, they pro-
ceeded toward Valente's car. Ravelle
looked up at Syd Fleet. Struggling
for speech, he could only whisper.

“Fleet—you go—see—about Del-
phine—"
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While Fleet was gone, Ravelle lay
still upon the berth, breathing deeply.
As suddenly as they had blanked out,
the train lights came on again. A mo-
ment later Fleet returned to Ravelle’s
compartment, and he held four shape-
less, paunchy things in his hands.

“Well,” Fleet said, “there’s Zellina's
vampire.”

Ravelle blinked against the bright-
ness of the sudden light and stared.

“Leeches!” he exclaimed. “God!
Four of them!”

Fleet nodded, looking down at the
four fat leeches in his hands, their
parchment skins bloated to bursting
with Delphine’s blood.

“These were what made the marks
on Delphine’s throat. Petty must have
sneaked into her tent last night be-
tween shows and started his devilish
work with Kim. That probably fright-
ened Delphine, and she fainted. Then
Petty set these things on her.”

“But,” Ravelle objected, “they
weren’'t on her when | found her lying
in her tent. How could they get there
the second time, unless you can be-
lieve that Kim—"

“l1 don't know,” Fleet replied. “I
heard a noise up in the baggage car.
I went in there and started looking
around, but it was dark. And then
Zellina got me with the needle, and |
barely got back to my berth before |
passed out.”

“Delphine?” Ravelle asked. “She—
she’ll be—all right?”

Fleet nodded. “Fright, and the loss
of blood—that's all that's wrong with
her.”

Ravelle suddenly remembered Zel-
lina, lying in the corridor in the for-
ward car. “You'd better go move the
body out of sight,” he said. “It’s near
morning and we can’'t leave her lying
there for the whole crew to see.”

After Fleet had gone, Ravelle felt
his strength returning. He struggled
to a sitting position and his dazed eyes
peered out into the shadows of the
corridor. He braced himself with his
arms against the swaying motion of
the speeding train and tried to piece
together some reason from the maca-
bre scenes of the night’'s maelstrom.

At thought of the midget’s body in-
side the huge python a shudder of hor-

STORIES

ror swept over Ravelle. Whoever had
planned that, the thing must have been
done before the train left Ransburg.
It must have been Zellina who slipped
into the baggage car and released the
python from its cage. Fleet almost
discovered her, but she had come pre-
pared.

But—even though she feared and
hated him, Zellina would not have
murdered Petty by forcing him be-
tween the python’s jaws. Whether the
snake girl was a willing accomplice of
the midget, or was still acting under
the spell of his evil influence, neither
mattered now. Ravelle tried to thrust
away the vision of her crushed and
lifeless form lying in the vestibule.

STIFLED scream sounded from

the cars ahead. Ravelle jerked
to his feet and lurched to the door-
way, grasping at the frame for sup-
port. The choked cry came again, and
he staggered along the corridor to-
ward the sound. Far ahead on the train
a door swung open. Vaguely, Ravelle
realized it was the door to Marcia’s
compartment.

He gritted his teeth and pressed on
As he neared the compartment o;
Petty’s blond assistant, the weird ﬁg
ure of Kim edged into the passage
way. Ravelle saw the twisted features
of the midget surmounting the shuf
fling figure! He saw the marionette’s
arm swing up and back, and the glint
of a shiny blade flash in its flight to
ward him.

Again the rattle of raucous laugh-
ter, and the sing of sharp steel through
the air. The blade arced upward in its
passage and the hilt crashed against a
light bulb on the corridor ceiling
Amid the tinkle of falling glass, the
knife fell at Ravelle’s feet.

He snatched it up and advanced to-
ward the marionette, who darted back
into Marcia’'s compartment, slamming
and latching the door behind him. A
moment later Ravelle’s shoulder
crashed into the thin paneling of the
door. It splintered open and Ravelle
burst into the compartment. His hand
found the switch and he snapped on
the light to see Marcia crumpled on
the berth, struggling in the fiendish
grasp of the mad marionette. The
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thing’s fingers were at her white throat
and its uncanny strength silenced her
frantic cries.

Her flailing arms sank limply to the
berth and then Ravelle was upon the
haunted thing of cloth and sawdust.

He grasped the puppet figure and
dragged it from its victim. The long
slim blade of the knife sank into Kim’s
chest, and Ravelle ripped it free and
slashed again. As Ravelle stared down
at the lifelike face, the lips parted and
its fiendish cackle echoed in the com-
partment. The knife in Jerry’s hand
ripped and stabbed at the struggling
figure, but the slashing had no more
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within the marionette. Only blood
will banish the midget’s evil soul.”

The old fortune teller came close
and took the knife from Jerry’s hand.
As she held it poised over the mario-
nette Ravelle saw that in her other
hand she held one of the blood-bloated
leeches.

Slowly Nadji's thin lips moved in a
weird incantation. With the sharp
point of the knife she pricked the
parchment skin of the blood sucker.
As the gore dripped down over the
twisted features, a horrific death cry
welled from the lips of the marionette.
The leering expression of the midget
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effect than a bullet through the wraith-
like form of a phantom.

Dimly, Ravelle realized that Gipsy
Nadji had entered the compartment,
and that Sam Valente stood in the
doorway. Hateful, unbelievable words,
in Napoleon Petty’s voice, came from
the writhing marionette.

“Marcia—you forced me into Gazu's
cage—you thought by murdering me
you could break my hold over you.
But even in death | come back—to
strangle the life out of your beautiful
white body—"

Again the knife in Ravelle’'s hand
flashed downward, but Nadji's voice
sounded at his elbow.

“The knife will not harm the demon

faded from the features, leaving only
the painted puppet face of Kim. A mo-
ment later the thing’s struggles ceased.
Ravelle let it slip limply to the floor
of the compartment, a lifeless sawdust
figure, defying the fact that it could
ever have possessed even a semblance
of life.

And indeed, an hour later, they
would still be asking each other: “Did
you really see? Was it true? Did it
really happen?” and look at each other
in wild surmise.

Marcia rose very weakly from
the berth. "Was that true?” Valente
asked. “l mean what Petty—what it

said about feeding the midget to the
python?”
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The girl's dazed eyes went from the
riddled marionette to Ravelle, and
then to Valente. Up ahead the whistle
of the engine blasted a signal. The
first light of dawn stole through the
windows of the carnival cars. Marcia’s
heavy lids drooped and she sank back
upon the berth.

She nodded. “Yes, | did it. 1 knew
as long as he lived 1 would have no
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freedom. | couldn't stand it any
longer. 1—”

“That's enough,” Valente cut in. “In
a couple of hours we’ll be in Victor-
ville, and I'll have to report the—the
accident. Gazu got loose and killed
his mistress. He swallowed the midget.
That’'s the way it was.” Valente
shrugged wearily. “Well, I'm glad

it's over.”
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A hellish brew seethed from
the iron cauldron

ELL, that's how it started.

There | was, alone in the

house, and there was this
Voice—a voice without a body—talk-
ing to me as though it had known
me all its life.

“Good evening, Mr. Stewart,” it
said, and 1 dropped the book I was
reading and looked at the radio. Yes,
it was switched off, all right. But—

“Please don't be alarmed,” contin-
ued the Voice.

I jumped, genuinely startled this
time. For the Voice had spoken from
a space midway between myself and
the fireplace. Before | had time to
think, it went on.

“Please don’t be alarmed. I'm not

a ghost. Honestly. I'm just a human
being.”
Even now | can recall the exact

memory of that mysterious Voice—
human words tinged with bitterness,
self-pity, pleading. There was noth-
ing sinister about it, in spite of the
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fact that it spoke from the empty air.
| braced myself.

“Who—who in the name of God
are you?” | demanded.

And then it sighed; sighed with
relief, and told me that it had been
shunned by its fellow men for the
last two years. It pleaded with me
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to listen to a story—the story of how
it lost its body!

I think I was stunned into submis-
sion, | nodded my head weakly,
thanked heaven that my wife was
staying with an ailing sister. The
soft voice began its tale, and reality
sank into the background of my con-
sciousness as | discussed the unreal
with the intangible.

His name, he said, was Albert Foth-
ergill. Two years before, he had been
a normal, middle-aged man, a teller
in a small branch of the First National
Bank. He was married—or rather,
shackled—to a tyrant. His wife,
Alice, had been a veritable amazon.
Tall, overbearing, her suppression of
her husband’s interests had resulted
in his pursuit of quiet, secret hobbies
unknown to her.

Albert Fothergill became a wor-
shiper at the shrine of the second-
hand book shops. He would spend
hours poring over dusty volumes,
shiver in a draughty shop rather than
go home to his shrewish wife. Yet to
buy books was to waste money. Lit-
erally; for Alice would only burn
them or throw them out. AIll books,
whether literature or trash, were rub-
bish to her material mind.

And then one day Albert Fothergill
found a small thin volume, bound in
well-worn leather. There was no title
on the once gold-blocked back bind-
ing. Anything which may have been
embossed on the cover had been worn
off long ago, together with the sur-
face of the leather. Even the title
page and several of the early pages
of the book were missing.

So that Albert Fothergill never
knew the name of the book which
was to alter the whole course of his
life, nor the name of the person who
wrote it.

IT WAS an old book and it fasci-
nated him.

“You know the sort of thing,” he
explained, still speaking from his in-
visible position in mid-air. “You
know—the letter ‘s’ printed as an T
in old English. And the old type of
spelling. ‘Ye olde’ and so forth. It
intrigued me from the beginning. |
just had to buy it. 1 wish now that

STORIES

I'd never seen it. Because—it was a
book on witchcraft.”

He grew silent. Throughout the
telling of his story he was forever
breaking off, or running off the main
thread into another subject.

When he continued, he told me of
the subterfuge with which he had
sneaked the book into the house. It
had lain in his drawer at the bank
for weeks before the opportunity
arose. Then, when the spring was
approaching, Alice told him to buy
some grass seed and resow the lawn.
He consented readily.

“1 bought the seed the next day,”
Fothergill’'s voice went on, “during
the lunch hour. That afternoon in
the bank, when everybody else had
gone home, | stuffed the book well
down into the middle of the seed.
And when | reached home, | took the
seed bag straight down the back gar-
den into the shed.”

“W'hat did your wife say?” | asked
bluntly.

“Wipe your feet,” he replied, mirth-
lessly. He paused again. Then, “No,
I knew she wouldn’'t be suspicious.
She once led me a dog'’s life for weeks
because | brought some bulbs into the
house. Well—I1 told her I'd bought
the seed, and gave her the change,
which she counted. That's the way
she was, you know.”

But he managed to find time to look
at his precious book, sneaking down
to the shed, ostensibly to tend some
potted plants. There were a few
“spells” in that book. Some of them
were curses, others recipes for heal-
ing or changing one’'s appearance—
even flying. But there was one which
fascinated Albert Fothergill most of
all.

It was
LITYE.”

The spell itself was written in the
form of a verse. Fothergill could not
remember it completely; which, he
said, was fortunate.

“God forbid that I should be re-
sponsible for anybody else falling
into my predicament,” were his actual
words.

He told me some of that verse, how-
ever, giving me the spelling as far as
he could remember it.

headed “IMMORTAL-
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Take ye Herte of ain Tode, of ain Beetel
ys Wynges.

Ain Snaele and ain Slugge, sefon Waspes
yeyre Stynges.

Ain Ader, ys Skynne, ye Eyne of ain
Batte,

Ye Clawe of ain Owle, ye Bludde of ain
Catte.

Boyle yem and Boyle yn ain new iron
Potte.

Droppe yn ye Bladder when smokynge
hotte.

E “bladder” referred to in the
last line was a piece of stretched
and dried pig’s bladder on which the
necromancer—he who was to practice
those weird rites—had to trace a de-
sign. This design took the form of
a border composed of cabalistic sym-
bols, a space being left in the center
of the bottom edge. The verse, to-
gether with several “magic” words,
had to be written in the middle of
the parchment.

“It was a long and complicated
business,” Albert Fothergill said.
“The bladder was no good unless it
came from a young sow. Best re-
sults could be obtained with a male
toad, and so on. Everything so that
the parchment was dropped in on the
instant of high noon. | was lucky
in that respect. Or perhaps unlucky.”

“Why?”
“Well, I rather expected it to be
midnight. These things usually are,

you know. But the fact that it said
noon meant that | could do it all with-
out Alice’s knowledge. You see, Sun-
day was my only day off, and Alice
rarely got up before twelve on Sun-
days.

“1 became obsessed with the idea
of immortality. So | began collect-
ing the indicated ingredients. Some-
how, without actually thinking about
it, 1 had made up my mind that |
was going to become immortal.

“1t was a difficult task, and it took
me close on to ten months. The snail,
the slug and the bat's eyes | had to
preserve in little bottles of alcohol.
Perhaps it was the alcohol that made
the spell go wrong. That :s, if it did
go wrong—"

The Voice trailed off again. |
waited patiently for a few minutes,
thinking he would go on. Eventually
I began to think | had been dreaming

it, after all, and that there was no
such thing as a Voice that had been
Albert Fothergill.

“Tell me,” | urged to test the real-
ity of that Voice. “Why did you
have to leave a space in the border
of the design?”

And Fothergill replied: “That, of
all the things | had to do, nearly
put me off. | had to write in that
space the name of an enemy. | don't
know why, even now. But | hesi-
tated, because | had no enemies that

I knew of. Finally—” His Voice
dwindled into silence.

“Yes, yes!” | pressed. “What did
you do?”

“|—wrote—the—name—Alice,” he
replied slowly.

I think | shuddered at that. But
I had to keep urging him on, bring-
ing him back to the point where he
had left off, to reassure my own
senses.

My mind was uneasy.

“1 had the bottles and things hid-
den in the shed in the garden,” Albert
Fothergill continued, after a pause,
“under some old sacks. | could
hardly wait for Sunday to come.
When the day did arrive, | took Alice
her breakfast in bed. Only, 1 pur-
posely delayed it to make sure that
she would stay in bed. She did,
more’s the pity—"

1WAITED for him to go on.
“Well, at half-past eleven | took
the new iron pot | had bought for
Alice—as a surprise—and went down
to the shed. There was an old coal
stove in there, which | had cleaned
out and filled with coal during the
week. | dropped in the ingredients
in the order in which they came in
the verse, wiping off the alcohol on
my handkerchief.

