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ANNOUNCEMENT
of New Coffee Agency Openings

EARNINGS UP TO $60°2 IN A WEEK

Over 3% more men and women are needed at once to open u| ﬂﬁlﬂmjrlzg Cofliess
Agencies right In thelr own home localities. If you are looking for a bona fida
chance to make ah high as 36000 in a week, starting at once, this company will
send you everything you need, give you all the help you require, and back you up
with Its provem successful plans. You risk no money. A ch to be \indigpemdent
work us you please, and niuke more than just a modest living. If you want to kmow
whether there Is an opening for you In your own or nearby locality, mail the Appli-
cation below. Ry returm mall you will be notified whether we have an opening for
you, and it we have, you will receive full information about this Coffee Agency Plan.
You don't send a penny—just mail the Application. No obligation—you decide after
you read the plan. Don’t delay. Sead your Application at once.

Clip Out and! Wit/ Totiay Y/

wwren [ COFFEE AGENCY APPLICATION -

home locality i1 available. Then you can decide it the money-making posaibilitiea
look good to you. No obligation on your part. Those wha apply firsit will be
WILL BE HELD glven preferemce, 30 be aure to mall yeur Appilication without delay—NOW 1
No letter ia required, just the Application. Mail at once to

STRICTLY

CONFIDENTIAL ALBERT MILLS, President
4916 Monmouth Avenue Cincinnati, Ohle

1
r ]
! )
: 1
] WRITE YOUR Name (Sute whetber Mr., Mrs., or Misa) :
{ FULL RAME Add I
| AND ress. |
: ADDRESS HEREI City and State i
! |
HOW MIUCH . g Full time pays up to $30 to $60 |
: @ TIME CAN Mark with an “X in a week. Part time, either [
h YOU DEVOTE ] FuLe Time £] Pagr Tive | during the day or evenings, pays :
| ToCOFFEENGENTY? up to $22.50 in a week. i
{ YOU DEVOTE 1
| ToCOFFEEAGENCY? []
| STATE WHICH In addition to their cash earnings, we offer our producers a cash |
| BONUS YOU bonus of $§600.00 or a brand-new, latest medel Ford Tudor Sedan. |
t PREFER — State which you would prefer if you decide to accept our offer, |
{ Mark “X" before your choice. 1
i CASH OR FORD 1
| AUTOMOBILE? £] $500. CasH BoNus E] LaTesT Mopel Foep Tupor Sepam.
| I
|
{ CAN YoU Mark with an “X” £ Yes g No !
: START AT If you cannot start at once, state about when you will be able |
! ONCE? to start. i
! J
I
. SEND NO MONEY 1
! ALL There la no meney fee of any kind required with this Application. It merely [
| tella us that you would conaider running a Coffee Agency in your locality if we |
| APPLICATIONS hawe an opening for you. Yau will be notified by refurm wail whether your 1
|
| I
! (
| |
I 1
| I
I
L 4



Val. IX, No. 1 January, 1238 Price, 10c
A Complete Myatery Novel
TWISTING DEATH - - - - - - William Merriam Rouse 12

Desth Howers Ower a Dssbiate Rsgion witidle a Feend of the Nokth
Woodds Addds Now Cutgages to Hys Racord of Depravatiy!
Two Gripping Complete Novelettes
THE DEVIL WEARS WINGS - - - - - - John H.Knox 50

A Fasthored Momster Denrands Blobd Saciifice Durgng the Weaeid
Ritisals of a Mexican Juggle Calt

MURDER WITHOUT CORPSES Paul Ernst 78

Cimehe! Dsamppearing Cadaevers! Fadlacimations! Thhese Moorors were
Laodse Morst’'s Witdoorne Whhen Shke Retuadned Horrve

Thrilling Short Stories
FLANMES OF HORROR - - - - - . - Ray Cumwiings 40

Tthe Dwitil Takos Poassssaion of a Man's Braim/

INVASION FROM THE FOURTH - - - Henry Kutther 69

A Poitedigerst Hama an Unesrthly Dhyge of Ddéoom!

MEAT FOR THE MANY - - - - . . Richard Toaker 94
Scavengers Gather at a Mass Murder Féaxt
THE BELLS TOLLBLOOD - - - - - - - Card Jaeebi 100

Pail Jarre!l Plupges into a Dialicdical Wadter of Crdrme

Special Feature
HORROR-SCOPES - - - - - - - . . . Chaka 8

Spocial FREE Cyyatadefcope Raeading Offsa!

THRILLING MYSTERY, &: blished bl-monﬂhly by Better Publications, Inc., at 22 W. 48th St., New Yerk, N. Y.
N. L. Pimee, President. ription yearly, $.60: eingle copies. §.10. Forelgn and Canadian poetaxe edira
Entered as sacomd-claes m&mmr July 12, 1935, at the Post Office at New Yorlk, Y., under the Aet oil Marh 3,
1879. Copyright. 1987, by Better Pulblications, Ino Mlmncrlpl- will not be returmedl unless accompanied by

Felffaddiermed, etamped! en and are submitted at the wthora risk. Names of all charactes u staflaﬁ

and eemi-fiction articles are fiftitious. If & name of any living pereon or existing inatitutiion is used, it s a
coincidence.

Readi our compamion magaziss: Popuibir Westeenp, G-Mem, Thinlltige Wiesiers,

Tilltigg Detaetiive, Tinllhige Adwenidores, Timiltige Lowee, Tie Phaitim De-

teetiiee, Tire Lente e, Pomiibtar Lowee, S F eess, Popitbir Detastige, T'IH}GWIIHQ

Raicth Stariees, Tihnllinge Waentber Sioridss, g Spartss, Teess Ram&rss Popiilar
Spartss, iiltigg Coniftssstons and i\myﬂdyy Aishallogy




| will train you at home for good spare
time and full time JOBS 1IN RADIO

4\

. SMUITH
Pnlld-nl
National Rsdle

mstitute
Established 1914

Many Radio Experts Make
$38, $50, $75 a Week

Dd) TOU wamt to make more
money ? Radio offers you many
epportunities for well-paying spare
time randi fiuk tbummhhqaa:}hogd;pste
tgestatdona lerhgiko yoenglincordc on
ergtors;istntiom piuynageracars] pay¥
amtdtio, $p10000m nyenrge Spared time
mdto 868.800vicing paysSnrany 200
4600sed  yuvazi+igllp tirmemsory i @309
ﬁEOann re B0.f USROLI QTS s r wiredidg
ey Radio K¥peité own full vtinie
npa ftad tdmiex PRI 0 W husthedgane
Manmm-t uirdP8 amd djoh bares A plos:
Moafiers: ¢ tnispicctoTs, mm-ﬁianemn y
iﬂﬁiﬁﬁs sbPERECHIIA, f
S%@ﬁ'ﬁ mm. l
”%%‘%s ;,%“
[}
m?; r%l‘h‘l" gi’o q'.'? % &
é& ?@B i g
b 1o wi et
ﬁ‘é €

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a
Week Extra in Spare Time
While Learning

“11'1C LCdlIllllg
Almost avery nmeighbarhood nreds a good
dylgrestima wervieighiiorhdnks anydmﬁ enioll
Ipatartimeniinjcc Estra ﬂiﬁmh
showdng ShowNQo Eyba
0 mn;;ml r%mdr

OVWyoit

g b TR o aae
[ L o Institut

% Woten. B. G oot

| Dear Mr, Smllh'
J  which
[ ]

m ‘-50( anithed w?{a tfil

Nama. . .ooiviinienrinncncniionnanens
AdIress . .......iiieeianianeiieannnss
CIW.

Without ebligating
pare (e iﬂ ful
Men ai

Find Oot What Rsdlo

Mail the ooupon m I‘or "Bich Rewards in

Badle.”" IIR

years old. polsits oul 'B.dlo s mpare time
stulldtimé opporiunitieR dilac o cdfbe
th ITdleniton) Qélisi dboutikay thagsingd

Ridion Anketl e vl ba : abdiwsly malnm

fhatdss fr6sh ﬂﬁl\eﬂamln “ﬂll %

iwemfmmem Iihu?a  rd§ us«

&Cfﬁi Gr‘bn %gd w%% RveIaRe
or paste on penny postcar
J. F- R3[TTH
I"ml%enl
Natigfial ‘Rhdie
Inastitute;”
Dévt 4
“nhlnnon,
Wagpington,
—_y.
L
ﬁﬂ. send ‘“R%@h Bﬁg'g:d‘l fn Ratle.™ W
GppaRiunIties expllsining
‘Ees 1A Sre time (o become Radio u



ANNOUNCI AN

DUR NEWEST COMPANION MAGAZINE

|

NOW ON SALE JHEE. AT ALL NMEWSSTTANDS




- |

GEE what a build 4
Didrit if take a long
time to get those musdis?]