“The beetle’s wings and the wasp
stings were in a matchbox under a
sack of leaf-mold. At first I couldn’t
find it, and nearly upset everything
in my panic. And then, finally, the
cat’s blood. It was in an old milk
bottle.”

He paused again. “l was always
squeamish about such things,” he
went on. “How | ever managed to
kill that cat and drain its blood, I
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can't imagine. Even the handling of
the snail almost made me sick.

“But at last the revolting mess was
in the pot. | set it on the roaring
flame of the coal stove, which was
working for once. The stuff began
to boil at ten to twelve. It was too
early, so | banked the flame.”

The Voice became more tense. “Be-
lieve me, I was in an absolute fever
of excitement. | kept darting glances
toward the house to see if Alice was
up. | could hear the man next door
mowing his grass, and | was terrified
in case he should see me or hear the
stove boiling.

“The smell from the pot was nau-
seating, overpowering. And all the
while the flames were roaring and
that lawnmower outside chattering—
a fit accompaniment to the working of
a spell. Time after time, some streak
of caution in me urged me to give
the whole business up. But | had to
go on. | had gone too far now to
halt. It seemed as if | were in the
grip of something | could not possi-

bly control.
“Then, at two minutes to twelve,”
said Albert Fothergill, “I shoveled in

more coal, making that stove into a
miniature furnace. The horrible red
brew frothed and swirled and came
rushing up the sides of the pot in
little pink, steaming bubbles. Clouds
of sickening vapor enveloped my
head.

“As if in a dream, | dropped the
piece of bladder bearing Alice’s name
into the bubbling middle. The hell-
ish brew seemed to come flooding up
over me then, blacking out every-
thing—

“Well, that's all |
Voice murmured.

Neither of us spoke for some time.
The ticking of the clock on the man-
telpiece was like a death knell. |
was the first to break the silence.

“When you woke up—" | prompted.

“When 1 woke up,” Albert Foth-
ergill continued in a low voice, “I
found myself staring into the hub of
a huge garden roller. Everything was
hazy, and it took me several minutes
to realize that the roller was where
my body should be. Some sort of
mental reflex made me attempt to

remember,” the

STORIES

push the roller away. It was then
I found that | hadn’'t any hands.”

“No hands,

T HE Voice shuddered.
Oh,

no arms, no body—nothing!
my God!”

I was so tense, | could not say a
word.

“It all came back to me then,”
Fothergill went on presently. “The
whole thing. All that filthy, bubbling
witch-broth in the pot-cauldron. This,
then, was the result. And this the
price | had to pay! My mind still
worked as it had done before. It
thought in terms of the old order of
things—hands and feet and legs.

“1 tried standing up, found that I
could move in space by the mere effort
of will. Just like you can drive a car
without realizing the co-ordination of
mind, eye and muscle.”

“What had happened to the boiler
and all that other stuff?” 1 found
myself asking.

“That was another thing,” he re-
plied. “It was all gone. Everything
was gone! Not only the experiment,
you understand—everything! All my
tools and plants and things. And that
roller wasn't mine. There was a
brand-new lawnmower, too—a thing |
had never possessed. Only the shed
itself was the same.”

The Voice paused a moment. “I
walked into the garden and found
everything altered there, too. And
then | realized that | had walked
through the solid wall of the shed.

Not walked. You know— passed
through.
“Well, I went into the house. Here

again it was all so different. This
wasn’'t my dining room, nor this my
hall. The same place, you under-
stand, but different furniture, new
decorations. And in the kitchen—
well, the pleasant young woman who
sang as she baked her cakes certainly
was not my wife.

“l1 forgot myself and spoke to her.
I don’t recall now what | said. It
doesn’t matter—anything would have
had equally disastrous results. She
screamed and dropped a dish full of
eggs, and ran hysterically into the
garden.”

Fothergill spoke unhappily. “I left
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her there and looked around the
house. The whole place was altered.
Only the shape remained. And in
one corner of the lounge there was a
calendar. You see, | worked that
spell on January the ninth. And the
date on the calendar was January the
tenth. Not only that, but the year
was wrong. | had slept for a year
and a day—"

That was the main part of Albert
Fothergill’s story. When | per-
suaded him to continue, he told me
of the despair with which he had
gone around, all day, all night—sleep
was now impossible and unnecessary
—speaking to people he only suc-
ceeded in frightening. Strangely
enough, he found that scientifically
minded intellectuals were the hardest
to approach; idiots and drunkards the
easiest. And then he discovered me.

“But,” | demanded, “what made you
tackle me! I'm neither idiot nor
drunkard—nor, for that matter, an in-
tellectual, with or without scientific
mind! I'm just an ordinary human
being.”

Y PROTEST did not go un-
M answered. “l've been follow-
ing you about for weeks,” the Voice
said simply. “Everywhere you went
—even to bed. You crossed my path
by accident. 1 kept you under ob-
servation just as | have done with
everybody else. In your case | was
lucky, thank God. After two whole
years of wandering.”

The idea of his following me for
so long without my being aware of it
was extremely uncomfortable, but |
made no comment.

We discussed his intangibility then
at some length.

“But how on earth,” 1 remember
saying, “can you speak without a
mouth, without lungs? How can you
see without eyes, hear without ears—
do any of these things without a
brain ?”

He sighed, and | could imagine him

forlornly shrugging his invisible
shoulders. “Heaven alone knows,” he
replied sadly.

I suggested to him some fourth-
dimensional theory along the lines
that he might be halfway into a world

We argued over
Until long past

of four dimensions.
that for a long time.
midnight, in fact.

The fire had gone out now and |
felt chilly. 1 thought again how for-
tunate | was that my wife was staying
with her sister. | made another fire
and brewed a small pot of tea. And
all the while we talked. Talked,
talked, talked.

And then he told me what he
wanted me to do. With a note of
irresistible desperation in his voice,
he pleaded with me to make some at-

tempt to find his wife. To find,
through her, the book.
“But why?” | demanded. “What

good can it do you now?”

“The antidote. Another spell to
reverse all this. To bring me back
to normality. Oh, please, please say
you'll do it!”

“But how can you work the spell
as you are?”

Fothergill had become desperate.
“You can do it for me. You can be
my savior. Please, please! I'll do
anything you ask!”

I could not resist the pleading note.
I told him I would do it. He made
me take a Bible and swear to do any-
thing he asked me, on condition—this
was my qualification—that I was not
endangered in any way.

The clock struck seven as | swore
the oath, my left hand on the book,
my right upraised. It was morning.
I opened the curtains and let the sun
stream in, yawned my excuses and
toiled wearily up to the bathroom for
a cold shower.

| shall never forget that day. |
felt tired and emotionally all in. And
Albert Fothergill’'s voice came with
me to my office. He kept murmuring
to me close to my ear; whispering.
At times he was as excited as a child
at the circus—and at such times he
spoke too loud.

W HEN that happened, my com-
panions looked at me strangely.
Worse still, the boss heard. 1 went
out for a smoke, waited until 1 was
alone, and then told Albert Fothergill
that it wouldn’t do. It wasn't good
enough. As it was, | felt | couldn’t
face the other men.
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| stayed out for some time and
when | went back | went straight over
to the boss, pleading sickness and
asking to be allowed to go home. |
must have looked pretty low, having
had no sleep, for the boss regarded
me keenly and told me | could go,
muttering something about “go to
bed early.”

I thanked him, put on my hat and
coat, and left. | did not go home,
however, but crossed the road to a
cafe and sat in a secluded alcove with
a large cup of black coffee.

As soon as the waitress was out
of earshot, | took my courage in hand.

“Now,” | said to Albert Fothergill,
speaking very softly.

“I'm here,” he replied.

“You must speak quietly,” 1 almost
hissed. “Or you’ll have me arrested.
Where is it you want me to go?”

“You mean—"

“1 mean, | want to get this business
over and done with,” | snapped. “A
few days of this would drive me
crazy!”

He was silent for a few seconds
before giving me the address. | wrote
it down in my notebook and added
particulars regarding him and his
wife. We arranged everything be-
fore leaving, and | managed to extract

a promise from him that he would
not speak to me until 1 spoke first
to him.

He lived—or he had lived—out in
the suburbs. The house, when we
reached it, proved to be one of many
semi-detached bungalows. | stood at
the gate and murmured a reminder of
his promise. Then | opened the gate,
walked up the garden path and rang
the bell.

| felt extremely nervous, and only
my vow to help Albert Fothergill
prevented me from running away.
Waiting there for the door to open
was one of the worst experiences of
my life.

And then | heard footsteps along
the hall, the sliding of the lock. A
tall young man, about thirty years of
age, opened the door. He stood there,
holding it open, his other hand deep
in his trousers’ pocket, a query in the
gray eyes behind the horn-rimmed
glasses.

“Er—Mr. Fothergill?” | asked, feel-
ing every inch a hypocrite. “My name
is Matthews.”

E hesitated, licked his lips.

_“Well—1—1— Won't you

come in?”
“Thanks. I'm Mrs. Fothergill's cou-
sin, you know,” | said as he showed

me into the lounge. “Jack Matthews.
From Canada.”

He was still uncertain. His mouth
worked over possible things to say.
His wife saved him. She came in,
smoothing her shapely hands down a
gingham apron she had obviously just

put on.
“This is Mrs. Fothergill's cousin,
Ethel,” the young man explained.

“From Canada.”

“Oh, my dear!” exclaimed Ethel,
looking at me with genuine concern.

She was very pretty and had wide
brown eyes. | felt like a heel, lying
to them both like this. But the lie
had to be kept up. | had to break
this awful silence.

“But aren't you—" | began.

“Well,” Ethel replied. “Well—we

—you see— Oh, this is awful! You
tell him, Frank.”
“Well, I'm afraid we've got pretty

bad news for you,” Frank commenced,

biting his lip. He became even more
awkward, toying nervously with his
glasses.

“1—Mr. Fothergill and his wife

don’t live here now, you know.”

I could only stand and wait for him
to continue, avoiding their eyes.

“You see,” he went on, “Mr. Fother-
gill disappeared about three years
ago. It was in all the papers,” he
added lamely.

“Indeed?” | replied. “I didn't see
it.” This part at least was true.

“Oh, yes. It was really a mystery.
The man next door saw a cloud of
black smoke hanging around the shed.
He jumped over the fence and rushed
into the shed, but there was nothing
there. Only an old coal stove which
smelled as if it had just gone out,
and an empty coal scuttle.”

“An empty coal scuttle!" | echoed.

“One of those things like a boiler.
Apart from that, there was nothing,
except for the usual tools and things
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and a few odds and ends. Bottles of
—well, alcohol, it turned out to be.
So Mr. Graham—that's the man next
door—Mr. Graham dashed into the
house and heard someone screaming
upstairs.”

I could hear the sound of hoarse
breathing close to my ear, and prayed
fervently that Albert Fothergill
would not say anything now.

“It was Mrs. Fothergill,” Frank ex-
plained nervously. “She was sitting
up in bed, screaming. There were
breakfast things all over the place.
Of course they called the doctor in.”

GAIN he hesitated.
“Go on,” | urged him. “Tell
me.”

“Well—you see, they don't know
what is the matter with her. After
she calmed down, she became sort of
—well, quiet.” He laughed uncom-
fortably. “Unnaturally quiet. She
hasn’'t spoken a word since.”

“You mean she’'s dumb?” 1 de-
manded. “Without speech?”

“Not that exactly. She doesn’t do
anything but sit and stare. If you
speak to her, she doesn’'t hear you.
She doesn’t speak at all. She’s not
blind, If you hold a match before
her, she follows it with her eyes. But
there’s no expression in them. She's
somehow—empty.

“Ethel and | have been to see her.
We used to live across the road.”

He seemed eager to change the sub-
ject.

“You see, after the accident, nobody
would take the house. And Ethel and
I—well, we hadn’'t much, and we got
it cheap. But there’'s nothing wrong

with the place, believe me. Although
Ethel thought she heard something
once. | told her—~

“But my cousin!” | exclaimed.
“Where is she? | must see her!”

Ethel came and stood before me,
taking both my hands in hers.

“I'm sorry for you,” she murmured.
“You must be brave. She’s in a men-
tal home. It's better for her there,
you know. And if | were you, I
should like to remember her as she
was. | shouldn’t go to see her.”

“But why?” | asked. “She’'s my
own cousin.”

Frank joined his wife. “She—" he
began. “She’s like a woman without
a soul,” he blurted out.

I heard Albert Fothergill sob. |
think the young married couple
thought it came from me. They asked
me to have some tea, but | declined,
acting as grief-stricken as 1| could.
They sympathized and gave me the
address of the mental home, and |
left that house immediately. . . .

That sob was the last | ever heard
of Albert Fothergill. 1 did not speak
until 1 reached home. And he did
not answer me. | addressed him sev-
eral times then, but with the same
result. 1 think now that he left me
when | heard him sob.

But of this I am certain. Some-
where in this world Albert Fothergill
roams at large. Perhaps he is in that
insane asylum, pleading with his
speechless wife. Perhaps he wanders
here and there, immortal, lonely, a
voice without a body.

At this moment, for all I know, he
may be reading these very words |
have set down over my shoulder.

CLOTHESPIN m t
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His brain was like a receiving set

George Bain Found He Could
Read Anybody Else’s Mind—
but Couldn't Understand His Own

other roadster as they burst into light

and roaring sound when they smashed

into each other. Since then there had

been only soundless darkness. But

E SEEMED, over a long now he could hear a roaring in his

period of time, to be think- head. He knew he was lying some-

ing that something terrible where and there was a pressure on his

must have happened to him. Theftherist; something was holding it.
remembered the crash—his car and the After another long interval he tried
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opening his eyes. In a moment he was
sure he had them open, but there was
nothing to see except a blur of light,
and shadows that swam before him.

It was strange that he knew so little
of everything about him. He decided
to wait before trying to move, because
the blur of light and shadows seemed
to be steadying a little.

Then he heard a soft, soothing voice.
“You're quite all right now, Mr. Bain.
Just lie quiet.”

He knew, after awhile, that the voice
was a hospital nurse who was sitting
beside him with her fingers on his
pulse while he came out from under
the anesthetic. And then he remem-
bered that after the accident he had
had to have an operation. . ..