_-T'_"-

Will You Give Me
7mmmumm
YOWacNewdbomh

Whata »

No SIR! - ATLAS
Makes Muscles Grow

Like Magicf

i 5 inches difference’
- of new
1(4 Muscle uStartad &

Al m b/ Gl al) mﬂ/ﬁe'&ﬁ

For quick results
| recomimend

CHARLES

ATLAS

spREEE
il . ;&N A

John Jacobs

BEFORE

John Jacobs

AFTSR

e kil
7- Day TRIAL OFFER

I could fill this whole magazine

with enthusiiasttiicc reports from
OTHERS. But what you want to know

Thia_valuable cup of solld |

is—“What can Atlas do for MIE?"

Fimd out—@mt my risk! Right in first 7
days I'll start to PROVE I ram turm YOU
into a mam of might and mussile. And it
willl be the kind of PROIF you (nnd any-
one else) cum SEE, FERIL, MEASURE with a tape.
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By CHAKRA

Famuns Myyiitic andl Astbhoityty on Esoteiic Lore

Strange stories will always be popular, especially when these strange stories are
true. The person who has a number of weird, supernatural or horror stories at his
fingwinip will always be the center of attraction in any conversation.

The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment. It presents
true stories of horror, mystery and the supernatural gathered from all corners of the
earth and authenticated by reliable persons.

BARKING DO6S

ETWEEN the East African coast and
Madagascar there is a lonely island
called Juan de Nova. It is supposed

to be an island of dogs, for nothing but dogs

live upon it. Sallers for years have feared

to approach it. Some have tried, but always

they are chased béi wild degs, whieh have

tbhekappeafaﬂee of demestic dogs, but de net
ari.

Seamen say that in the days of the East
Indiamen, Portuguese barques and pirates of
all nations, men would call at Juan de Nova
for fresh water, fruit and turtles. Dogs ot
every breed—some from Europe, others
from China—weuld eseape on shore and
were left behind,

But that is doubted by Marcel du Quin, a
sailer from a French schooner who recently
was ordered by his captain to approach the
island and get fresh water. Quin and twe
others walked up the shore when suddenly
a pack of dogs rushed at them. The {weé
assistants fed a?d jum?ea in the beat. Th
E;ekea areund faF Qul.

. They

g % . Believing he had

8 deveuge L %e staried o sail baek {8

f §hé%,;9l R the h%ﬁf- h{lﬂ eall. Sﬁ
ffaufaﬂe 3 oF him. He Rad 2 strahge 168k 8

Quin had once owned a Great Dane, a

monster of a dog. He had been very good

to the dog and at death had buried the t

at the side of the sea near his home in Mar-

geilles. The dog was called “Rod.”
Here is what Quin told his captain: “As

the dogs rushed me I saw that I was sur-
rounded. I looked around, but my comrades

had gone. Then I glanced at the hill and,
terror-strickem, I thought I recognized my
dead dog, Rod. In fright I called out “Rod,
help me." Instantly, this big dog descended
on the pack and tore into the leaders. It
‘\;rads horrible. The other dogs turned and
ed.

“I ran over to take Rod in my arms, but
he was gone. Now I know why these dogs
of Juan de Nova do not bark. They are
ghost dogls."

(More HORROR-SCOPES on page 10)

SPECIAL FREE OFFER

Send this coupom to Horror-Scopes, THRILLING
MYSTERY magazine, 22 West 48th St., New York City.
Enolose a self-addressed stampad envelepe. You will
receive a Chakra-Cryaitil- giving yes i éompist
analysis of yourself=your usky AUMBRF, q’iaw and a

83t Oeeupation ahd other vifa

traits, lueky eelor,
informatien,

HORROR-SCOPES,
THRILLING MYSTERY,
22 West 48th St.,, New York City.

Please semdd CHIAKRA-CRYSTAL:-
SCOPE, free of charge, to:

Address ................... ... . .......
City. ..o, State..........
Date of birth.... .. ....................
Day Month  Year
(Enclese a self-addressed stamped
envelope) 1-

YOUR CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading FREEI

Send in Coupon Above!



Plan Your Fulure

Choose Your Field NOW For Success

Will you master fate or will fate master you? That's a question deserving
your honest answer . .. right now! Actually it is all up to you. You can do
with Life almost what you will. LaSalle will help you establish yourself for
real suecess by providing you with the comprehensive, specialized training
for which it is so famous Choose your field . . . now! Check the coupon
below for the free booklet you want us to send you. It can be your finst step

toward asstired suecess.

Opportunities in

Traffic Management
The field of Traffic Management offers real
only to the man who knows. Spare time study and the

}ly to th ho k Spare t t d th

will to succeed have pushed scores of Trafhic emglg 063
up thelladdcr to financial success. Many LaSalle-trained
traffic managers—hoth in the railroad and industrial
field—now command salaries of %3,000,00 to $5,000.00
a year—and better. lnvesqgag;e, ind gui how %ou can
ctualnfy for these higher positions through home-
study and guidance,

Law for Business Suazrss

And it isn't n to practice law to get this
Success. In fact probably most of the men who study
law today have no idea of taking the bar examination
or becoming la —they want law training to give
them mastery of men and situations in business. You
know that—

1) the man with | training is a leader—not
W a follower. egal 08
(2) legal training keens your mind—clears away

the problems that stump the ordinary fellow
and makes you master instead of man.

(3) knowledge of la?kljimpliﬁes the Gonplitions

of executive wo!
'4) Many top executive are filled by men
@ who Zavg studied lavg.la y

No matter whether you are in a big corporation or a
small bu in a great city or_a little town—a
practical knowledge of Taw cannot fail to be of real and
vital help to you in making a more successful career,

In every state in the union you'll find law-trained
men who came up through le. What others have
done, you can do.

And LaSalle offers either a full law course leading to
LL. B. or a shorter business law training—whichever
you prefer. AH text material, including valuable 14-
volume Law Library. Training comprises the mosi
effective features of modern law instruction.

Executive Training

Executives who are efficient managers command re-
sponsible positions and good incomes. And the rieed for

trained executives is growing rapidly, We train you

thoroughly at home in your spare time for every type of

executive work—teach'you the principles and

used dlzy tiur most suceessful btusinw,tleadgrs and help
ou develep yeur managemerit capacity—by a training

%uilt with Ph’e’ aid of oufgaetandlng gxem;t'iva?

Become an
Expert Accountant
The Profzssion That Rays

The demand for skilled accountants—men who reailly’
know their business—is increasing rapidly. New state
and federal legislation requires much more, and more
efficient accounting from business—big and small. Cor-
Forauons.are in constant need of expert counsel in mat-
ers relating to Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business
Law, Organization, Management, Finance. Men who
gmye their qualifications 1n this impertant branch of

usiness are rapidly promoted to responsible executive
g}osmmss— jven an opportunity to earn real salaties.

he range is from_$2,000.00 to $15,000.00 a year—even
to higher income ﬁFurei.

Under the LaSalle Problem Method you ean at home
acquire a thoro understanding of Higher ; A
master its fundamental principles, become expert in t

s without

be
ractical ﬁpplication of these principles
osing an hour of work or a dollar of pay.
Your training will be under the direct supervision of
a staff of legal, organization and manag:meﬁt 8
ists, business efficiency engineers and Certified Public
Accountants.
Prel immi Mﬁﬂﬂkmﬁﬁpmm
We train you from the ground up, or from where you
now are, according to your individual needs.

Mr. Salesman: What's Wirang?

Why aren’t you making mote sales—more money? Ia it
g:t;l—or your proposition? Cheek up first on yoursellt

er men—no better than you—have found their
earnings jump and stay ucP when they teained with
LaSalle. Literally thousands of men—many of them
years at the game—have increased their safes velume
and earnings throuqh homme study with LaSalle guids
ance. Sound—practical—usable—right from field ex-
perience. Train for top-noteh production with LaSalle,

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 1329-R, Chicago
lmldli_kpteaé‘?veywrspedal bookdet—without wﬁtgvgmmmnmy

youtr siiccess training in the buisiness ol

flall Law

Higher
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O Buaineaa English

D >
: -B. £ Rxpert Boakkecpin Busineas Correspond
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10 THRILLING MYSTERY

HORROR-SCOWES

(Continued from page 8)

EYES OF LIFE

HARLES (CANNIBAL) MILLER,
foremost authority on cannibals, ex-
elorer, and cousin of Hendrick Wilhelm
anLoom, dropped into the office of THRIL-
LING MYSTERY a few days ago.

He had juBt arrived from Dutch New
Quinea, having taken a motion picture at
that location. He had a good story for
HORROR-SCOPES, and although a bit
longer than usual, it belongs in the Horror-
Scope case-book. Here it 18 in Mr. Miller’s
own words:

I have just returned from Java. My pre-
vious visit was ten years ago. I had well
remembered my Dutch friend Karel Van
deBerg. He had married a native girl whose
mother was Dutch and whose father was
Javanese, of noble birth.

Ten years ago, Van deBerg’s father-in-law
had died. I remembered the expression in
the old man's eyes as he had g‘aned away.
I will never forget those eyes. They spoke a
language I could understand. It carried a
feeling of peace and hope.

A few weeks later, Karel Van deBerg was
stricken. The doctor attached to the Dutch
military post attended him. But Karel's wife
didn’t trust doctors. This was typical of all
Javanese. She had more confidence in the
native holy man, Hadji Mohammed.

It was a foggy morning as I sat in Karel's
home. The servant, Admo, was handing me
a drink. 1 was waiting until the doctor came
out of Karel's bedroom, so 1 could see my
friend. I believed he would get well.

Suddenly I heard Madame Van deBer;
scream. Then she opened the door an
called to her servant: “Lakas Admo, pangil
Hadji Mohammed” (Quick Admo, call
Had)i Miohammed.)

I was in that room in a moment. I knew
what had happened. The doctor had pulled
a sheet over my friend on the bed.

“Is he dead, doctox?” I gasped.

“Yes—I have made every test. I have
seen several cases of suspended amimation
caused by this fever—but this is death. 1
will stake my reputation on it. Here in
ava we must be sure, because burial is made

efore sundown.”

The doctor was not a young man. He
had received his honored appointment in
Java due to his splendid record in Holland.
The Dutch Government respected him and
had decorated him several times. I would
never question his word as one of the most
authoritative in the medical profession.

Someone entered the room. I turned. I
heard Admo speak to his mistress: “Hadji
Mohammed ada sini, Nomja” (Hadji Mo-
hammed is here, Madame).

Then Madame Van deBerg rushed to the
native minister and with tears streaming

down her beautiful face, spoke in her native
tongue: “Hadji Mohammed, the white do¢-
tor says my master is dead. May Allah give
you strength to bring him back to me."

The Hadji bowed and stepped over to the
bed, slowly. He removed the sheet and
gazed at the body. 8till standing he began
a mumbled prayer.

1 looked at Madame Van deBerg. Her
hands were clenched. Her eyes staring.
Then she closed them and murmured pray-
ers of her dead father's faith.

The doctor and I stood silent. There was
no sound save the prayers of the Hadji and
the wife.

Solemn minutes passed. Then 1 felt the
doctor grab ul?' wrist. I looked at Karel
Van deBerg. His eyes were opening. Color
was coming back to his face. I could see
that the doctor was even more excited than
1 was. He rushed to Karel as the Hadji
stepped aside. The doctor rubbed the “dead
man s” hands. Then felt the pulse. With an
expression of stark amazement he turned to
me and said, “His pulse is normal." And
with this, his wife threw herself upon her
husband, weeping with joy.

One hour later, Karel Van deBerg was
sitting up. His eyes were inflamed and he
could not see very well. But he could talk
in a faint whisper.

Three days later I left him. He was not
yet the gay Dutchman I had always known,
he was quite solemn. His eyes were still
weak, and the doctor had given him dark
glasses. But what could you expect of a
man who had returned from the dead?

So I was glad to be able to visit Karel
Van deBerg on my trip to Java this time.
Ten years I knew would make quite a change
in him,

As I stood at the door, a man opened it
and extended his hand. "*Charles!” he said.

I looked. Was this Karel Van deBerg, the
gay, blond, blue-eyed Dutchman of my
yauth? Same face, same body, same emile
—but those eyes, they were purple black.

He embraced me. His wife was still beau-
tiful. Four children had come to them since
my last visit. But were these Karel's £hil-
dren? Of course they were, they had Karel's
physical characteristics—but the eyes of all
of them—they were Javanese éyes.

And then it struck me. 1 remembered,
The eyes of Karel's father-in-law, whe had
died a few weeks before Karel had had his
strange experience. Of courie, heredity.
Nothing strange about children having the
eyes of their grandfather.

But why should Karel's own eyes have
changed? I couldn't explain that. Net wuhtil
on the boat back to America I pieked up a
book on Java and read: “The Javanese g€=
lieve the seat of the soul is in the eyes.”

THE HEART OF A SOLDIER
THIS stor% happened about five yeaf
after the World Wak. Charlie Olmstea
lived in a small tewn in the middle wes
Ever since he was a small ey he |8ved 58
¢Cohtiird 8n page iii)



Amazing Profits Big Cash Premiums
For Those Who Know FOR HUNDREDS OF COINS

OLD MONEY !l NOW CIRCULATING

There are literally thousands of old coins and
bills that we want at once and for which we
Will y big eash premiums. Many of these coins are now passing from hand to
in eiréulation. Today or tomeorrow a valuable coin may come into your
ssession. Wateh your ehange. Know what to look for.
't sell your coins, encased postage stamps, of paper money to any other
dealer until you have first seen the prices that we will pay for them.

WE WILL PAY FOR 1909 CENTS UP TO $10.00 EACH
e tialt oty S350, 00 ange Copper Gonts $3000 G0 Moftnal Eagle Cenes
each— ents ents
$20.00—Ealf Dimes $150.00—20c Pieces $100.00=—=25¢c before 1873, 00—
50c before 1879, $750.00 — Silver Dollars before 1874, $2500.00 — Trade
Dollars $250.00 — Gold Dollars $1000.00 = $2,50 Gold Pieces before 1876,
$600.00—%3 Gold Pieces $1000.00—$5 Gold Pieces before 1888, $5000.00
— $10 Gold Pieces before 1908, $150.00 — Commemorative Half Dollars
$60.00—Cunirarative Gold Coins $115.00.
PAPER MONEY — Frictional Cukreney $26.00. Coﬂfdm Bills $15.00.
Encased Postage Stampe $12.00
FOREIGN COINS—Cestaln Coppaer of Sliver Colns $18, 00 Gold Colns §150.00, eto,
Dow't wilt! Seand dime for world's lasdat i0s Cosiplate Illuetrated Catalog.
Addeass your envelope #et

ROMANO’S COIN SHOP

Nantasket, Mass.
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TWISTING

CHAPTER 1
—_ Jaws of Doom

EATH hovered over the small

backwoods clearing—grim, Si-

lent death as cold and relent-
less as the sharp wind that shrilled
icily through Jimmy Parker’s stocky
body. The ominous silence of the des-
olate winter bush regiom blended grim-
ly with the starkness of the bleak sur-
roundings.

But Jimmy Parker was totally wn-
aware of the sinister specter. He was
bending wearily over the duffle bag
on the frozen groumd, unpacking slow-
ly. His young, good-looking, muddy
face held no premenitory hint of the
terrible doom the three immortal sis-
ters of destiny had prepared for him,

One moment there was nothing but
peace and the murmur of the brook
nearby, and in the next there was the
exploding havoc of an erupting vol-
cano. All the notice that Death gave
to young life-loving Jimmy Parker was
a faint scraping noise behind him. A
practically useless notice which only
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a steam-rolling, jeering monster would
mockingly wave under its wvictim's
nose.

For as Parker quickly straightened
up and half turned around, some dev-
ilish substance out of the wmnknown
sprayed his eyes, his nosttiil, and pen-
etrated his whole being. He gasped,
choked, as his lungs constricted and his
eyes burned with agonizing ffile. A
powertul, overwhelming odotr assalled
his senses with a suffocating vehe-
mence that was almest wnbearable.