The full strangeness of the thing
that had happened to him did not come
to young George Bain until more than
two weeks later. The day he was dis-
charged from the hospital. But he
had had warnings of it. From the be-
ginning he had vaguely sensed that
something was wrong. It grew on him,
so that for the last several days of his
convalescence he had been increas-
ingly puzzled over something queer in
his head.

His thoughts seemed confused. Once
or twice he had almost believed that
he was trying to think about two or
three things at once. Quite different
things, as though he had two or three
brains simultaneously working, mix-
ing him up.

That had frightened him. Was
something wrong with his mind? It
was particularly alarming because the
operation he had just had was to re-
lieve—as he vaguely understood—
some sort of bone pressure and con-
gestion of the circulation in his brain,
a result of the accident.

George Bain was a big, quite hand-
some fellow, six feet one, blond and
athletic. Now, at twenty-six, he was
still a bachelor. Fate had bereft him
of most of his relatives. He had none,
here in New York.

But he had a host of friends and
few money worries, because he had in-
herited a very comfortable fortune
from his dead father and mother. It
struck him now that it would be a
great tragedy if anything went wrong

with his mind, just when he felt that
he had everything to live for.

Bain said nothing to his nurse about
being frightened. But in reality he
was horribly apprehensive. There was
something absolutely wrong with his
thoughts. He couldn’t escape them.
When he was alone it was all right;
but when he talked to people he seemed
instantly to get mentally confused.

Instinctively, he concealed it. And
that frightened him more: insane peo-
ple always tried to hide their abnor-
mality, and he knew that sometimes
they showed extreme cleverness in do-
ing so. An abnormal cleverness.

Was he going insane?

He decided, that last day at the hos-
pital, to question his doctor. But he
would do it carefully, so that the doc-
tor would suspect nothing.

AIN was fully dressed, in his
wheel-chair, ready to leave.

“Good job you did for me, Doctor,”
he smiled. He stretched his big arms.
“I'm really feeling fit as a fiddle, you
know.”

“You will be, in aweek or two more
when you get your strength back,” the
doctor said.

“And tell me, doctor—an operation
like that—wasn't it really danger-
ous?” He tried to laugh lightly. “Now
that it's all over, you might as well tell
me the truth, eh, Doc? That was pretty
ticklish work you did on me, wasn't
it?”

The physician chuckled. “It could
have been damned dangerous. But in
your case, as it turned out, it wasn't.”

“The old bean, then, is okay?” Bain
said jocularly. “Not a chance that—
that something might go wrong with
me later on?” He held his breath.

“Not a chance,” the doctor said.

“We hope!”

The two words leaped at Bain, so
startling him that he sucked in his
breath and his knuckles whitened as
he tightened his grip on the wheels of
his chair. It was almost as though a
third person had spoken. But there
was no one else there!

Then he realized that they had been
soundless words; that he hadn’t heard
them in his ears—but in his brain! A
sudden knowledge embodied in those
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two words had reached his mind by a
more direct route than through his
ears.

He knew then that he had heard the
doctor’s thoughts!

That was the beginning. Young
George Bain was an intelligent fellow.
His mind ordinarily was logical, ana-
lytical. At first the utter confusion of
the weird thing terrified him. It be-
came immediately worse, after that
conversation with the doctor, because
now that he had recognized it for what
it was, he found outside thoughts com-
ing into his head in such profusion
that his mind was in utter chaos. It
was somewhat like a radio tuned softly
to all the stations on the dial at once.

But Bain was too intelligent to let
himself get stampeded by his fright.
It made him feel almost hysterical,
but he fought grimly against it. Alone
in his luxurious little apartment in his
New York club, with all the alien
thoughts shut out, he sat down to pon-
der his situation.

He understood fairly well now the
conditions under which his strange
gift was operating. People’s thoughts
were reaching him with a clarity al-
most comparable to spoken words
heard with the ears. But distance af-
fected this strange telepathy. Several
times, in the public rooms of the club
when they were comparatively empty,
Bain had practiced this new mental

power.
And it was a weird, mysterious
thing indeed. Beyond ten feet, the

thoughts were like a little murmur in
his head, and he soon got so he could
ignore them. He found, too, that the
angle of his head, upright or tilted, or
turned a trifle sideward to the source
of the incoming thoughts, affected the
strength of the reception. That, too,
Bain practiced.

Within a week or two he was pro-
ficient in handling his gift. The
strangeness of it—the confusion in his
mind—was very nearly gone now. He
could mingle with people, shutting
out the thoughts of most of them, tilt-
ing his head to get just those he
wanted.

How amusing it was to hear the
club’s headwaiter talking to the man-
ager—obsequious words, with the

waiter's thoughts so profanely con-
temptuous that the manager would
have fired him in ten seconds if he
could have known what his employee
was thinking about him!

HAT a gift was this which had

been bestowed so mysteriously

upon George Bain! A wonderful gift,

indeed. The man who knew every-
thing!

Bain’s terror had long since passed

'now. There was within him only tri-

umph. He felt exalted. Omnipotent.
A mortal apart from all others. Su-
perior, with a gift that would give
him a power to accomplish heaven
knew what.

Mingled with Bain’s triumph there
was only one little blighting thought.
His physician had said that his mind
was in no danger of becoming unbal-
anced, after the accident and the suc-
cessful operation.

But the doctor’s
added: “We hope!"

Memory of that disturbed Bain a
little. Was this the preface to insan-
ity? He flung away the idea. Certainly
his mind had never worked more
clearly than now. There was nothing
in this telepathic ability of his that
had anything to do with insanity.

But how, actually, was the weird
thing working? He went, finally, to a
professional expert on mind-reading.

“Tell me how a person goes about
reading another person’s thoughts,”
he demanded.

“It is the power of personality,” the
Swami said smoothly. “A gift which
we of the Orient have developed. The
strong mind that absorbs from the
weak.”

The impressively garbed Hindu
talked of things occult in big words
for a long time.

“You understand me?” he finished.

“Er—yes, | guess | do,” Bain de-
clared.

“The hell you do,” the Swami
thought. “If I don't, how could you?”

After that, Bain went to a scientist.

“The secret of telepathy was really
discovered by Sir William Crooks
many years ago,” the scientist ex-
plained, “at about the time he was per-
fecting the fluorescence—the bom-

thoughts had
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bardment of electrons— in what we
now call the Crook’s tube.

"It was just about then, as | recall,
when Crooks announced to the world
of science that thoughts are actually
vibrations. Infinitely tiny—infinitely
rapid—but nevertheless tangible vi-
brations somewhat akin to light and
sound, the radio, the X-ray.”

“And all you would need is a re-
ceiving station,” George Bain said.

“Exactly, Mr. Bain. There is much
talk of people who love each other—
or who know each other very well—
being naturally telepathic. That is a
coincidence of thought, not a trans-
ference. They think alike, so they
have a chance of guessing correctly
what the other might be thinking.

“The real facts are in line with Sir
William  Crooks’' discovery — that
thoughts are vibrations. If we could
receive them—which we cannot—"

“Maybe, some day, somebody will
come along whose head is just nat-
urally a receiving station for those
vibrations,” Bain said gravely.

“Maybe,” the scientist agreed. “It's
an old platitude, that everything is
possible.”

“Is this fellow a nut?” the scientist
thought. “Why does he tilt his head
at me like that?”

BAIN said little more, and pres-
ently he departed. More than
ever now he was pleased with his
heaven-sent gift. And he realized that
it was time he was putting it to some
good use. Why not make a huge for-
tune? That would be easy. He had,
so far during his experiments, kept
away from all his friends and acquain-
tances.

But he knew casually several finan-
ciers. Multi-millionaires. The big
boys. He'd play the market. Why not?
That was simple and quick. A tip
from any captain of industry would do
the trick. Not the kind of tip you got
by asking for it. Oh, no. With this
heaven-sent gift of his, he could probe
a lot deeper than that!

“I'm thinking of taking a little
flyer,” he said confidentially to J.
Wellington Reeves, multi-millionaire
speculator. “Just a few thousand,
you know. What should | buy?”

“Well, let's see, Bain.” The big
speculator pondered impressively.
Then he began explaining pompously
about European crises, governmental
handicaps upon business, the stale-
mate in the Far East, and yet the gen-
eral optimism that he said pervaded
the whole American buying public.

“You see, really, everybody believes
that Hitler’'s licked and he knows it,”
the big speculator explained.

“So the market in general is due for
a rise?” young Bain said.

“Well, yes—and no,” the big man
elucidated. “You see, a war would
boom American business. But | don’t
think there’ll be a war. However, for
a real quick killing, buy American

Buttons, common.” He winked. “I've
a reason. You can't lose.”
But he was thinking: “J hope I'm

right!”

“Thanks,” Bain said.

So he didn’'t buy American Buttons.

“It’s easy!” another of the big men
exclaimed. “Glad you came to me,
Bain. We have a little pool—isn't
known, of course. Won't go into the
details. But | don’'t mind telling you
that Consolidated Bread Twist is go-
ing sky-high in another week. Just a
new concern—just a curb stock yet.
Now a few hundred thousand shares
at a cent a share—"

And the big speculator was think-
ing: “Jones, Dugan & Co., with what
they’ve got in it, will certainly jump
Bread Twist to ten cents.”

Bain bought eight thousand dollars
worth of Bread Twist. But his heaven-
sent gift of mind-reading ran into a
snag. There is no human being inde-
pendent of all others in this world.
Bain knew what the speculator knew
—but that didn’t include what Jones,
Dugan & Co. subsequently did.

Bread Twist went to ten cents, all
right, but Jones, Dugan & Co. and
most of the others in the little pool
dumped their holdings at ten cents
so fast that Bread Twist was down to
a quarter of a cent before Bain could
make up his mind to sell. He lost
some six thousand dollars, plus com-
missions.

Queer, it wasn't so easy to get fabu-
lously rich by reading other people’s
minds as he had thought! What an
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intricate world this was! George Bain
went back to his club that night and
brooded over it. He was alone now
more than he used to be. Little things
had happened that were—well, un-
pleasant. . . .

The man who knew everything!

There was that night at the club
when George Bain had given a dinner
to ten of his friends. It was a little
enlightening, not to say disillusion-
ing, when Will Green stood up to pro-
pose a toast to him. The glasses had
clinked, then they had all lustily
sung: “For He's a Jolly Good Fel-
low!”

“Good and rich.”

“Flatter him an’ he’'ll throw a party
every night.”

“Wonder if I could get him drunk
an’ borrow fifty.”

These words—and others that made
him shudder—were popping from dif-
ferent heads to Bain’s. And these were
his best friends! For the rest of that
evening he tilted his head alertly, and
he learned many things. . . .

E was getting a bit lonely now.

What the devil, he certainly
wasn’t cut out to be asucker; and one
by one his so-called friends had re-
vealed themselves in a fashion hor-
ribly disillusioning. And other things
happened, too.

Bain had always thought himself a
handsome fellow. It was annoying to
hear girls thinking of him as a collar
ad. He had thought himself decently
intelligent; but several of his friends
didn’t think so. And three girls were
trying to marry him for his money,
despite their apparently low opinion
of him.

Bain’s self-respect began to weaken.
He found himself now walking with a
furtive air. As though he were a crim-
inal, he seemed afraid to look people
in the face. Then the club manager
one night thought some unpleasant
things.

So Bain moved to another club.
That was a relief—getting away from
those people who knew him, whom he
had believed were his friends; getting
away from those damned waiters who
were polite only so that he would tip
them bigger.

What avast difference it made when
you knew what the other fellow was
really thinking! The whole world
was a pretense! Humanity a fraud!
For hours at a time now Bain would
be lost in hopeless brooding. Was no
one on the level?

Everybody he touched seemed sud-
denly to be a cheat and a liar. Or was
he becoming super-sensitive? Yes,
that was it. Peter Franklin’'s thoughts
yesterday about Bain’s looking like
Hamlet, the Melancholy Dane—that
wasn't exactly insulting.

Normally, if that had been said to
him, Bain would just have laughed
and retorted with a snappy wisecrack.
Franklin just meant it as a joke. Bain
was too touchy now. Damn this telep-
athy, anyway! Nothing was worse
than utter disillusion............

Alone in his bedroom, Bain sat up
abruptly, startled. Damn this telep-
athy? Why, that was absurd! It was
his great gift. It was the thing which
made him so superior to other people.
He was the man who knew every-
thing. . ..

Then Anita came back from visiting
her aunt in San Francisco. Bain had
always been sure that some day he
would propose to little Anita. He had
known her for years. She was only
just eighteen now. He would propose
this year, and she would accept him.
He had always felt sure of that. But
would she?

Somehow he couldn’t feel so sure
of it now. Whatever of conceit, or
self-assurance George Bain had had,
was oozing away from him. People’s
opinion of him was very different
from what all his life he had believed.
Or if Anita did say she loved him,
would her thoughts belie it?

He cursed himself for being so sus-
picious. Surely Anita James wasn't
just a grafting little gold-digger like
those others.

He took her out to dinner, the eve-
ning of the day she arrived.

“Why, George, how you've changed |
You're not ill, are you?”

“No,” he said. “No—I'm all right.”

The lights of the restaurant terrace
were soft. Beyond a little balcony the
moon was shining on the city roof-
tops. Anita James was small, slim
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and dark, and exceedingly pretty. She
had always seemed ready to fall in
love with him. And Bain was so
lonely now—so depressed and really
miserable—that his heart was pound-
ing with the sudden realization that
he loved her very much.

“Anita—"

“Yes, George—"

ESOLUTELY he held his neck

stiff. Somehow he was afraid to
tilt it to the angle that would bring
her thoughts to him.

“Anita—l was thinking—I was
afraid you were thinking, and | didn't
want to listen in—"

“My Lord—he’s crazy as a bedbug,
just like they said!”

He hadn’t wanted it, but despite his
efforts he had caught her thoughts!

“Anita—" He sat stiff, stricken of
ability to say anything.

“George, what's the matter with
you?” she demanded. “You talk so
queer. You—you frighten me.”

“Matter with me? Why—why noth-
mg—lf

“Dear God, is he crazy? That hor-
rible operation— Oh, George!”