Parker’s arms groped and swung
wildly around him. One fist glanced
harmlessly against something rough.
For one lightning-like instant his eyes
were washed partly clear, and he had
a distorted, blurred flash of an enor-
mous, misshapem monster looming over
him. A gurgling cry issued from Park-
er's tightly-drawn throat. And then
twin bars of iren were grasping his
head, gripplng it like some gigantlc
vige,

An unholy troupe of imps were hold-
ing a jubilee inside of Patker’s head.
All of them were armed with crowbars
and they were waving them around
gleefully. And each time they waved,
the points of the crowbars bit viciously
into Jirmry Paeker's skull. In regular
thythim they waved—a grim prelude to
death.

For suddenly the jaws of the vise
wrenched sharply in a short arc. There
was a grinding snap and arunch—and
Jimmy Parker’s knees collapsed like
a deflated tire, as black atblivion
claimed his last spark of life.

And like the proverbial calm after
the stormm, peace and quiet once more
reigned over the small clearing. The
forest brook babbled cheerfully only
six feet away, but Jimmy Patker would
never hear it again.

INUTES passed and the dead
faan lay on the frozen ground
where he had fallen with legs drawn
up. His head was twisted gruesomely
to one side and his tongue hung from
between blackened lips. His bulging
eyes stared without seeing.
“Jimmy! Where are you? Jimmy
Parker!”
Through the winter bush came the

cry, repeated, nearer and nearer, echo-
ing strangely among the stark skele-
ton branches that rimmed the Ilittle
clearing. All at once a young man, big,
hatless, burst into the open.

“Jimmy!”

His shout ended in a gasp of herror
at the sight of what lay on the ground,
almost at his feet.

For thirty seconds Donald Harding
bent over the distorted form of his
friend. Grief and horror gripped his
threat. His fiimgers, sticky with Bweat,
wotked cofivulsively inside his mit-
tens.

This, he thought dully, them with
stabbing realizatiom, was murder!
Murder, stark and unaccountablle, yet
hottibly ewidient!

A gust of fury shook him, jerked him
to his feet with pounding arteries.
Jirary Patket, his best and closest
friend, murdered! And the murderer
had gone free.

Free, but only for the time beimg!
Harding made the vow solemnly, look-
ing down at the dead man's swollen
features; and as he gazed, rage cooled
into grimm purpese. Gradually the re-
alitles of air and light and frezen
ground resurmed their place. The naked
bush, the dark warmth ef the ever-
greens, the tinkle of breek water
against shell iee, impiAged eR his
senses with sudden clarity.

It was then that he neted tweo §h§f?=
ly significant things. Thete wag iA
the heavy alr a hint ef seme strange
odor. And thete was a gentle priek:
ling of his neck-hairs which teld hif
that afother living presence oceupied
the clearing.

With a whip-like reaction of smesth
muscles, Harding whitled, his hand
dropping to the pistel if Ris Mmackinaw
pocket. Motionless He stood, exeept
for the darkening of his gray eyes, a
slow tensing of his jaws.

Twenty feet away stood a man, huge,
weatherbeaten, grizzled, with black
eyes glittering under the edge of a
bushman's knitted tugpe. At Hard:
ing's first metion, He had threwh his
rifle forward, his URMItIRRRA GHer
slipping inside the trigger Suard:

"Wiat are you doing here?”

Suspicion edged Harding"s voice, No



TWISTING DEATH 15

rifie bullet had killed Jimmy Parker;
yet this scowling stranger who had
crept up silently from behind—

“l am Jean Jacques Perron, hunter,
of St. Charles de Bellechasse.” Like
the great body from which it issued,
the man’s volee, speaking in patois, was
strong and deliberate.

“You, monsieur, who stand there
with a dead man at your feet, can you
answer as well?”

Harding’s eyes widened at the clear
challenge, then narrowed as they met
and held the bushman’s.

“My friend, here,” he replied in
rapid Freach, “my friend and I came
from New Yeork to hunt. We were
just making camp. Our guide said it
was golng te snow, and picked this
cleating because it Is sheltered and
cloge to the brook. He said we might
have to stay here twoe of thiee days,
and had better get up a let ef fifewswd.

“We went off in different directions,
leaving my friend to unpack our duf-
fle. A few minutes later I heard a
queer cry. I couldn’t locate it at fiist,
8o I called. Thete was no answet. And
when I got back here, you see what—
what I feund!”

LOWILY Perron lowered his rifle,

and came forward to stand with
Hatdiing over the broken thing on the
groeund.

“Trully, I see, monsieur,” he said at
last. “And I have seen another like
that, not five minutes ago. It is your
guide, I think, who lies dead of the
same malady, about a hundred yards
away."”

“Our guide?” Harding’s teeth clicked
on the word. “Achille Morin? And
like thig?”

“Cuii! If that is his name. He is
very dead.” Perrom tamped dark,
strong tobacco into the bowl of a short
pipe he had taken from his pocket. “It
seems that the Twister has taken two
at once, this time!”

For a long moment Harding stared
thoughtfully at the bushman’s impas-
sive profilee. How much did the man
know, or guess, beyond what he him-
self had learned, of this weird business
which had brought him and Jimmy
Parker from far-off New York to the

backwoods of St. Charles de Belle-
chasse, and which had just now cost
the lives of his two cmmpanions?

Perron had named the Twister, but
that in itsellf was nothing to hang sus-
picion on. All the North Woods knew
of this fiend whese killings had terrof-
ized the neighborhood of Bellechasse
for six menths past.

Many otherwise unimaginative na-
tives had openly linked him with the
supernatural. The police, after months
ot bafflement, were approaching the
same state of rind, according to the
letter Hatding had received two weeks
before frem Sergeant Pieree.

That letter, strictly unofficial, had
told of the excellent hunting to be
found in the neighbothood, and had
mentioned only casually the Twister's
deadly record. Actually it had been
the appeal of an old friend in need to
the firtm of Harding and Pamker, Pfi-
vate Investigatoers.

“Weadll, monsieur! You stare at me
as if you thought me a little mad!™
Perton’s deep voice recalled Harding
to the present with a start.

“But the affair is all crazy, is it not?"
the grizzled bushman continued, be-
tween fierce puffs from his pipe. “The
Twistet—ao one has seen him and
lived, so he has no other name—he has
killed five men within ten miles of this
place, in as many months. ARd these
twe, your friend and yeur guide, make
seven. Always it is the same—the head
twisted until the neekbene snaps like
a retten twig. And never dees he leave
a trail the peliee ean fomkow i

“Doesn’t he?” retorted Hardimg, his
glance probing behind Perron’s black
eyes. “But perhaps that is because the
police arrived too late, when the trall
was ¢old. This time it should be dif-
ferent, with an eld hunter right on the
gpot to pick up his tracks. There must
be sefe sigh héreabouts.”

“No, monsieur!” Perron’s tone and
gesture were emphatic. “The ground
is frozen hard, and as you see no snow
has fallen yet. You may be sure the
Twister will have left no tracks, and
beslides it will be getting dark in a few
fhinutes. We should enly be wasting
time.”

Donald

Harding’s jaw set stub-
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bornly, then relaxed.

“You're right,” he conceded. “We'd
need time to search, even with goed
light. But we'll have that in the morn-
ing.”

Again the big bushman shook his
head. “Wom#t! It is better that we make
a litter now, and carry the body of your
poor friend to St. Charles. In the morn-
ing we can send men back here to bring
in the corpse of Achille Morin. There
will be expert trackers with them, and
it the Twister has left any trail at all,
which I doubt, they may pick it up.

“But let us hurry now, while there
is still light enough to see by! Mon
dicatl! We bear tidimgs which will make
the good people of St. Charles shiver
under their blankets tomii
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“If I had not,” he replied gravely,
“the pleasure of your company, made:
moiselle, would have made a crust of
bread seem like a bamquet. »

Pink deepened to rose in the cheeks
of Mile. Denise Lafleur. But before ghe
could find a reply there was a smrdﬁ
knock on the door through whic
Hatding had entered.

The girl sprang to her feet, then,
stepping to an inner doorway, she
traised her voice.

“They arrive! Father, here¢ are the
gentlemen for the comsultatiom!”

An elderly man appeared through the
doorway, nodded courteously to Hard-
ing, and crossed the room with easy,
erect carriage. As he swung the front
door wide, four men entered, bowing
with old-wotld dignity to Lafleur, who
ifl turn introduced therm to his younger
guest.

There was the venerable Father
Michaud, who patted Denise on the
shoulder before seating himsellf by the
fireplhoee, with his cassock wrapped
atound him,

There was Dr. Hermamm Benoit,
burly and ruddy, with eyes that lanced
quick gleams from under his bushy
brows. He took Harding’s hand in a
grip like a bear's,

Juste Vanasse, mayor of St. Charles
de Bellechasse, puffed and bowed again,
and would have made a speech if Father
Michaud had rot lifted a discreet fiinger
in protect. Probably, Harding theught,
that unspoken oratery would have been
a relief to this half pempeus, half pa-
thetic individuall, 6n whose steut frame
anxlety oF fear seered te weigh eruelly.

The fourth man was the notary of
Bellechasse, Alaric Labieche, whose
greeting was stiffly formal, and whose
costurme suggested that he had just
stepped out of a Quebee office. 1t was
he who, after an impressive pause,
opened the conversation.

“Monsieur Harding,” he said ¢risply,

“you are aware, I think, that my village
has been menaced for six months By an
enemy which no human pewer has this
far been able to combat. My pes le
have been grieved and terrified By fiv
successive murders, all eommitted By
the sarme mysteﬂeu% hand.

“Now they are in a state almest of
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panic, having learned what has just
happened to your friend and your
guide. We are here tenight in hepe
that your advice fay shew us seme
as yet undiseovered means of preteet:
Ing outrselves against further killings,
fiet te rAention the rebbery of the
dead.”

“Robbery?” Harding echoed. “Yes,
of course. A considerable sum of
money was taken from oeur packs. I
noticed it, natutally, before we left the
clearing. Tell e, Mensieur Labreehe,
are the Twister's vietims always
febbed?”

“But certainly! And that is why I
have no use for all this superstitious
talk about a creature who can neither
be seen not caught. We are not deal-
ing with a Whidigigo, of anything su-
perhumamn. Wihat terrifies us is that we
fhake no progress even towatd defend-
ing eurselves against this murderer.”

Harding nodded. “Messieurs,” he
said, “James Parketr was my best and
oldest friend; and on that account alone
I sheuld spare noe effort te bring the
Twister to justice. Be assuted of my
help, whatever it fhay be wotth to
yeul”

ERE was a brief silence. Then
Di. Benoit cleared his theoat and
halif turaed in his chalr,

“Monsieur Harding, I think that
what we need most is cleverness, not
so much of the eye or of the hand, but
of the brain, for the murderer has so
far been cleverer than any of us. With
your permmissiom, let us analyze this
menace, point by point, much as I
should have to do with a puzzling mal-
ady. Do you agree, monsieur?”

*Go on, Doctor!™

“Ehh bieni! For every one of these
killings we know the chief motive, rob-
bery; and the other motive, to imsure
silence. Secondly, we know that the
killer is a man of very great strength.
Thirdly, he is as clever as the Devil his
master.

“Onemmre fact seems beyond doult :
he is a native of this village, and con-
sequently knows everything that hap-
pens here, the movements of whatever
victim he chooses among us. He ob-
serves, he strikes, he escapes without a

Mlle. Doiise antl Hadridimg

trace, and remains unknown—becatise
he is one of us!

“A-ah!”

With a half strangled groan, the
puffy mayor collapsed. Denise Lafleur,
acting with quick undetstanding, fillled
and brought him a glass of old brandy,
almost before Dr. Benoit had raised the
fainting man in his chair,

“It is only his poor nerves!” she whis-
pered, as Vanasse gulped the warming
liquor. “Momnsieur has borne the griet
and worry of the whole village for so
long. But he is feelling better now,
isn't he, Doctor?”

“Yes, my little one! In some ways,
I think you are a better doctor than 1.
Come, Monsieur Vanasse! You are
feeling like yourssllf agaim?™

With an effort the mayor sat up
straightet, nodded.

“That brandy has made a man of me
again. Your pardom, Monsieur Hard-
ing! Please continue the discussion.”

After one keen glance about the
room, Harding nodded to Benoit.

“You have made your points very
clear, Doctor, and I think that on the
whole they are well taken. But let us
go back a bit. You mentioned the mur-
derer’s abnormal strength. Are there
any persons in this mneighborhood
whom that description might fii®”
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Before Benoit could reply, Labreche
spoke rapidly.

“That is just the difficulty, mon-
sieur! There are perhaps half a dozen
upusually powerful men between here
and Notte Dame du Lac, the nearest
village to Bellechasse.”

“There are! Very well, messieurs.
With that point settled, may I ask if
there is any one of them on whom par-
ticular suspicion might fall?"

“There is one, I am sorry to<say,"” re-
plied Father Michaud, clasping his
bands uneasily. “A man, known for
years simply as Black Antoine, lives
alene in a cabin not two miles from the
village. He exists almost like a beast,
in filth and rags, the year around; and
that is niet because of need, but becaise
he epfefefs te do §6. He is Ao more than
i ale-age@ and as strong as a bull
fmeese. He esuld earh goed wages with
the choppers.

“Three times since he came to this
neighborhood, and that is ten years
ago, I have tried to persuade him to a
Christian way of living, but each time
he drove me away with threats and foul
curses. Monsieue the mayot knows
that this is se!”

“Indeed it is, Monsieur Harding,”
Vanasse spoke up. “And morg than
once I would have had him arrested by
the police, had not the good Father for-
bidden me! Many of us believe that
Blaek Antoine i the Twistet himself.
But alas! Thete is no scrap of evi-
dence against hirn, other than what you
have just heard.”

“Welll, we shall need more than
that,” Hatding began, and broke off as
Denise raised her hand suddenly.

“Father! Messieurs! Did you hear
that?” She rose and stood listening,
with parted lips.

“I thought I did hear something,™
said Lafleur. “Only the howling of a
dog, probably. But open the door for
a morment, Denise, so we can hear bet-
ter.”

NOWFILAKES drifted into the
room on a gust of cold air, as De-
nise pulled the door wide.
“The stormm is here at last,” mur-
mured Father Michaud. But his words
ended in a gasp, as out of the night
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came a shriek of abject terror, followed
by another and another. The nts
of the room crowded forward. Then,
into the light shining from the open
doorway stummbled a frail, bent figure
with arms thrown wide,

Hurrying out, Dr. Benoit caught the
old woman in his arms and carried her
inside. With tender hands he and the
old priest supported her to a couch near
the big fiireplaces, where she sat sway-
ing and fumbling with her ragged
shawl. Noises rather than sounds came
from her blue lips.

“It is old Margot,” whispered Denise
into Harding’s ear. “She keeps house
for Donat Fabard, another old one. But
what can have happened?"

“Dead!”

The old woman's banshee wail sent a
shiver through every man in the room.

“Dead! Dead! Dead! There on the
floor!! With his head all twisted and his
eyes popping like a frog's! Oth, nmon
dimy, mom ddesul”

“Who is dead, Margot?” The priest
was the first man to speak.

The old woman gibbered, moaned,
became fiinally articulate.

“Who? Who but Donat Fabard?
The poor old Donat! Halass! Many
a time I have called him miser, when 1
needed a pair of warm stockings and he
would not let me buy them. But I weep
for him now!™

Her old voice cracked. “Dead!”
“Dead, with the floot ripped up and all
the gold he kept there gome!”

“Wihere were you when he was
killed?"” the mayor blurted, his tongue
thick with fear.

“Where was I, monsieur? Wheie but
at the house of Pamphile Lambert? 1
was away no more than two KeOufs.
When I came back the deor steed épen
with snow drifting in, and thete lay
poor Donat Fabatd, dead! Dead oh the
floor. I knew that Movideur Jo Miaire
would be here tonight, s I eame, 1
ran—"

“Messieurs!” spoke Harding abrupi:
ly. “We had best ge and see f6f Quf-
selves at onee. Seme 6f us, at least. W
can't afferd te overloek any elues, 3R
MOMents fay EBURt ABW. M&Hé}@ﬁ
Lafleur and Mademoiselle ¢aR 188
after the eld one.”
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CHAPTER III

Prowlling Menace

E front room of Fabard’s bare lit-
tle house was furnished enly with
fheager essentialls. Two flckety chairs
flarkedd a table of similar decrepitude;
a bex of filewewsd steed in the chirmney
eeFner; a few iren pets and eracked
dishes shewed through the half epen
eupboard d486f:

To Harding’s mind the place had all
the look of a miser’s dwelling. But his
firstt swift glances discovered mothing
else of significance except for the hole
where two boards had been ripped up to
expose Donat’s hoatd of gold, and the
ownet's corpse around which the doc-
tot, fhayot and the old priest were al-
ready gathered.