He caught the thoughts. With a
rush of anguish to spare himself this
last disillusionment which now he
knew would be all-important to him,
he had tried to blank out his mind.
But they came again, those thoughts.

“Oh, George—my darling—and 1
love you so—"

She loved him! With a little gasp
of fear she was staring at him, clutch-
ing his hand. His own gasp mingled
with hers.

“Anita! Pay the check, will you? 1
—1I'll go get our car. Meet you down-
stairs.”

“George—wait a minute.”

And her thoughts said: “His mind
is wrong since his operation. How
can | dare trust myself—”

“My mind isn't wrong!” he gasped.
“Don’t you say that! I'm not crazy—
not a bit of it!”

“George! My God!

“1 can't tell you now,” he pleaded.
“There’s something weird has hap-
pened to me. I'll tell you in the car—"

He was aware that people at the
nearby tables were staring at them.

With his head cocked to shut away
everybody’s thoughts, he dropped a
bill on the table, told Anita to pay the
check and meet him downstairs. Then
wildly he dashed from her.

He was glad of the darkness of the
car. As he resolutely faced front, with
Anita beside him, he did not get her
thoughts. Just her murmured words.

“George—you feel better now?”

“Yes. Oh, I'm all right. Damn it,
I tell you I'm all rightP He laughed
sardonically. “Wait till we get out
into the country, away from traffic.
I've got enough to distract me, heaven
knows.”

“You—you be
slowly, George.”

Then at last they were in the pale
moonlight, with trees about them and
a lonely road stretching ahead.

“Don’t you want to tell me now?”
she murmured. “What is it? You're
so different—like a different person.”

“And not so nice?” he demanded
caustically. “That's what they all
think.”

Anita James was a forthright girl.
“Well, yes—not so nice,” she ad-
mitted.

“You—you won’t believe this that
I'm going to tell you,” he began un-
steadily. “But it's easy to prove I'm
telling the truth. After the operation,
Anita, | found that | had a great gift.”

That was funny, his calling it a
“gift” still, after what it had done to
him.

“After the operation—"" she prompt-
ed tremulously.

“Yes,” he nodded. “Mysterious
thing, can’'t understand it, but I've got
it. It's a question of vibrations of
thought, Anita. Perfectly rational,
perfectly scientific, except that how
my brain came to be a receiving sta-

careful to drive

tion of thought- vibrations, I'm
damned if | can tell.”
“George—what are you talking

about!”

E steadied himself. As soon as
she knew why he acted so
gueerly, everything would be all right
between them. He drew a long breath
and with a rush he told her.
For a moment she stared at him
with blank incredulity.
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“You—you can read my thoughts,
George?”

“Yes, sure | can.” He turned his
head, and cocked it over a little.

“This is what they call delusions
she was thinking. “A doctor would
know the technical name. J must be
careful to humor him.”

“You don’t have to humor me at
all,” he said calmly. “Don’'t speak.
Just think questions. I'll answer you.”

She couldn’'t help being convinced
when he showed her how simple it
was. Everything was all right now.

And suddenly he had stopped the
car and reached out his arms to her.

“Anita, | want to marry you!”

“You—what?” She was looking at
him as though he were something less
than human.

“You don’'t have to tell me you love
me,” he murmured. “lI heard you
thinking it a while ago. You don't
have to tell me anything you're think-
ing about me. | know it all. We’ll be
married right away—"

But Anita was pushing him from
her. The moonlight through the wind-
shield reflected on her face, glinted in
her eyes which he saw now were star-
ing at him with horror.

“George—let me go! Don’t you dare
touch me!”

“What's the matter? You know I'm
not crazy now. We'll be married—"

“Married!” Then she was laughing
wildly, hysterically. “You want me to
be frank with you?” she demanded.
“Why wouldn’'t I be—you could read
my thoughts anyway if | tried to lie.
Marry you?”

She tried to hold her hysteria in
check. “That's—why that’'s impossi-
ble, George. Marry you and have you
know everything that ever was in my
mind? My God, there’s nobody who
could stand that! We'd hate each
other in a week.”

“Anita!” His voice was vibrant
with anguish.
“It’s true. There's nobody in the

whole world who's so perfect that
they could have all their innermost
thoughts paraded in front of some-
body else. Why, George, there isn't
any man or woman on earth who'll as-
sociate with you, once they find it out!
It's—it's against nature.”

STORIES

Against nature! How bitterly he
had come to know that!

“And you, George,” she was mur-
muring, “you, poor dear—yes, yes |
did love you—"

She had been sitting away from him
as though revolted, but now her hand
went out and touched his arm. “Oh,
George, how terrible it must be for
you! Oh, can't something be done
about it? Another operation—"

He had started the car. Had he
gone mad? Everything she said was
true. He knew it. A wild desperation
was on him.

He felt his foot pressing the accel-

erator down to the floorboard. And
in his anguish he cried out.
“God, you're right, Anita! It's a

curse, and I—I thought at first it was
such a wonderful gift. It's wrecked
my life! Oh God, it's wrecked my
life!”

He was only vaguely aware that the
car was going fast. He hadn't in-
tended any recklessness; bringing
danger to Anita was the last thing he
intended. It was merely that he felt
savage, indignant, outraged; and he
was translating his bitter frustration
into action subconsciously by jam-
ming his foot on the accelerator.

HE car leaped crazily forward on
the lonely dirt road.

“George! Be careful! Stop!”

He was trying to get the rear wheel
out of the shallow ditch. But the car
skidded. He heard Anita scream as it
went off the road. And ironically her
thoughts came to him.

“Just a madman—trying to Kkill—”

The crash as they struck the tree
blotted out her words and the cursed
thoughts. Bain knew that the car was
rolling over, sliding on its side. Then
his head crashed against the interior
of the car door and everything went
out in a burst of light.

There was empty soundless dark-
ness then, out of which he felt him-
self emerging after a while. He
opened his eyes.

“You're all right?
George!”

It was Anita's apprehensive voice;
and he could see now that she was
beside him in an old-fashioned room.

Speak to me;
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“What happened, Anita?” Then he
remembered. “You didn’t get hurt?”

“No, not much,” she said. “The car
turned over—I fell on you. And you
struck your head. I've been so fright-
ened—"

Dizzily he was sitting up. He found
he was on a couch in a farmhouse par-
lor. The farmer and his wife were
there, concerned and helpful.

“The ambulance ought to be here
pretty soon,” the farmer said. “Only
eight miles over from Summerville,
an’ | phoned twenty minutes ago.”

“We won't need any ambulance,”
Bain said. “I'm all right.”

There was a bump and a cut on his
head, but it seemed only a scalp
wound. And then he remembered—

"Anita,” George Bain murmured.
“Thinkhard—and pray. Pray for us!”

He tilted his head to get her
thoughts, with his heart pounding
and his breath stopped. But he

“heard” nothing. His eyes brightened.

“Again, Anita. Come a little closer.
Now, think hard—"

Still, no matter how he turned his
head, nothing registered.

“It’'s gone!” Bain cried triumph-
antly. “l didn’'t hear you think any-
thing. My accursed affliction’s gone!
I'm not the man who knows every-
thing any more! I'm just a regular
mortal. Anita, what were you think-
ing? | couldn’t hear anything at all.”

“1 was thinking that I—1 love you,”
she stammered, blushing furiously.

Thank God he could take her word
for it! He flung his arms around her,
drawing her to him, and his eyes were
wet.

“Harumph!” The farmer cleared
his throat noisily. “Martha, don't we
have to get something to eat for these
young folks?”

Quietly the man and his wife stole
from the room.
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Vengeance by
Proxy

By JOHN BEYNON

Author of “Sleepers of Mars,” “The Secret People,” etc.

AS FAR as Dr. Linton was con-
r-\ cerned it foegaji with the ar-
A- A - rival of the messenger boy.
Telegram from Walter Fisson,
Hotel Princip, Beograd (Belgrade),
Yugo-Slavia, to Dr. Leslie Linton, 84
Nelson Court, London, W. I.:

CAN YOU RECOMMEND MENTAL
SPECIALIST BELGRADE LETTER
FOLLOWS WALTER

Telegram from Dr. Leslie Linton,

London, to Walter Fisson, Beograd:

IF ESSENTIAL DOCTOR BLJED-

OLJE BUT WHY NOT COME HOME
LESLIE
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Letter from Walter Fisson to Dr.
Linton, by Air Mail:

Hotel Princip
Beograd,
Yugo-Slavia.
3rd May, 193—.
Bear Leslie:

Sorry if | alarmed you with the
telegram, but something had to be
done quickly. It's about Elaine.
Shock, | think. | wanted to get her
back home at once, of course, and
booked seats on a plane, but she re-
fused and still refuses to leave here.
I can't understand it at all and am
worried to death about her. The only
thing seemed to be to get a profes-
sional opinion at once.

She’s—well, I hardly know how to
put it—but she’s not herself. | don’t
mean that in the usual sense of the
phrase. It's something much more
literal than that. Heaven knows
what's happened to her, poor darling,
but it frightens me. And I'm cut off
from her, too. | can't even talk to her
properly and try to understand what
the trouble is, nor she to me beyond
a few essentials. She can grasp only
the simplest sentences, spoken slowly
and carefully, and she herself replies
only with a few words in broken Eng-
lish.

Leslie, it doesn't seem possible. |
have heard of rare cases of loss of
memory making one forget his own
language. But this is worse than that
—it's taught her another! Honestly,
there have been times in the last few
days when | have wondered whether
she was not all right and | was going
mad. 1'd better tell you the whole
thing and see what you make of it.

T WAS last Tuesday that it hap-
pened. We'd come from Venice
via Trieste and Fiume right down the
Dalmatian coast to Dubrovnik. In-
stead of continuing along the coast
into Greece, we decided to go up
through the mountains to Serajevo,
on to Belgrade and on along the Dan-
ube towards Bucharest, giving Greece
a miss altogether.
The journey wasn't too bad, except
for the roads, and we got along finely
until just when we were some ten

miles short of a place called Valejo,
about sixty miles from Belgrade it-
self.

We came round a blind corner. We
weren't going fast, .but the road was
loose-surfaced and steep, and to make
it worse there had been a light shower
just before. Just round that corner
was a man crawling on all fours al-
most in the middle of the road. |
braked and pulled across.

I think I'd have cleared him on a
decent road, but as it was the back of
the car swung round and hit him.
Why we didn’t turn over on a slope
like that | don’t know, but we didn't,
and | was just pulling out of the skid
when the front offside wheel fetched
up smack on a mighty boulder.

We got out and ran back to the
man. He was lying sprawled out now,
on his face. Between us we turned
him over and found he was in a nasty
mess, poor chap.

His clothes were rough and cov-
ered with mud, but he was clearly a
cut above the usual peasant, and his
face, what we could see of it for his
beard, was intelligent, but those were
things we only noticed afterwards.
What we saw first was a gash on his
forehead from which the blood had
run down into his eyes, and another
patch of blood which had spread
about the front of his shirt and coat.

None of that was our fault. The
blood from his head had already dried
and caked, and that on his clothing
had soaked in for some time.

Elaine ran to the car and came back
with a flask and a bottle of water.
While she bathed his head with a
wet handkerchief | started loosening
his clothes. Suddenly she gave an ex-
clamation which made me look up.
She was staring down at his forehead.

The wiping away of the blood had
revealed no ragged gash, but a shal-
low cut which had now ceased to
bleed. The thing was neat and clean.
It reminded me of a Greek lambda
more than anything. No one could
have had a moment’s doubt that it had
been done deliberately.

“That's queer,” Elaine said uncer-

tainly.
It was. | guessed what was in her
mind. The vendetta still exists in
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those parts. Almost instinctively |
raised my head to see if there were
anyone around watching us. | hadn’t
any wish to get involved in a business
of that sort, but at the same time we
weren't going to let a man die before
our eyes if | could help it.
I ripped open the man’s shirt.

E WIPED off the mess, and

found the blood still welling
slowly from a bullet wound in the
chest, one which had missed the heart
by a narrow margin, 1'd say.

Elaine fetched a shirt of mine out
of the car and we tore it up to make
a bandage. When we’'d got it fixed we
gave the man a shot of brandy.

It was a minute or more before any-
thing happened, then his eyes opened
slowly. At first they seemed blank
and almost unconscious, but after a
second or two they met mine and
came suddenly alive.

That was a most extraordinary sen-
sation. | felt somehow as if they had
fastened on mine. Almost as though
our mutual gazes formed physical
rods linking us together. More than
that, it seemed that the rods were
being tugged, pulling me down to
him.

That sounds fanciful, but it was
really a most uncanny sensation
thorfgh it lasted only a few moments.
It snapped abruptly, as his face con-
torted with a twist of agony and his
eyes closed again.

Between us we got him to the side
of the road and laid him on a rug.
Then there was the problem of what
to do next. The car was out of com-
mission with the steering rod gone
and the front axle badly bent. Either
we had to wait until someone should
come along, or one of us would have
to go for help.

The last hamlet was miles away be-
hind us, and hopeless at that. The
obvious course was for me to start
walking on in the direction of Valejo.
I didn't relish the idea of leaving
Elaine in a lonely spot like that, but
we could scarcely leave the man un-
attended in the state he was, and that
settled it.

I had to walk all the ten miles into
Valejo before | could find a car. |

managed to hire a machine and, with
the help of my bad German and the
equally bad German of a native, make
the driver understand what was
wanted. By a series of miracles we
got to the place where | had left
Elaine.

I could see her as we came up the
road. The man still lay where we had
put him. She was kneeling beside
him, looking down. It was odd that
she didn’t look up as we rattled into
view. As soon as we stopped | got
out and hurried across to her. She
might have been a statue.

“Elaine!” | said.

The man on the rug turned his
head. For a moment his eyes met
mine. This time there was something
desperate and pathetic in them. Then
they closed, his head rolled and his
mouth fell open. Unmistakably that
was the end.

“Elaine!” | repeated.

She did not move until | touched
her shoulder. Then it was to look up
at me with a bewildered, uncompre-
hending expression. | took hold of her
arm and helped her to her feet.

“He’s dead,” | said.

SHE nodded, but said nothing.
I led her to the hired car and
then set about fetching our cases
from our own. Finally when they
were all aboard, | explained to the
driver by signs that we must take
the dead man as well. He wasn't
pleased. | could understand that, but
one couldn't leave the poor chap’s
body out on the road like that, and
he reluctantly agreed.