Fabard's patched boots were drawn
up, as in a last convulsion of agony, and
his eyes, now fillmedl over, held the same
protruding stare that had matked Jim-
my Parker's. Likewise there was, hang-
ing faintly in the alr, that same indefin-
able odot Harding had eaught neat the
bedy et his friend.

The detective drew Father Michaud
aside.

“Deo you smell anything peculiar?” he
muttered. “Amn odor that somehow
doesn’t belong in this lace any more
tham orange blossoms at the Neorth
Pole?"

"An odor!” The older man sniffed,
his high forehead wrinkling in puzzle-
ment. “Yes, now that you mention it,
I do, Monsieut Harding. But it is some-
thing strange to my nose. Does it mean
anything?”

“Only that thete has been another
murder by the sarme hanmd that killed
Monsieur Parkef. The scent was pres-
ent when we found him—""

“Temiiblle, terrible !” the mayot’s voice
interrupted mourmfully. “All Fabard's
good money gone! They say he had
nearly four thousand dollars, the sav-
ings of a frugal lifletitme!™

“Not nearly so much as your own
hoardings, Mwwieirur le Maiel!” re-
marked a cool voice behind them.

Labreche, the notary, stoed stiffly in

the doorway with Jean Jacques Perron
at his shoulder. Vanasse gasped.

“I, Monsieur IMbvocat? I have no
gold to tempt even a sneak-thief! 1
have only my living. But you, Alaric
Labreche, you are not a poor man, and
you had better take care. The Twister
may have matked you alirezdy!™

Wihattewer the notary would have an-
swered, it remained unsaid, for at that
moment several of the village people
crowded into the roer, whispering,
awestruck. Theit blanched faces re-
flected the terror and fear which the
eerily elusive, monstious Twister had
instilled in them.

Harding did not welcorme their inter-
ruption, for the passage of words be-
tween the mayor and Labreche had be-
gun to suggest interesting possibilities.
Besides, clumsy feet and hands eould
obliterate in one minute sueh faint
traces as might be left in the reem te
point the rurderer’s trail.

IRMLY he shooed the curious

white-faced villagers ouit. THhen,
with only the fouf from Latleur’s house,
and Jeam Jaeques Petioh, rfeémaifing,
he closed the deer and set te werk. Of
flidt impottamed was the task ef keep:
ing these ethers frem Blundering abeout
the plaee, and at the same time aveiding
all Rint of prefessional manner. At any
eest his business in Bellechasse Must
ptay 3 secrét.

“Please touch nothing, messieurs,
until I have fiinisheed with a little ex-
periment I wish to try,” he said simply.
‘Dt. Bemoit, you have been in this
house before. Can you find me about
a pound ot white flour and a piece of
tough paper? A paper bag would be
even beétter.”

“But certaimly, Monsieur Harding|
Naturally, I am a bit curious, but ques-
tions can wait. . . . Ah! Here we
have the flour and the bag together, in
this cupboard. There is just a pound
left, I should say; poor Donat was al-
ways close with provisions. Now, what
elge?”

“Nothing for the moment, Doctor. If
there is a trail of any sort left in this
toofn by Fabard’s killer, I hope my lit-
tle flour trick may discover it.”

"Yes, yes! I see it now!"” cried Va-
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nmé eagerly. “Monsieur looks fer
fingappirists, n'esteee pas? The pelice
did that, too, but found nothing.

course, they were not greatly surprised,
since three or more days had passed in
each case before they reached the
scene. But monsieur seems puzzled!
Is it that the flour does not work so
well as the special dust of the police?"

Hatding’s frown deepened as he
dusted piece after piece of furniture
with flour, blowing it gently through
a tiny hole in the paper bag, then puff-
ing away the surplus with patient care.

“No, monsieur,” he answered ffinallly,
rising from a last dusting of the rijjprd-
up floor boards. “The flour would
have shown up really fresh fhivger-
ptints, had they been there. But there
is not a fifiggarprintt anywhere in this
room, not even those of Fabard or his
heusekeeper!”

“Them someone—" began Labreche.

“Exactly?” s mappeedd Harding.
“Someomne, either the murderer or an
accompliice, has carefully wiped out the
only evidence which would have cer-
tainly have put his neck in a noose.”

“It is defeat!" babbled the fat mayor.
“I knew it would be so, I knew it! Who
can match wits with a fiiend like that?”

“It is not defeat, messieurs!” Hard-
ing’s flat tone struck back like a &lap
in the face. “This is only a setback
to our hopes. De. Benoit, your re-
marks earlier this evening appear am-
ply justified. This killer, mad fiend
that he I8, shows great cleverness; yet
he has left evidence that he is a native
of these parts, and his actions tonight
eonfirm it. He knows that his fifnger-
prints would give him away just as
gufelly as would a phetegraph of his
aee

“Thus far he has been very careful;
but sometime he will slip up. Some-
time he will lack time to erase the proof
of his identity, or he will forget just
where he left it. Remernber, we are
not beaten but only checked for the
smomment!”

“Ba oul!’ The bushman’s heavy
volee rumbled. "We are checked, mon-
sieur, but net the Twister! Deubtless
he sees and laughs at us as we stand
here eroaking like se many erows when
a Bawk has passed everhead. It is net

to such things as clever talk and little
dustings of flour that I trust myseH
tonight. But my rifle— Ah! That
is different. Bamsair, magsieuns!

Thick shoulders hunched, lean
Jacques Perrom bent his head te clear
the low lintel, and stepped out inte the
night.

N a short while, the others followed

his example. Harding was the last
to leave, and as he stepped out, fijiing
flakess, sharp as steel, blasted into his
face on the wings of a bitter wind.
Harding drew his maekinaw collar up
protectinglly and breathed the keen air
in deeply.

A slight crunching noise to his left
drew his eyes to the rear of the little
house. His strong face tightened
grimly as he saw a dark shadow mov-
ing swiftly away from the house. A
glant figuee, silhouetted now against
the background of snewy whiteness.

“"Wiho's there?” Harding called out
sharply.

There was no answer, and the ffigure
continued retreating toward the snowy
slopes behind the house. Hatding hesi-
tated and then started swiftly in pur-
suit.

He didn't seem to be making much
headway in overtaking the huge Jhum-
bering shadow ahead of him, and de-
cided to use different tactics. He ex-
haled enough wind eut of his panting
lungs te yell:

“Stop—or I'll shoot!”

The giant fugitive reacted, but net
exactly in the manner which Hafdiﬂg
had hoped. The man turhed Ris Rea
and then started zig-zagging ever the
now uneven half frezen, half smewy
surface. Still it was semething, fef
Hakding found himsellf elgsing the gap
between them as he eontiRved of a
steaight line.

Then abruptly the ffigure stepped,
and with a rumbling grewl, reversed
his direction and came chatging di-
rectly at the winded detestive.

Harding didnt get a ehance to ask
any questions of say anything. He
was conscious of a fa%geally €lothed
Herculean figuie, a dark shaggy faee,
fiecedly gleaming eyes and bared white
teeth. Then he had his Rands full de:
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fending himsellf from the savage attack
of the erstwiile fugitive.

The detective felt a tingling sensa-
tion crawl up his spine as the thought
flaghert] across his mind that this gi-
gantic growling person might be the
gruesomely murderous Twister!? It
put strength into his punch as his fiist
smacked against a rough chedk. The
glant didn’t seem to mind, though, and
retaliated with a wvielous haymaker.
Harding winced as the blew glanced
off his right ear and Aumbed it com-
pletely. He was dedging and parrying
as best he eould. One selid blew frem
this pewerful giant weuld be the énd.

His lungs were hot furnaces now,
and he felt that he couldn't hold out
much longer. He feinted skillfully
with his left and then threw everything
behind a right uppereut. It landed and
he grunted with satisfaction as the
other staggeted baekward. Harding
started toward him with the fi¥m #iten-
tien of finishing the k.

But his foot slipped on a hard, icy
patch of ground and he pitched head-
long into the giant. The latter growled
savagely, and then a battering blow
in the face sent Harding turmbling side-
watd down a steep bank to the left of
therm. An avalanche of sliding snow
almest smothered him, and he strug-
gled weakly to his feet.

By the time he regained the top of
the bank, the mysterious giant had dis-
appeated. Harding frowned. Who
was he? The Twistet? Then what had
prevented hirh from claiming the detec-
tive as another victira of his regime of
tefrer?

From the direction the giant had
seemed to be taking, and his ragged
appearamee, Hatding figuretl that it
might very well have been the wild
man, Black Antoine. In that case,
what had the man been deing near the
Fabatd house? Had he ferely been
seouting around, trying te find eut
what all the commeotion was abeut?
Or was he the Twiswer, a euaﬂm%, dev=
ilish madman prying areund, gloating
aver the censterhation and ierrer He
was creating ameng the panic-strieken
inRabliants of St. Eharies de Belle-
ehasse?

Harding shrugged. 'He'd find out to-

morrow. He trudged wearily back to
the Lafleur house. A bed just now
loomed up as a comforting objective:

ROM small signs, Harding knew

that Denise LaHeur had given him
her own chambet, without doubt the
best in that marvellously neat home.
Bows of ribbon held back white cur-
tains at each window. On a dressing
table stood a colored glass lamp with
precious kerosense oil in it. On the
wall opposite hung a little silver cruci-
fix.

Harding threw his clothes at a chair
and fell into bed, but he couldn’t fall
asleep. In spite of the fatigue that
numbed every muscle and sinew, his
mind would not lat him rest. Eor,
limned against the darkmess, he still
saw the dead face of Jimmy Parker,
and behind that face the ghastly, imag-
ined forms of the Twister’s other vic-
tims.

He was too tired to think clearly of
the problem ahead, but his nerves re-
mained keyed to a pitch that made
them responsive to the least stimulus.
He heard the swish of snow against the
window panes blending curiously with
the distant gnawing of a mouse. Then,
all at once, he realized that some other
sound was beating an even rhythm
against his eardrums.

A soft murmur of air was pulsing
back and forth like the breathing of a
great animal. Was it his own breath?
He sat up in bed and listened. And
then, with a shiver, he knew the sound
came from under his own bed.

The breathing continued, took on a
more raucous note. Harding put a ten-
tative foot on the floor, then bounded
to the chair where he had hung his
hunting belt. His flingers closed
around the hilt of a thin-bladed skin-
ning knife. Long seconds passed. At
last, reaching with his left hand, he
found the lamp and matches, and a mo-
ment later the room filled with yellow
radiance.

Under the bed appeared an enormous
bottte sawsegge, or homemade shoepac,
that could fit only a giant. With a
quick lunge, Harding grasped the boot
just above the heel, heaved, and leaped
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back against the wall,

The bed rose and settled down as the
bottee sauiagge was replaced by a tou-
sled human head which turned up va-
cant, staring eyes. Slowly a body of
herculean build emerged, pulling itself
along the floer with Huge, knotted
hands.

The clothing of this grotesque being
was incredibly patched, but c¢lean.
Shaggy hair fell about a round, child-
ish face whose exptession of dull won-
der told its ewn pathetic story. The
creature was an imbecile.

Harding flung open the bedroom
door.

“Mademmoiselle!” he called. “Made-
moiselle Laflewr!™

After a moment the girl came run-
ning swiftly along the hall, in a blue
dressing gown that made her eyes
startled pools of beauty.

“Yes, Monsieur Harding?
called?”

“I found titait under my bed just
now. What is it?"

The girl gasped. Then she turmed to
the crouching giant and leveled an ac-
cusing finger at its nose.

“Wihat do you mean, Gilles Milot, by
coming into the roorn of momsiewr?™

One of the great fists went up; the
slack mouth quivered.

“Jaai peurt! 1 am afraid!™

The monster began to sob.

“Stop crying, Gilles!™
checked him sharply. “There is noth-
ing to be afraid of. Go to the kitchen
quickly, and be quiet or you will wake
my father.”

Cringing, the imbecile slipped past
her and padded heavily out of the room.

“Jadi’ peurt!” His blurting cry echoed
back from the staircase.

At a sign from Denise, Harding fol-
lowed her down to the big kitchen,
where they found Gilles hunched trem-
bling ia a corner. The girl went te the
pantry and feturned with a gemerous
sliee of cake which she put into the wit-
less yeuth's hands.

“There, mom pawweé! Everythimg is
well now,” she soothed him. “There is
nothing to fear, Gilles; and if there
were, you shouldn’t have gone into
fmonsieur’s room. Why didn't you
come to me?”

You

the giirl

Gilles rolled his eyes gratefully but
made no reply beyond an animal mum-
bling as he bolted the cake. The girl
turned back to Harding.

“You must forgive him, meonsieur,”
she pleaded. "Poor Gilles Milot isn't
responsible for what he does. Some-
thing must have frightened him, and he
simply came for protection to my—
that is, to yeur room.” She blushed
prettily at the slip which betrayed that
she had glven het ewn chamber to her
father's guiest.

But Harding scarcely heard her. His
thoughts were following a grimmer
trail.

“Has it never occurred to any of
you,” he asked bluntly, “that this fel-
low Gilles might be the Twister? He
is as strong as a bear, and though he
acts harmless now, his mind may have
sudden flashes of murderous cunning.”

The girl paled, then flushedl as she
moved protectingly in front of Milot.

“Mass nond! Maitss noni?’ she cried,
with tears of anger welling suddenly.
"How can you even think such things
ot poor Gllles? He has never harfned
anything in his life!”

"How do you know that?” the de-
tective pursued coldly, yet hating him-
selt for the words. “Has Gilles always
lived with your family?”

“Neo, monsieur? With an effort De-
nise Lafleur controlled her voice. “He
lives with anyome here in St. Charles,
as it pleases him. We know him too
well to trouble about where he goes of
what he does, and I eannot see what
feason you have te do se. Everybedy
will tell you that peer Gilles is net like
other men. 1In his mind he is but an
infant, sweet-natured and obedient.”

She paused, breathless, conscious all
at once of her vehemence. Her hands
fluteredd out in a conclusive little ges-
ture.

“He would not hurt a kitten, our
Gilles! And as for money, he would
fnot have the sense to take it. Ehnfim,
monsieur, I fear your suspicions do lit-
tle credit to your imtelligence!”

“Mademuiselle “Denise,” meplied
Harding stubbormly, “I ask yout par-
don. But after what I have seen in
the past twelve houts, I am ready to
suspeet anyone possessed of the
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strength to wring a man’s neck like
a chicken’s. And your Gilles, to judge
by appearamees, is the strongest man
I have ever laid eyes om!”

Steadily the girl returmed his gaze,
a little smile twitching at the corner of
her mouth.

“You have yet to see Black Antoine,
monsieur,” she murmured. “Here in
the North Woods we grow men of a
surprising bigmess!”

CHAPTER 1V
Black Amroine

— — —

[ONALD HARDING lay curled
down In the snow behind the
roots of a righty forest pine. Before
him the ground sloped rapidly into a
tiny eup-shaped valley, where a cabin
of unpeeled logs lay hallf butied in
white drifts. Fresh snowshoe tracks
led straight to its door and smoke spi-
raled from the chimney.

It had been agreed that Harding and
Jean Jacques Perron were to corner
Black Antoine for questioning. They
had followed this trail from a wood-
road near the village, and now they
were waiting for him, one on each side
of the cabin clearing. Because no more
than suspicion rested on the wild man
as yet, they were prepared to meet
whatever resistamce he might offer at
first with only warning shots.

As Harding rose to shift his position,
a fragment of pine bark tore at his
cheek. A rifleshot echoed through the
forest stillness, while slowly a blue
feather of smoke dissolved before the
cabin’s single window. In swift reply
Pertron’s rifle spoke from the clearing's
opposite rim.

Another bullet laced through the
snow two inches from Harding's shoul-
der, and he realized with a queer
tingling of his spine that Black Antoine
was shooting to kill. He emptied his
magazine at the cabin roof, while at the
same instant a tinkling of window glass
told where Perron’s bullets were strik-
ing. Then both men ducked for shelter
as Antoine returned their fire viciously.

Tiere was a brieff pause in the fusil-

lade from the cabin. Jean Jacques
shouted, bounding to his feet. Puzzled,
Harding rose likewise and found him-
self running down the slope to imter-
cept his cempanion. They had mearly
feached the eabin before he realized
that ne mere rifle elugs were coming
in his direetien.