We went over together to carry
him, but a couple of yards short of
the corpse the driver stopped dead.
I walked on, got ready to take the
man under the armpits and looked to
him to take the feet. He was stand-
ing frozen, with an expression of
veritable terror on his face. As | bent
down he called suddenly.

‘We,” and again. ‘We, ne.”

Rapidly, he crossed himself in the
manner of the Greek church. Then he
stepped forward, caught my arm and
dragged me back. He was jabbering
excitedly. Of course | couldn’t un-
derstand a word of it. But he was
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pointing vehemently at the mark on
the dead man’'s forehead and he was
as genuinely scared stiff as a man
could be.

Nothing | could do would bring
him to touch that corpse, and | be-
lieve he would have fought me rather
than let me handle it. There was no
budging him. In the end | gave in,
and we set off in his car back to Va-
lejo. It was my determination that
our first call there would be on the
police to clear things up. | had no
wish to find myself accused of the
murder of an unknown Yugoslavian.

All the way Elaine said nothing.
Mostly she sat staring ahead, though
once | caught her glancing side-long
at me in an odd manner, and twice |
saw her look down at her hand, flex-
ing the fingers and examining it as
if it somehow surprised her. | asked
her what was the matter for she was
somehow unlike herself and made me
feel uneasy, but she shook her head
without replying.

At the police station my driver held
forth to the man in charge with what
appeared to be a wealth of passionate
detail while | stood by unable to un-
derstand a word. There were succes-
sions of concern, incredulity and
alarm on the policeman’s face.

Eventually he went to fetch an-
other man in uniform to whom | was
able to give my version in stumbling
German. Not until the man was ask-
ing me the name of the dead man did
Elaine take any part in the conversa-
tion.

“Kristor Vlanec,”
denly.

The man turned and asked in Ger-
man how she knew. Then the thing
happened which took my breath away.
She answered him fluently in Serbo-
Croat.

My astonishment must have been
ludicrous to anyone who saw it. |
stared at her, open-mouthed and
speechless.

Leslie, I swear by anything you
like that that very morning Elaine
had not known three words of Serbo-
Croat, and now she was talking it like
a native.

That must have puzzled the police
as well. They asked for our pass-

she said sud-

ports. While they looked at them |
demanded of Elaine what it meant
—why she hadn’t told me she knew
the language.

She looked at me as if trying hard
to follow my words and when she
answered it was with such a thick
foreign accent that |1 could scarcely
understand what she said.

What it amounted to was for me
not to make a fuss in front of the
police, and that she would explain
later.

Of course, she hasn't explained.
She hasn't even attempted to. Any-
way, how can you explain a thing like
that?

When we’'d finished with police, |
gave instructions for the car to be
towed in and repaired, and we came
on here by train. That was two days
ago, and I'm more bewildered now
than | was then.

I can scarcely talk to her. She de-
liberately restricts all our conversa-
tion to necessities. But she talks to
other people, jabbering away to them
in this Serbo-Croat as if she had
known it all her life.

A NOTHER thing, Leslie, Elaine’s
changed in herself. Little char-
acteristic habits she had are gone. And
the way she dresses and holds her-
self is different. | can't describe just
how, but it is. She’s not Elaine any
longer in the things that matter. It's
like being with a stranger.

I can understand the shock of see-
ing that man die, but this language
business gets me. | just don't know
what to make of it. Of course, |
wanted to bring her back to London
at once, but she refused to move.
There was no argument, just a flat
refusal.

By the time you get this | shall
have had your answer to my telegram,
and shall, | hope, have got some medi-
cal opinion—if she will consent to
visit the doctor.

As it is, I'm half-crazy with worry
over her, but, worse than that, Leslie,
I'm scared. This is queer. Nothing
out of the text books. It's uncanny.

I'll let you know any developments
as soon as | can.

Yours ever, Walter.
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Memo from Captain of Police, Va-

lejo to Chief of Police, Beograd.
(Translation).
English tourists, Mr. and Mrs.

Walter Fisson, today reported finding
man, Kristor Vlanec, shot ten miles
out on Serajevo road. Inquiries and
circumstances confirm their state-
ments as made to us. Nevertheless
there is something unusual about the
woman, who speaks Serbo-Croat
fluently. They left here for Hotel
Princip, Beograd. Suggest inquiries
at the British Consulate.

Memo from Chief of Police, Beo-
grad, to Captain of Police, Valejo.
(Translation).

Consulate vouches for Mr. and Mrs.
Fisson. All in order. We have no in-
formation regarding Kristor Vlanec.

Letter from Dr. Leslie Linton, Lon-
don, to Dr. Frederic Wilcox, Poste
Restante, Budapest, Hungary.

Dear Fred:

Sorry to butt in on your holi-
day like this, but look upon the en-
closed copy of a letter from Walter
Fisson. Is he cracked, or is Elaine?
How could a sane person make that
mistake about languages? What can
it be but a mistake?

I wondered if you, being fairly
handy to the place, could drop in and
see them. You meant to go on to-
wards Belgrade anyway, didn't you?
And if either of them has been to see
Dr. Bljedolje there, can you get a
word with him? | expect Walter used
my name as an introduction.

| hope you won't curse too steadily
at having this wished upon you, but
you must admit that it looks as if one
of them needed a bit of investigation.
One doesn’'t like to see friends of
one’s youth headed straight for the
nut-house.

Yours fraternally,
Leslie.

Memo from Captain of Police, Va-
lejo to Chief of Police Beograd.

Understand that there was a feud
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between deceased Kristor Vlanec and
Beograd man called Petro Zanja.

Memo from Chief of Police, Beo-
grad, to Captain of Police, Valejo.

Petro Zanja and brother, Mikla
Zanja, found shot here. Investigation
proceeding.

Letter from Dr. Frederic Wilcox,
Hotel Princip, Beograd, to Dr. Leslie
Linton, London.

Dear Leslie:

Lord knows what you've let me in
for, blast you. Everybody in this busi-
ness seems to be pretty rocky except
me—and I'm beginning to wonder if
I've been hearing right.

To begin with, you didn't put us
out. Mary wanted to come here any-
way.

It was quite clear from the start
that the hotel people think there’s
something odd about the Fissons
from the look which the man at the
desk gave us when | asked about
them. And right away | want you to
know that all that Walter said in his
letter is, as far as | can tell, absolutely
true.

Elaine is as fluent as a native in this
local lingo; and to all appearances she
knows only a few words of English,
of which her pronunciation is ex-
ecrable. Walter is worried to death.
He looks as if he'd put on years in a
few days. He’'s scared, too. | may be
wrong, Leslie, but I distinctly got the
impression that whatever may have
been his state when he wrote that
letter, he is now not so much scared
for her as scared of her.

LAINE did not recognize me or

Mary, but Mary did her best to
have a kind of “all girls together”
with her in spite of that and the lan-
guage difficulty. She thought that
out of one of those showing-one-an-
other-clothes affairs it might be pos-
sible to get something.

Walter was about as much help as
an oyster. He seemed annoyed that
I'd read your copy of his letter, and
he just wouldn’'t talk much about it.
I did discover, however, that he'd
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been to see that doctor about it, but
he hadn’'t been able to get Elaine to
go. However, | thought it worth
while to go around to see what the
doctor had made of him. What an
interview!

Doctor Bljedolje may have earned
all the letters he has after his name,
but if you ask me he’s as crazy as a
coot. The man’s medieval. What do
you think he lectured me on? Trans-
ferred personality!

Of course | thought he was getting
at divided personality, Jekyll and
Hyde stuff at first, but not he. That,
it appears is elementary, kid stuff, to
him. He seems seriously to believe
that there are personalities of such
hypnotic and dominating power that
they can in certain circumstances pro-
ject themselves into other minds—can
actually drive out the former occu-
pant of a body, so to speak.

According to him, this man who
was shot, Kristor Vlanec, must have
had such a personality. It is, Blje-
dolje says, the nearest thing to im-
mortality. That personality may have
inhabited a dozen or more bodies be-
fore that of Vlanec. The points he
makes about this case in particular
are these. (He had, by the way, got
much more out of Walter than there
was in the letter.)

Firstly, Elaine is not just suffering
from loss of memory or obsessions.
She had become a different person
with different mannerisms and differ-
ent language. That many of her man-
nerisms were now masculine.

That | can confirm from my own
observation. Elaine has a kind of un-
certainty of movement and gesture
which can easily be interpreted as a
conflict of conscious intentions with
unconscious physical habits. It is
rather as though she has to watch and
study herself the whole time—akin
perhaps to the very active self-regu-
lation of a tight-rope walker.

Secondly, Bljedolje figures Vlanec
was evidently a man of disturbing and
unusual personality. As evidence of
this he points to the cut made on the
man’s forehead by his assailants, and
the car driver’'s fear when he saw it.
It was undoubtedly, he says a sign
formerly much used in these parts

to ward off the evil eye and discour-
age witchcraft in general. Something
in Vlanec's nature must have caused
the attackers to put it there. Other-
wise, its presence is senseless.

Thirdly, he is of the opinion that
Vlanec first attempted to transfer his
personality to Walter himself—you
remember Walter's own description
of the strange, hypnotic effect—but
that was interrupted by his own phys-
ical pain.

Later on, still according to Blje-
dolje, the man must have rallied again
and have succeeded in forcing his
spirit from his dying body into the
only person on hand, Elaine.

OURTHLY, he makes some play

with this. You recall that Walter
says that as he came back he spoke to
Elaine and that she took no notice,
but the dying man did. Well, Blje-
dolje maintains that, though it was
Vlanec's body which lay by the raad,
it was Elaine who actually died at
that moment. Vlanec is alive, in
Elaine’s form!

Now what do you make of that?
From a man, mind you, with high de-
grees from Vienna, Berlin and New
York. He must have seen pretty
clearly how 1 felt about it, but he
didn’'t take offence.

“All right,” he said with a smile.
“Then you try a little test. Sometime
when she is at ease, quite unsus-
picious, you understand, address her
suddenly as ‘Kristor’ and watch her
very carefully, my friend.”

Leslie, | did that later on. And she
responded to the name! It was sev-
eral seconds before she recovered her-
self.

Look here, this must be all rot,
mustn’t it? But, rot or not, | can’t see
what there is to be done about it.

We have decided to hang on here a
few days on the chance that we may
be of some use. | don't at all like the
way Walter's got the wind up. It
looks as though there’'s something
more he’s afraid of and has held back
from you and from Bljedolje.

I'll let you know tne moment there’s
anything more to tell.

Yours in a baffled condition,

Fred.
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P.S. | think Mary is arriving at
something like the same conclusion
on her own. She keeps saying in a
puzzled kind of way that Elaine
doesn’'t seem to know how to wear
clothes any longer and that she looks
to her like a man dressed up.

Report Chief of Detective Bureau,
Beograd to Chief of Police, Beograd
(Translation).

Marthe Kanjiki was taken to lounge
of Hotel Princip as suggested, and
there identified the English tourist,
Mrs. Fisson, as the woman she saw
leaving the Zanjas' house at the ap-
proximate time of the murder of
Petro and Mikla Zanja. Identification
was positive.

Telephone conversation between
Dr. Frederic Wilcox, Hotel Princip,
Beograd and Dr. Leslie Linton, 84,
Nelson Court, London, W.I.

? ’ ie? is i
' fﬁlﬁ/l.léjplé%%ngl'%lsfg)lr% B-I(-eggljsrahs—lzé%ﬂ
grade, to you. You got my letter?”

“Yes. What's happened now?”

“The police arrested Elaine, right
here in the hotel.”

“What on earth for?”
Linton.

"Well, it seems that some chaps
called Zanja whom the police sus-
pected of bumping off this Kristor
Vlanec were bumped off themselves
two or three days later, and the police
prove Elaine did the shooting.”

“But why in God’s name should
she?”

“She wouldn’t, of course.
surd unless—"

“Unless what?”

“Unless Dr. Bljedolje was right.”

“Good God, Fred, you don't really
believe that transferred personality
stuff? Vlanec taking his revenge on
them in Elaine’s body. You must be
crazy.”

“lt—well—oh, damn it, then | am
crazy! Why else should Elaine—I

demanded

It's ab-

mean, they don’t arrest foreign tour-
ists on a charge like that without
good evidence.”

“You mean you think she did do
it?”

“Well, physically, yes. What’s more
I think Walter knew. That's why he
was so windy.”

“Where’s he now?”

“Vanished. Cleared out.”

“And left Elaine—like that?”

“He—uwell, old boy, I don’'t think
he is Walter any longer.”

“What the devil are you talking
about?”

“Well, I was in the lounge when
they brought Elaine down. The mo-
ment she saw me and Mary she tore
herself free from the police and ran
across to us. And she spoke in Eng-
lish as good as yours or mine. She
said: ‘Fred, for God’s sake get me out
of this. Get Dr. Bljedolje, he’'ll un-
derstand’. That's all she could man-
age before they came up and took her
away.”

“Did you manage to get hold of
Bljedolje?”

“Yes. That's why | called you. He
thinks Vlanec's done it again, and got
away with it.”

“Meaning just what?”

“To put it simply: just as Vlanec,
when his own body was in trouble,
forced Elaine’s spirit to change places
with his; so, now that he's got
Elaine’s body into trouble he’s forced
another transference and taken over
Walter’s body. In fact, that if we do
find what appears to be Walter, it will
actually be an individual who talks
Serbo-Croat and knows only a few
words of English.”

“And the consciousness now in
Elaine’s body—"

“Is Walter’s.”

"Good Lord! There must be some-
thing about those parts that sends
you all crazy, if that's what you
think.”

“Well, what the hell else is there
to think? They're executing Elaine
in the morning.”
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Me and

My

Shadow

By ERIC
FRANK RUSSELL

Author of “Seeker of Tomorrow," etc.

ITTLE TRIMBLE Ilowered a
. shaking spoon, blinked his
weak, apologetic eyes.

'ow, now, Martha! Don’t be like
that!” he quavered.

Resting a beefy arm athwart her
end of the breakfast table, Martha
spoke slowly and viciously. Her voice
was harsh with emotion, her features
red with wrath, her expression ven-
omous.

“For fifteen years I've lectured you,
instructed you, commanded you. For
seven hundred and eighty weeks of
seven days each I've tried to do my
duty as a wife by knocking some
spark of manhood into your miserable
body.” She slammed a huge, horny
hand upon the table, made the milk
jump inits jug. “And what've | got?”

“Aw, Martha!”

“What I've got,” she bellowed, “is
exactly what | had right at the start
—a crawling, quivering, undersized,
cowardly, spineless and gutless little
worm!”

“1 ain’t as bad as that,” he protested
feebly.

“Prove it!” she shouted. “Prove it!
Go and do what you haven’t found the
nerve to do in fifteen shivering years.

A huge shape emerged from the vial

The Shade of Trimble, Though it is Only a Fair
Weather Friend, Proves to be a Friend Indeed!

55
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Go and tell that boss of yours you've
got to have a raise.”

“Tell him?” Trimble blinked at her,
aghast. “You mean ask him?”

“l said to tell him.” Her voice was
bitingly sarcastic, and still loud.

“He’ll fire me.”

“Of course, you would think of
that!” Down came the hand again.
The milk went over the top with
fixed bayonets, flopped, made a spat-
ter in No Man’s Land. “Let him fire
you. It'll be your chance. Tell him
you've waited for it fifteen years,
then hand him a poke in the gizzard.
Find another job.”

“What if there ain't another job?”
he asked, almost tearfully.

“There're plenty. Dozens of them.”
She stood up, her mighty bulk still
awing him despite years of familiar-
ity. “Unfortunately, they're for
men!”

He flinched, reached for his hat.

“1'll see;” he murmured.

“You’'ll see! You were going to see
a year back. And the year before
that.”

Her voice followed him out the
front door and a hundred yards down
the street. “And the year before that,
and the one before that. Pfah!”

E MIRRORED himself in awin-

dow farther down. There he
was, well under average height,
paunchy, flabby, insignificant. Guess
everybody was pretty well right about
him. Just a fat little slob.

A downtown bus came along. He
reached the door, got boosted in by a
brawny hustler behind. The hustler
rough-housed past him while he stood
dumbly tendering the driver a quar-
ter.

Trimble didn't say anything when
a hard, heavy elbow dented the flab-
biness over his ribs. He was used to
it.

The driver slapped five nickels
into his hand, scowled, shoved his
machine into gear. Dropping a coin
into the box, Trimble wandered to the
back.

There was a vacant seat blocked by
a blue-jowled individual. The sitter
undressed Trimble with one contemp-

tuous rip of his eyes, made no attempt
to move.

Stretching himself, Trimble in-
serted pudgy fingers in a swinging
handle, hung on without remark.

Dismounting ten blocks down, he
crossed the road, his path including a
deep safety curve around the backside
of a policeman’s horse. Trotting
along the sidewalk, he reached the
office.

Watson was already in. Trimble
said, “Good morning!” and Watson
growled, “Humph!” Every day their
exchange was the same—good morn-
ing, and humph.

The others came in later. One re-
plied to Trimble’s greeting with what
might have been, “Marn!” or "Garn!”
The rest grunted, snorted, or grinned
as if at a secret joke.

At ten, the boss made his advent.
He never just turned up, or arrived,
or landed. He always made an ad-
vent. This time was the same. The
boss entered with the air of one about
to lay a foundation-stone, or launch a
battleship, or something. Nobody
greeted him. They tried to look ex-
tremely respectful and very busy at
one and the same time. Except Trim-
ble, who managed to depict servile
idleness.

He gave the boss an hour to get
through the morning mail, then
prayed for strength, knocked, went
in.

“Excuse me, sir.”

“Hey?” The bison head came up,
savage eyes transfixed the petitioner.
“Well, what d'you want?”

“Nothing, sir, nothing,” assured
Trimble, his blood turning to water.
“1t wasn't important, and I've forgot-
ten it.”

“Then get out!”

Trimble got out. Twelve o’clock
came, and he tried to steel himself
once more. There seemed to be a
shortage of steel. He sat down again
wearily.

At ten minutes to one, he tried for
the third time, stood outside the boss’
door, lifted his knuckles, and then
changed his mind. He’'d leave it until
after lunch. The food would fortify
him.
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HERE was a bar on the way to

the cafeteria. He'd passed it a
thousand times, but had never gone
inside. This time, it struck him that
a shot of whiskey might help. He'd
heard it called Dutch courage, and
any sort of courage—Dutch or Zulu—
was something he could do with
aplenty.

Warily, his gaze went up and down
the street. If Martha caught him in
this sink of iniquity she'd fell him
in his tracks. Yes, another Indian
would bite the dust. But there wasn't
any Martha. Greatly daring, he en-
tered the bar.

The clients, or inmates, or what-
ever they're called, stared at him with
open suspicion. Six of them were
propped against the lengthy counter,
their eyes summing him up as a bar-
ley-water addict. He'd have gone
back if it hadn't been too late.

A bartender came along, said curtly,
“What's yours?”

“A drink.”

Somebody’s snicker brought home
to Trimble that one couldn’t very well
ask for a drink. One had to be more
specific. For the life of him, he
couldn’'t think of anything but beer.
He didn't want beer.

“What's good?” he asked, brightly.

“It depends.”

“Depends on what?”

“Whether you've got a thirst, a yen,
or a woe.”

“1 have,” said Trimble fervently,
“got awoe!”

“Leave it to me.” With an assured
flick of his cloth, the bartender went
away. He did things with bottles,
came back, placed before the cus-
tomer a glass of cloudy, yellow liquid.
“That'll be forty.”

Trimble paid, sat and stared at the
glass. It fascinated him. It fright-
ened him. It was as full of invitation
and terror as an uncoiled cobra. He
was still looking at it five minutes
later when his neighbor, a hefty six-
footer, casually put out a hairy hand,
took the glass, drained it at a gulp.
On no one but Trimble could such a
breach of saloon etiquette be perpe-
trated.

“Always glad to help a pal,” jeered

the speaker's mouth, while his eyes
said, “Well, d'ya want to make any-
thing out of it?”

Offering no retort, no protest,
Trimble went out. The contempt on
the bartender’'s face was a hurtful
thing. The others’ raucous laughter
was a dancing flame that scorched his
neck and ears.

Safely outside, he communed with
himself. What was the matter with
him that he should be at the receiving
end of all the kicks and butts? Could
he help it that he was not a rip-roar-
ing tough? Wasn't it the way he was
made? Most important of all, what
could he do about it—if anything?

There were these something-ana-
lysts to whom one could appeal. But
they were doctors of a sort. He was
terrified of doctors with their back-
ground of hospitals and operations.
Besides, he feared appealing to any-
one lest his reward be ridicule. He'd
had plenty of ridicule ever since he
was a kid. Was there a thing he
didn’'t fear—just one, single thing of
which he wasn’t scared?

Somebody spoke close by him.

“Now don’'t be frightened. Maybe
I can help you.”

URNING, Trimble saw a little,
white-haired man with a shriv-
eled form topped by a parchment face
from which peered eyes of the clear-

est blue. The clothes this man
wore were old-fashioned, curious, but
his general appearance served to

strengthen his expression of amiable
understanding.

“l saw what happened in there.”
The little man nodded toward the
bar. “I1 appreciate your position.”

“Why should it interest you?”
asked Trimble, at once on his guard.

“I'm always interested in people.”
His friendly hand took Trimble’s arm
and they walked along side by side.
“People are infinitely more interest-
ing than things.” The blue eyes twin-
kled gently. “It is an iron rule that
everybody has one outstanding fault,
or, if you prefer, one fundamental
weakness. The commonest one is
fear. The man who fears no man may
yet fear cancer. The dictator fears
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hidden thoughts. Many people fear
death, and those who don’t, fear life.”

“True,” conceded Trimble, thawing
in spite of himself.

“You are a slave of fear,” went on
the ancient. “Your case is made ma-
lignant by your own consciousness
of it. You are too aware.”

“Don’t I know it!”

“That’'s exactly what I'm telling
you! You know it. And it is always
with you. You cannot forget it.”

“l wish 1 could,” said Trimble.
“Maybe someday | shall. Maybe I'll
get guts. Heavens knows I've tried!”

“I'm sure you have.” The wizened
one smiled happily. “All a trier needs
is the support of an ever-present
friend. He craves encouragement,
and, if need be, assistance. Every man
has a friend of his own.”

“Show me mine,” challenged Trim-
ble lugubriously. “I'm a hell of a pal
to myself.”

“You shall have the support gained
only by a favored few,” promised the
other.

He looked around very cautiously,
then felt in the depths of a pocket.

“You shall quaff from a fountain in
nethermost Tibet.”

He produced a long, thin vial filled
with liquid of iridescent green.

“This,” he whispered, “will give
you ears to hear the voice of darkness,
a tongue to talk in tones of a ghost.”

“1t'll what?”

“Take it,” urged the other. “I give
it because it is the law of Shan that
grace shall beget grace, and strength
shall father strength.” Another gen-
tle smile. “You have now only one
fear to conquer—the fear to drink!”

He was gone. How he went was a
mystery to the astonished Trimble.
First, the little man was there, the
next instant his wraithlike form had
merged with distant pedestrians.
Trimble stood, stared up the street,
then at the vial clenched in plump

fingers. He put the thing in his
pocket.
EN minutes to spare outside

the time required to get back to
the office. Trimble exited from the
cafeteria, his stomach onlv half filled,
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his soul troubled. The choice lay be-
tween a scene with the boss or a scene
with Martha. He was between the
devil and the deep sea and the fact
had spoiled his appetite.

Detouring around a block, he found
a vacant lot free from scurrying peo-
ple. Seeking the comparative privacy
of the space’s farthest corner, he took
out the shining vial, had another look
at it.

The contents were brilliantly green
and looked oily. The stuff might be a
drug, or even poison. If a drug could
make gangsters hold up banks, what
could it make him do? Or, if it was a
poison, would it make him die peace-
fully and without pain? Would Mar-
tha weep when she saw him lying
stiff and cold, a saintlike expression
upon his waxen face?

Uncapping the vial, he put his nose
to it, got a whiff of dreamy, elusive
odors. He stuck in the tip of his
tongue, licked it around his mouth,
absorbed the flavor. Strong, aromatic,
enticing. Putting the vial to his lips,
he swigged the contents to the last
drop. It was the first chance he had
ever taken, the most reckless thing he
had ever done.

“And about time, too!” commented
an eerie voice.

Trimble looked around. There
wasn’'t anybody near him. He threw
away the empty vial, decided he'd
been deluded.

“Down here,” hinted the voice.

“Uhn?” Trimble stared in a circle.
Nobody! Gosh, that must have been
a potent brew—he was imagining
things already.

“Down here,” urged the voice with
sudden impatience. “On the floor,
you barrel-shaped lump of stupidity!”
A pause, then ccmplainingly: "I'm
your shadow.”

“Oh, suffering snakes!” mouthed
Trimble, covering his face with quiv-
ering hands. “I'm talking to my
shadow! I've got the rats on one
drink!”

“Don’t be such a damned dope!” re-
proved the shadow. “Every man’s got
his black ghost, but not every guy can
use or understand shady language.”
Silence, while the shade pondered,
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then the blunt command: "Come on—
we're going places.”

“Where?”

“We're going to beat up that bum
in the bar.”

“What?” yelled Trimble, at the top
of his voice. A couple of pedestrians
stopped dead on the sidewalk, gaped
across the lot. Trimble took no no-
tice. His mind was a whirl of wild
confusion, his whole being tormented
by fear of the strait-jacket and the
padded cell.

“Don’t be so all-fired noisy.”

THE ghost faded slightly as a
cloud crossed the sun, then came
back at full strength. “Now that we
can pow-wow, | reckon I'd better have
a name. You can call me Clarence.”
"Cl...Cl...Cl__"

“Sure! Anything wrong with it?”
demanded the other aggressively.
“Shut up! Get over here, nearer the

wall—that's right! See me sitting up?
See me big—bigger’'n you? Now bend
that right arm. Okay, take a look at
mine. A humdinger, huh? What
wouldn’'t Dempsey give for a limb
like this!”

“God!” groaned Trimble pitifully,
his arm bent, his eyes turned appeal-
ingly to the sky.

“You'n me,” went on Clarence, “can
now cooperate. You do the aiming,
and I'll hand the wallops. You've got
to make sure you get the right side
of the light to make me big and
strong, then we’ll lash out together.
Just take good aim, remembering that
I'm with you. Every time you hand a
guy a prod, I'll paste him one that'll
hang him on a ledge twelve floors up.
D’you understand?”

“Y-yes,” admitted Trimble, his
voice almost inaudible. He cast a
leery glance at his rear, saw that the
number of onlookers had increased to
ten.

“Turn around so’'s I'll be behind
you,” ordered the shadow. “Take a
swipe by yourself, then another one
with me. You'll be surprised at the
difference.”

Obediently, Trimble turned, faced
the grinning audience, plunged his
pudgy fist into thin air. It was a

futile effort, and he knew it. Draw-
ing back, he swung again, using all
his strength and weight. His arm shot
out like a piston, dragging his body
off balance. He stumbled forward.
The spectators laughed.

“See? What did | tell you? Not
one guy in ten knows his own
strength.” Clarence permitted him-
self a ghostly chuckle. “Now we're
all set. How about laying those
kibitzers in a row, just to get our
hand in?”

“No!” shouted Trimble. He wiped
perspiration from a crimson, half-
crazed face. The audience went up to
fifteen.

“Okay, have it your own way. Now
let’s get back to the bar, and remem-
ber I'm always with you!”

With his feet dragging more and
more reluctantly, Trimble reached
the bar. He stood outside, knees
knocking, while his bellicose shade
gave quick instructions.

“Nobody can hear me but vyou.
You're one of the favored few who
can hear and speak the language of
the dark. We'll go in there together,
and you’ll do what 1 tell you to do,
say what | tell you to say. Whatever

happens, don’'t get scared—I'll be
with you, and | could flop a bull ele-
phant.”

“You b-bet,” agreed Trimble with
total lack of enthusiasm.

“All right. What in hell are you
waiting for?”

IKE a condemned criminal pac-

ing the thirteen fateful steps,
Trimble moved through the doors and
into the bar. The same gang was still
there, the same beefy hijacker loung-
ing at the nearer end.

The bartender took one look at the
entrant, smirked, then jerked an in-
formative thumb. The hijacker sat
pat and scowled. Still smirking, the
bartender came up.

“What can | do for you?”

“Switch on the lights,” gasped
Trimble in an unearthly voice, "and
I'll show you something.”

Now he’'d done it! He'd committed
himself beyond withdrawal. He'd
have to go through with the whole
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whacky affair right until the internes
came and bore him away.

The bartender considered. What-
ever was going to be shown, it could
be twisted into something that would
add to the day’'s fun. He decided to
oblige.

“Sure!” he said, and switched them
on.

Trimble looked around, absorbed a
sudden dose of confidence. It was the
sight at his side. There was Clarence,
towering up the wall like a mighty
djinn.

“Go on,” commanded the tremen-
dous shadow. “Do your stuff!”

Taking one step forward, Trimble
snatched up the hijacker’s glass, flung
its contents into the fellow’s face.

The recipient arose like one in a
dream, gasped, mopped his streaming
features, gasped again. Then he re-
moved his jacket, folded it carefully,
placed it on the counter. He spoke
to his opponent very slowly, very de-
liberately, and very politely.

“1 ain't rolling in money, but my
heart is bursting with charity. I'll
see that you get a decent burial!”
With that, he released a pile-driver.

“Duck!” yelped Clarence.

Trimble pulled his head into his
boots, felt an express locomotive rush
across his hair.

“Now!” screamed Clarence franti-
cally.

Popping up, Trimble slammed out
a fist, concentrating on his aim, but
putting all his weight and strength
behind the blow. He tried for the
Adam’s apple, got it, and for a mo-
ment thought he was going to stick
his arm through the bum’s neck. It
was something like walloping the
sixtieth floor of the Empire State, and
the effect was just as spectacular. The
fellow went down like a poled ox. Oh,
boy, had he got power!

“Again!” raved Clarence. “Lemme
soak him another as he gets up.”

The smitten one was struggling to
rise, an expression of absolute incred-
ulity upon his face. He got halfway,
making uncertain motions with his
arms and legs.

Trimble wound up his right arm
until he could almost hear it whiz.

STORIES

Then he let his fist fly, this time try-
ing for the other’'s smeller. He got
it with a loud swack like the sound
of a skied baseball. The victim tried
to throw his head clean off his shoul-
ders, then collapsed and slid a foot
along the floor.

“G-g-gosh!”
voice.

stuttered an awed

HAKING with excitement, Trim-

ble turned his back on his supine
opponent, went to the counter. The
bartender came up, his features wear-
ing an expression of deep respect.
Trimble licked his own forefinger,
drew a spit face inside a beer-ring on
the counter.

“Put curls on that!”

The bartender hesitated, looked
around with a beseeching air, swal-
lowed hard. Meekly, he licked his
finger, added the curls.

Reaching across the counter, Trim-
ble snatched the fellow’s cloth.

“This is what'll happen next time
you pull faces at me.” He rubbed out
the face.

“Now, mister, don't get tough,”
pleaded the bartender.

“Nuts!” It was the first time Trim-
ble had used the word as a retort. He
shied the cloth back, had a look at his
snoring victim, walked out.

As his plump little form passed
through the doors, a customer said,
“That guy sure is dynamite! Looks
to me like he's full of dope, and ripe
for a killing.”

“1 dunno.” The bartender was both
subdued and sheepish. “You can't
never tell from the looks of them.
Take Slugs McKeefe, he’'s a world-
beater at his weight, but he's only a
fat little guy. | didn't like that feller’s
looks from the first—he might be
Slugs’ brother.”

“He might,”
thoughtfully.

Down on the floor, the stricken
one’s bubbling snore ended in a gasp,
a gulp, and an oath. He stirred, tried
to sit up.

“Now for the boss,” said Clarence,
delight in his voice.

“No, no, not that!” Trimble's apolo-
getic face was crimson from the

conceded the critic
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strain of his recent adventure. His
eyes kept flickering back, searching
for the murderous pursuit that he
thought was inevitable. It was hard
to believe that he’'d actually done
what he had done, and he couldn’t un-
derstand how he’'d escaped alive.

“1 said now for the boss, you ani-
mated pumpkin!” repeated the
shadow, with much asperity.

“But | daren’'t batter the boss.”
Trimble's voice grew to a loud, pro-
testing wail. “It’'ll get me in stir.”

“Whafll get you in stir?” de-
manded a passer-by, stopping and
staring at the distracted speaker.

“Nothing—I1 was talking to my-
self.” Trimble stopped as his irri-
tated shadow snarled an interruption.
He was reluctant to take the offered
advice, but it looked as if he had to.
“Hey!” he called. His questioner
came back.

“Mind your own damn business,”
said Trimble, rudely.

“Okay, okay, keep your hair on!”
The other was startled, hurried away.

“See?” chortled Clarence. “Now for
the boss. We won't get hard unless
we hafta.”

“Have to,” corrected Trimble.

“Hafta,” Clarence persisted. “We’ll
talk first. If he won't appease us, we'll
resort to force.” He was quiet for a
moment, then added: “And don’t for-

get the lights—I like to grow power-
ful before | slap 'em.”
“Oh, all right.” Trimble began to

feel resigned to a course of events
that eventually was going to dump
him in a cell, if not in the morgue.
With a sigh of martyrdom, he en-
tered the building, went upstairs to
the office.

“Afternoon!”

“Humph!” said Watson.

Switching on the office lights,
Trimble looked around, located his
shady partner, then walked up close
to Watson, and spoke in a very loud
voice.

“1 don’'t expect anything from a pig
but a grunt. Might I remind you that
| bade you good afternoon?”

“Eh? ...ah!...huh?” Watson was
both scared and thunderstruck. “Ah!
., . very well . . . good afternoon!”

“That's right! Remember it in fu-
ture.” With numb feet and a whirl-
ing brain, Trimble went across to the

boss’ door. He raised his knuckles to
knock.

“Don’t!” swore Clarence.

Trimble shuddered, grasped the

door-knob, turned it gently. Taking
a deep breath, he gave the door a tre-
mendous thrust that sent it back with
a crash. The thing almost flew off its
hinges. As the boss shot up from be-
hind his desk, Trimble walked in.

“You,” roared the boss, vibrating
with rage, “you're fired!”

URNING, Trimble went back,
Tclosing the maltreated door be-
hind him. He didn't say a word.

“Trimble,” bellowed the boss, his
voice reverberating behind the door,
“come here.”

Trimble entered for the second
time. Closing the door on extended
ears in the outer office, he scowled at
the boss, then went to the wall,
switched on the lights. After that, he
fooled around until he got a position
that made Clarence ceiling-high. The
boss equatted and watched all this,
his face purple, his eyes popping.

They stared at each other awhile,
their silence broken only by the boss’
heavy, asthmatic breathing. Finally,
the latter spoke.

“Have you been drinking,
ble?”

“My taste in liquid refreshment is
not a matter for discussion,” said
Trimble, flatly. “1 came in to tell you
that I've resigned.”

Stark horror filled his soul as the
fateful words fell from his lips. He'd
done it now! Which menace was the
worse, Clarence or Martha? He didn't
know—but he sure had burned his
boats!

“Resigned?” parroted the boss,
mouthing it as if it was some new,
outlandish word.

“Sure! I'm fed up. I'm going to
offer my services to Rubinstein and
Flanagan.” The boss shied like a
frightened horse, and he went des-
perately on: “They’ll pay me well for
what | know. I'm sick and tired of
my lousy salary.”

Trim-
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“Now Trimble,” said the boss, gasp-
ing for breath, “I've no desire to part
with you after your many years of
service. | would not like to see your
undoubted talents wasted on a gang
of pikers like Rubinstein and Flana-
gan. I'll give you another two dollars
a week.”

“Lemme wipe his face off his neck,”
suggested Clarence, eagerly.

“No!” shouted Trimble.

“Three dollars,” said the boss.

“Come on—just one crack,” Clar-
ence persisted.

“No!” yelled Trimble, sweating at

every pore.
“All right. I'll give you five.” The
boss’ face contorted. “And that's

final.”

OPPING his brow, Trimble felt
M as if he was nearing the end of
an hour upon the rack. Perspiration
trickled down his spine, and his legs
felt weak.

“I've been grossly underpaid the
last ten years, and | wouldn’'t stay
with you for a raise of less than
twelve bucks. I'm worth an extra
twenty to you, but I'm willing to take
twelve, and let you have eight for

cigars.”

“Cc”cigars.”

“Rubinstein and Flanagan’ll raise
me twelve. You can do it—or do
without.”

“Twelve!” The boss was dumb-

founded, then annoyed, then thought-
ful. Eventually, he reached a deci-
sion.

“1t seems, Trimble, that | have been
guilty of underestimating your abil-
ities. I'll give you the increase for
which you ask”—he bent forward and
glared—"“in exchange for a fidelity
bond.”

“Okay. I'll stay.” Making for the
door, he opened it, said, “Thanks!”

“See?” said Clarence.

Without answering his nagging
shade, Trimble took his seat at his
desk.

In tones audible all over the room,
he spoke to Watson.

“Nice weather we're having.”

“Humph!”

“Eh?” Trimble bawled.

“Very nice,” replied Watson,

meekly.

IS heart sang like a nest of
Hnightingales while he worked
through the afternoon. Somehow, the
story of his affair with the boss leaked
around the office. People spoke to
him in manner different from that of
yore. It was almost incredible, but he
was getting something he’'d never had
before—respect.

Rain was hammering down when he
closed his books and left for home.
What did it matter? The stinging
drops felt good on his plump, beam-
ing face, and the air was like old
wine. Disdaining the bus, he walked
along the wet, shining avenue, whis-
tling to himself as he trotted along.
He'd got news that would paralyze
Martha!

A noise came from around the next
corner, an explosive sound like that
of a burst tire. Then another and
another and another. Running feet
pounded somewhere around the angle
of the corner building. He came level,
saw two figures racing toward him.
One was six jumps behind the other,
and both had guns. The nearest of
the sprinting pair was twenty yards
away. It was his opponent in the bar |

Spears of fear jabbed themselves
into Trimble’s brain. There was an
uproar further down that street, and
it looked like the running pair were
making a frantic getaway. If the
leader recognized Trimble, he'd seize
the chance to blot him out in full
flight. There was nowhere to hide in
those split-seconds, no place in which
to bury himself until the danger had
passed. Even worse, the sky was heav-
ily clouded, and his precious shadow
was gone.

“Clarence!” he screamed, fearfully.

No reply. His shout drew the lead-
ing fugitive's attention. The fellow
knew him immediately, sucked back
thin lips in a deathy grin, raised his
weapon. He was almost upon his
guaking victim, the range was less
than one yard, and it was impossible
to miss.

Trimble kicked him on the knee-
cap.
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He didn't do it on the impulse of
the moment, nor with the desperation
of a cornered rat. He was driven to
it by the inevitable conclusion that
his only hope lay in behaving exactly
as if his missing shadow was still in
support. So he lashed out with his
foot, striving to connect accurately,
using every ounce of his strength.

The other promptly plunged onto
his face as if determined to poke his
head through the sidewalk and have a
look at the subway. It was a hearten-
ing sight that made Trimble suspect
his efficient shade might still be hang-
ing around even though unseen. The
thought lent him courage.

With the startled expression of one
who has seen an ant miraculously
change into a lion, the second runner
pulled up almost chest to chest with
Trimble. He was a tall, lanky speci-
men whose Adam’s apple seemed be-
yond reach.

Trimble batted his stomach against
his spine. The fellow gagged, bent
his upper half to a convenient angle,
and Trimble bashed the apple. The
victim did not assume the expected
horizontal position. His sallow fea-
tures suffused with a mixture of
hatred and agony, he straightened,
swiped at Trimble with the barrel of
his weapon.

i

HE blow failed to connect.

Following former practice, Trim-
ble sucked his head into his shoul-
ders, blew it up again, stabbed an-
other one into the stomach. The face
came down once more and he smacked
it up with considerable vim.

A crash sounded behind him, and
a red-hot wasp bit off the lobe of his
left ear. He took no notice, and he
concentrated upon the face to the
complete exclusion of everything
else. Foul oaths were pouring from
somewhere near the source of the
crash, heavy feet were thumping the
sidewalk toward him, people were
shouting and whooping all around.

He heard none of it. His mind had
no knowledge of his first assailant’s
resurrection. That snarling pan op-
posite his own was his sole object in
life, the one purpose of his being.

With aim and weight and strength,
he bashed the face up, socked it down,
clouted it backward. Something hard
and knobbly exploded out of nothing-
ness, seemed to tear the left cheek-
bone from his own head. Another one
appeared to tear his ribs apart. But
Trimble kept working on that face,
battering it into a bloody mask and
pounding in the gore.

His heart was a jitterbug, and his
breath was coming in whistling sobs
when a long, black object sailed over
the hateful face, descended, pushing
it down to the floor. He made a cou-
ple more automatic swiping motions,
then stood shuddering and blinking.
His vision cleared slowly.

The cop said, “Mister, for a feller
your size you sure are sudden death!”

Looking around, Trimble saw that
half a dozen cops had arrived, and
were bundling up his recent oppo-
nents.

“That first guy,” went on the other,
“was Ham Carlotti, and we’'ve wanted
him for months.” He clothed Trimble
in admiration. “We owe you one for
this. Any time we can do something
for you, just ask.”

Getting out a handkerchief, Trim-
ble dabbed his ear, looked at the hand-
kerchief. There was blood on it. God,
he was bleeding like a stuck pig! And
his left eye was swelling up, his
cheekbone felt like hell, his ribs were
a torment. He was in a devil of a
mess!

“You can do something for me right
now,” he told the cop. “Ever since I
was a kid I've wanted to ride home
in a police car. How about it?”

“You bet!” the cop enthused. “It'll
be a pleasure.” He called to the driver
of a car that had just swung in. “This
gent’s been a help. The ride’s on us.”

“Where d'ya live?”

Clambering in, Trimble sat back
and enjoyed himself. Off they went,
hell-for-leather, the siren yelling like
a banshee, traffic scuttling madly
from their path. This was the life!

HE sun came out, beaming at
full strength. He became aware of
his shadow riding by his side.
“Clarence.”
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"Yes, Master,” he said very humbly.
“In future, you can leave it to me.”
“Yes, Master. But—"

“Shut upl” bawled Trimble.

“Shut up who?” inquired the
driver, glancing surprisedly over his
shoulder.

“The missus,” Trimble answered
glibly. “I'm ready for war.”

Smiling broadly, the driver whirled
his car into the curb, followed his
passenger to the door. When Martha
opened it, he touched his cap, said:
“Ma’am, your husband’s a hero.” Then
he went.

“Hero!” snorted Martha, crossing
brawny arms on her ample bosom, she
braced herself for an informative
speech. Then her eyes found her
partner’'s war-scarred face. She let
the eyes protrude. “Where've you
been to get a mug like that?”

Vouchsafing no reply, Trimble
pushed past her, went into the hall.
He waited until she had closed the
door, then put skinned knuckles on
his hips, faced her squarely. He had
a kindly nature, and he had no desire
to hurt her unduly, but it was now
necessary to impress this woman that
she had to deal with a man.

“Martha, I've slapped down a cou-
ple of gangsters, and I've soaked the
boss another twelve bucks.” He
blinked as she clutched at the wall

for support. “I've been very patient
with you for many years, but I've
reached the end of my tether. | wish
you to understand that from now on
I want no more of your lip.”

“Lip,” she echoed dazedly, not be-
lieving her ears.

“Otherwise, I'll paste you one
that'll make you wish you’d brought
your parachute.”

“Horatio!” She staggered forward,
her face a picture of utter stupefac-
tion. “You wouldn’t strike a woman,
would you?”

“Wouldn't 1" He spat on his sore
knuckles.
“Oh, Horatio!” In one wild swoop

she had embraced his neck and found
his protesting lips.

Heck, aren’'t women peculiar crit-
ters? They liked 'em gentle, but a
few — like Martha — preferred ’'em
tough. Might as well give her more
of the same.

Grabbing her hair, he pulled her
face over to a comfortable slant
Then he kissed her. He concentrated
on aim, weight, and strength. It was
a pouting, juicy, emphatic osculation
that finished in a loud report.

Grinning triumphantly, he peeked
over her shoulder to see what his sub-
dued shadow thought of that. But
Clarence was too busy to bother.
Didn’t Martha have a shadow too?
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The Day | Die
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JEFFREY MARQUARD, was
I given the sentence of death.
$ Not by a court of law, but by a

* group of eminent physicians.
Dr. Mario Ferraris, my old family
doctor, had called into consultation
three specialists—Dr. Wallace Emery
of Johns Hopkins, whose study of
narcolepsy is well known; Dr. Arild
Persen, the brillant psychopatholo-
gist; and Dr. Karl Schlegel, the Swiss
heart specialist, who was in this coun-

try at the time.

After making an exhaustive exam-

ination, it was their concerted opin-
ion, with which Dr. Ferraris agreed,
that my life would terminate sud-
denly. Within a matter of weeks,
they said—a month, at the most.
What will a man do who has but
thirty days to live? AIll men have at
some time pondered the question.
When they are in good health it is
considered a most amusing specula-
tion. They laughingly assert that
they would live those final few days
on earth in accordance with the pleas-
ure principle of the extreme hedo-
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nist: “Eat, drink, and be merry for to-
morrow ye die.”

But these sensualists do not stop to
consider that if they knew they were
surely to die on the morrow, their ap-
petites would suddenly leave them
and all desire for pleasure would be
purged from their blood. Beauty,
love, honor—all these would be for-
gotten in the sole contemplation of
the one unavoidable surety: Death!

That, in fact, was how | found it.
I could think of nothing but my early
appointment with the black-caped
skeleton. Although 1 believed that I
had sufficient fortitude, | soon real-
ized that | was unable to face certain
death bravely.

Measuring the inevitable passage of
time became an unbearable torture.
Every day | tore a leaf from the
calendar; it was a ritual. But | could
not stand it; | threw the calendar
away. | stopped the clock. But |
couldn’t look at the dead hands point-
ing to midnight, and | took the clock
from the mantel and smashed it in the
fireplace. Then, in spite of the desire
of my whole will, I measured time by
the rising and setting of the sun.

Although | had no pain, | knew
that | was dying. Everything pointed
to it—the falling of the leaves from
the trees; the moaning of winter
winds; the guttering flame of a can-
dle; the dying fire. Even the feeble
step of my old servant sounded to
me like the slow yet steady footfall
of approaching death.

SAW no one except Gerald Vil-
1 liers, a friend who was much con-
cerned with my welfare. But though
he continued to visit me daily, he was
welcome no longer. The sight of him
only served to remind me again of the
precious life I was destined so shortly
to lose. | saw in his agonized face a
presage of my fate, and | knew that
he, too, believed there was no hope
for me.

In the quiet evenings which 1 spent
alone, | tried to visualize what was
beyond life. True, when the doors to
death were opened for me, then |
would know. But | wanted to see and
understand before that final moment,
so that | could meet the end unafraid.

STORIES

There were, | reasoned, only four
possibilities. My individuality would
pass unchanged into a different world
— 1 would assume a new spiritual per-
sonality on the earth which I had al-
ways trod; nothing would be changed,
neither myself nor the world | en-
tered; or both would be changed. |
was not greatly concerned with this
last, for a future having no connec-
tion with the present is the same as
oblivion.

But—the question blazed
brain—which would it be?

If my ego simply moved into an
unknown world, there was nothing to
fear. For it is the loss of our in-
dividuality which makes us most
afraid of death. And the new dimen-
sion into which my soul would pass
held forth no terrors to one who, as I,
had lived on this troubled earth for
thirty-five years. No, | assured my-
self, there was little need to fear that
prospect.

And as for the second possibility—
what if | took on a different spiritual
personality, like a fresh garment, and
found myself free to roam the con-
fines of the universe that | already
knew? Then my new ego would equip
me for the reception of other sensa-
tions, so that | might experience this
familiar world in yet another way.
Again there was no reason to be
afraid.

But what if everything remained
much the same? Was that possible?
Insofar as the individuality is con-
cerned, | believed that it was. Then
I would become what living folks call
a ghost. But a ghost is not ghostly
to himself. He walks, talks, wears the
costume of his time. He eats, drinks
and sleeps, as tens of thousands of
chance encounters with humanity
testify.

To such a spirit-being there is no
change in life after death. Everything
remains the same. The only differ-
ence—not to this spirit-being but to
those who are alive—is the sensation
that he is dead. So, I finally reasoned,
there was still no need for fear.

I wondered why | had not come to
that peaceful conclusion before. It
was then that | realized that such un-
derstanding is not given to us until

in my
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the end. AIll physicians will testify
that most people die in peace. Now I
learned that is so because they find at
last there is no need to be afraid of
death.

| had found out the truth because
I was ordained to die, too. And so,
calm in my conviction, | reached my
last day on earth. But secure in my
new knowledge, | faced the future
unafraid. . . .

UT afterward? What comes af-

terward? After the day | was
fated to die, I found that | still could
not answer that all-important ques-
tion. Had | passed quietly and pain-
lessly into the spirit world? Had |
put on the ghostly garments of a
wraith? Was | dead—or alive?

I did not know! Another day
passed, and another. 1 should have
died, I may have died, but still I did
not know.

The uncertainty tortured me. | ate
and drank. | walked and talked and
slept. But, | remembered, a ghost
does all of these things. Yet there
seemed to be something different
about me, something new and strange
in my brain and in my heart. Some-
thing that | could not understand!

There was an icy coldness in the
air, a peculiar wavering in the shadow
of my old servant. And when my
friend Gerald Villiers came to visit
me, | saw a quickening gleam of hor-
ror in his eyes.

Doubt grew upon me until it was
more than | could bear. The thought
came to me: find out! You are in

doubt. It's either one or the other.
Make a test!
I had to. | had to learn the truth,

had to know where 1 stood in the
scheme of things.

After long thought, | devised what
I thought to be a fool-proof plan. 1
explained it to Gerald, who listened
to me with a face as expressionless as
any face could be. Quite calmly I or-
dered him to make the necessary
preparations.

So, just a month after the day | had
been fated to die—and did die, for all
that | knew—Gerald came in the early
evening to my home. But he came
most unhappily. His face was white

and strained.
make the test!

“Under no circumstances,” Gerald
insisted, “can you prevail upon me to
go through with this monstrous
ideal!”

His attitude was understandable
enough. He could not be expected to
see the hideous dilemma which con-
fronted me. Yet the test had to be
made. | had to know!

"Gerald,” | said, with all the feel-
ing at my command, “there is a limit
to human endurance, and | have al-
ready borne too much. If you could
appreciate what | have been through
the past few weeks, you would not
refuse me. | must know whether | am
dead—or alive!”

Gerald’'s face was white, tense. “I
will not do this thing!” he exclaimed.
“1 will not Kkill you!”

I tried a last desperate appeal.
“Would you wish me dead, Gerald—
or prefer to have me become a raving
maniac? If I am alive, | shall go mad,
because according to the best medical
opinion 1 should have been laid in my
grave days ago! Now, if | have died
—then, Gerald, what sin would you be
committing?”

He was unwilling to

ERALD rose from his chair and
stared at me as though | were
some appalling apparition. His mouth
twisted, but he was silent and | flung
the question at him.
“Your choice, Gerald?”
For a long moment he stood 33
rigid as sculptured granite. Then his
right hand slowly slipped into a coat

pocket. When he brought it out, a
heavy gun was gripped tightly in his
fingers.

“Ah!” | said, relieved. “l am glad

to see that you brought the old Bor-
chardt-Luger. It was my favorite pis-
tol, you know. Do you remember how
you often shot high score with it
when we competed at the pistol butts
long ago?”

“This is no time for reminiscing,”
Gerald replied, speaking with such
severity that | was forced into laugh-
ter.

“After all,” | reminded him, “a man
can have this experience but once.
Permit me to drain it to the dregs.
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Perhaps it is the last time that | will
feel warm blood in my veins.”

Gerald’s burning eyes filled with
fright and he bit his lower lip.

“By the way,” | asked, purposely
casual, “is the gun loaded?”

In reply, Gerald pointed the Bor-
chardt-Luger at an exquisite example
of Sevres porcelain on the mantel-
piece, a vase in the beautiful bleu de
roi, and one of my most treasured
possessions. Before | could protest,
he pulled the trigger. There was a
blasting report, and the fragile por-
celain was shattered.

“Perhaps,” | remarked, “I shall
soon be as useless as that broken
vase.”

Gerald stared at me stonily.

“Let us get on with it,” I said.

I removed my cravat and unbuttoned
my shirt, baring my breast.

“l have no apprehension, Gerald.
You are an excellent marksman and
will make a clean job of it.”

“You can be sure of that,” Gerald
mumbled reluctantly. Seating him-
self opposite me, he leveled the gun.

“Good-by,” he whispered. “Good-
by, Jeffrey—and God forgive me for
what | am about to do!”

But that was pure sentiment, and
I made no answer. After all, the test
was a simple matter, really. If the
bullet killed me, then | should die
very decently and be buried with all
rites. And if it did not—

I smiled at Gerald and gave the
word. “Now!”

Holding the pistol steadily in his
hand, Gerald Villiers aimed point-
blank at my heart and fired. . . .

And that is how | know. The
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test made everything clear to me.
Now |1 possess the answer to the
eternal question. For the shot aimed
at my heart did not harm me!

It was as though | were nothing,
my emotions feeble as the light of a
candle at midnight, my memory faint
as a ghostly breath upon glass.

But the experience was too much
for a human being. Gerald dropped
the gun, began to sob in great anguish
and then to babble words which to me
were quite meaningless.

“You see!” he cried. “You are not
dead, Jeffrey! The cartridge was a
blank. The shot 1 fired at the vase
was to get you to change your mind.
But you would not do so, Jeffrey!
You forced me to prove the truth!”

The truth? Ah, poor Gerald! In-
dubitably he is mad. The test re-
moved every doubt from my mind.
I know now what comes after death,
and the knowledge of it has brought
me eternal peace.

For at last | understand that a
month ago—as it was ordained—I
died. That is why | did not feel the
bullet from the Borchardt-Luger.
Gerald was too mad to have substi-
tuted a blank cartridge. Yes, as | sit
here at my desk writing these words,
I am a dead man.

Soon now | shall have completed
the manuscript of my account. 1 shall
call for the young doctor in the white
uniform, and | know he will make
sure that my work is published.

Indeed, he read the unfinished por-
tion of my account only two days ago.
He was very kind and helpful, you
know, and he assured me that | had
never written so well when alive.
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IX foot, heavily bearded, well-
muscled, Rene Dufour gazed
through squinted eyes into the
merciless heat of an African sun that
had been unable to wilt his determina-
tion or diminish his strength. But the
dancing light-devils that hovered over
the sands of the Sahara caught va-
grant shadows in the innermost re-
cesses of his crime-ridden brain, and
created queer figures that rose up
above him with outstretched arms.

Rene laid aside the shovel he held
and brushed the sweat from his eyes,
muttering.

“There is nothing there! There can
be nothing there! These are but the
tricks of the desert.”

What Rene thought he saw was a
towering figure with long, wavering
arms. Bony fingers, shooting out from
the fiery shroud, appeared to be clos-
ing over his eyeballs, driving spikes
of flame into his eyes, making his
brain dance. These hallucinations had
been coming to him ever since he had
begun his plans for escape from the
Penal Battalions of the Fifth Regi-

Over the Merciless Wastes
of the Sahara Wanders the
Soul of a Man in Torment!

Dufour £red at the Djinu
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ment of the French Foreign Legion.

Rene had been listening too much to
the tales of his native companions.
Together with the superstitious Bre-
ton background that was his heritage,
it was no wonder that he was seeing
djinns, leprechauns, or whatever name
they were given. Sensible people
knew there were no such things. Rene
Dufour brushed his hand across his
forehead, blinked, then picked up his
shovel again.

The Penal Battalions of the French
Foreign Legion were working south-
ward in a zigzag line across the
mighty Sahara Desert from Sidi-bel-
Abbes to Timbuktu, a narrow con-
crete thread unfolding behind them,
that would constitute a life-line for
the men of La Belle France when the
enemy might strike on both sides of
the Mediterranean. From oasis to
oasis, over trails that had known only
the 