“M Ilos§?” yelled the bushmam, tak-
ing a three-foot windfall without a
break in his pace. "The rascal jumped
through the woodshed wall—went into
the bush. Run, of he'll get away!”

They ran until Harding thought his
lungs would burst, but their fideding
quarry was swifter. Once they saw him
far ahead, racing in the direction of St.
Charles.

“Look!” cried Perron. “The wretch
is making for that pile of rocks, up
above. If he goes in there, we shall have
him like a wollf in his dem!”

ARDING plunged on, too out of
breath to re Below, the ro
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theR; With het aﬁger expleding their
BFEYiQUS Festraint, both men opened fiire
With deadiy intent. Shet after shot they
gured inte the hole from which An-
gine’s buliet bad come, until their
ma azm@§ Were empty.
€an he get out of there some other
way?” gritted Harding as he reached
for more cartridges.

Perron, the calmet of the tws,
shrugged.

"I don’t know, monsieur. Nobedy has
been very far inside that pile fef fear
of falling rocks, but I know 6f Ae ether
way out. Sooner or later, I think, An-
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toine must show himself or starve.”

“Them, it is only a matter of keeping
guard?”

“Ouii! And one rifle is enough by
daylight. Vi#a, monsieur! I have re-
loaded. Now, while I send a few shots
up there to keep 6ur man quiet, de you
crawl backwakd untill you can raake a
dash out of his line of fire. Go areund
te the village, monsieur, and tell the
others. Then BFing me sut seme feed
and sefie het tea. AR empty belly
fnakes eeld watehing.”

Harding hesitated, though realizing
that Perron spoke only common sense.
The bushran grinned at him.

“Thamnks, monsieur!? I know what you
are thinking; but I shall be quite safe
here. Go now, it you please, and be as-
sured that our raseal will not escape!”

As Harding ran ziz-zagging down
and away from their exposed position,
Perton’s steadily maintained fire at his
back was admittedly comforting. At
any rate, ne bullets seemed to be com-
ing frem Blaek ARtoine's direction. At
the end ot fifty yards’ deseent he looked
baek te fAnd that the eave meuth was
aut of sight.

During the ten-minute walk to St.
Charles, he indulged in a bit of self-con-
gratulation. Theie seemed little doubt
now that the mad killer whe had
worked sueh havee In this peaeeful Jit-
tle eommmunity was finally trapped. Ex-
eept for his griek for jimmy Parker he
weuld have felt almest content.

But as he entered the village's single
street it became obvious that some mew
alarm had struck its inhabitants. Little
knots of men and women stood in front
of the houses, their faces marked with
every degiee of terrot. Froth one of the
groups Father Mlechaud looked up, and
at the sight ef Harding earme to meet
Rimy with nerveus steps.

“Please come with me, monsieur,” he
said in a low voice, “to the house of
Juste Vanasse. The Twister has tried
something new, and I am not sure that
it may not prove to be worse.”

E turned, and the detective fol-
lowed him with a wordless nod.
Questions could wait until he should
learn to what new outrage the priest
referred. Though what could be worse

than ghaBtly murders and robbery he
could not well imagine,

Arrived at the mayor's home, he
seemed to have entered a house of
mourning. Neighbots sat in the little
salon on the ground floer, talking in
awed whispers, but elsewheie silénce
hung abeut like a grey pall. Harding
feund himsellf treading en tiptee as he
follewed the priest upstaifs.

Juste Vanasse sat at an old-fashioned
desk in a room that was half chamber
and half study. He did not move as
Michaud stepped to his side, nor did he
look u. All the rieh coler had dralned
from his face, leaving the skin grey and
pouchy. His eyes refhained fixed of a
square of paper elutehed in Ris hand.

Denise Lafleur stood behind him
holding a glass inte which Dr. Benoit
dropped medicine from a vial, while
stout Henriette Vanasse caressed her
husband’s shoulder with trembling fin-
gers.

“Regard, Juste!” she quavered.
“Hete is the good Father Michaud
again, and the young Ametican with
him. Surely they ean do something—"

The mayor made a whimpering
sound in his throat. With a hand half
paralyzed he lifted the piece of papet.
The priest took it from him and handed
it to the detective.

Harding noted that the paper was a
sheet from a cheap tablet such as eould
be bought at any village shep. The
message it bore was briet and printed
In neat, pen-drawn ledters:

YOU WILL HAVE FIVE THOUSAND
DOLLARS READY FOR THE TWIST-
ER WHEN HE COMES TONIGHT.

OTHERWISE YOU WILL DIE AS THE
OTHERS HAVE DONE.

That was all. The printing might
have been made by anybody able to
write grammatically. The ink was an
ordinary kind. And Harding felt cer-
tain that the closet examination would
show ng ffiiggrprings traceable to the
writer.

He looked up at the little group of
people that seemed to be waiting ex-
pectantly for his comment. It was evi-
dent that these simple village folk were
counting on their city-bred visitor for
some oracular statement. Feeling
strangely embarrassed, he took refuge
in a guestion,
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“When did this note arrive?”

“Wiho can say?" Dr. Benoit spread
out his hands. “Monsieur Vanasse
found it on his desk this afternoon, an
hour before you retwrned.”

“I see. Tell me, who was in the house
today besides the members of the
family ?”

“All the world, monsieur!” answered
Denise, removing the empty glass from
Vanasse's lips. "This is the house of
the mayor, and in a time of trouble
especially, people come to see him at all
heues. Hallf the village has been in and
eut sinee early morning, ne deubt.”

“At least,” said Harding, regarding
her thoughtfully, “the imbecile, Gilles
Milot, could never have written this
message.”

“That is true, monsieur,” the priest
put in tactfully. “Yet one can hardly
blame you for considering him. Any-
body with the strength for sueh killing
as the Twister has done would matu-
rally be suspect. Unfortunately that fact
protects the murdeter, foer there are
fnany stfeng men in Bellechasse.”

"And that,” broke in a precise voice,
“is why we should lose no more time in
sending for the police ™™

ABRECHE, the notaty, had just

eAtered, his mink-lined great-coat
unbutiomed te shew the Aeatly pressed
business suit beneath. Despite his ap-
parent exciterient, not se mueh as a
h?ir of his glossy porppadour was out of
place.

“QOuii, the police!” he repeated as
every head in the room turned to him.
At least we can demand that they give
us protection as long as this frightful
threat hangs over us. And there is an-
other reason. Look, my friends! I found
this message in my office fifteen min-
utes ago!™

Dr. Benoit glanced at the square of
paper Labreche held out, and then
handed it to Hardimg. In the same
printed characters used in the note to
Vanasse, it readi:

OPEN YOUR SAFE AND GET FIVE
THOUSAND DOLLARS READY FOR

THE TWISTER WHEN HE COMES
TONIGHT. IF YOU REFUSE YOU DIE.

"Wihat are you going to do about it,
Monsieur Labreche?” the detective
asked quietly.

“I will tell you what I am not going
to do!” cried the notary. “I am not go-
ing to be held up for five thousand dol-
lars ! In the first place I could not readi-
Iy lay my hands on any sueh sum. And
in any case, what 1 have I keep. From
new en 1 shall ge armed, and if the
Twister eomes, he'll find he has caught
a Tartar!”

“Well spoken, Alaric !" applauded De-
nise Lafeur. "Thetre is too little of that
spleit in St. Charles.”

Juste Vanasse stirred and spoke for
the fiirst time.

“I am afraid. I admit it! I dp not
want to die like those others. The
Twister may take what little money I
possess. Only let him spare my life! Is
is not bettee so, Henriette?”

Madame Vanasse moaned.

“Is it possible, Monsieur Labreche,”
said Harding suddenly, “that the mes-
sage you received could have been left
in your office early this morning, or
even last might?”

The notary frowned, hesiitating.

“Last night? But no, monsieur,” he
said flirally. “After leaving the house of
poor Donat Fabard, I returned to my
office and spent some tifne there clear-
ing up my papers, because I knew that
it would be useless te try to sleep. If
the riete Had been there then, I sheuld
certainly hRave seen it. But it might
have beeh left, I suppese, any time Be:
tween midnight and halt an heur age,
gmia“t disesvered it en the Alosr By My

esk:

“Thamk you, fmonsieur! And now,
does anyone knew whether oF not this
Black Anteine can read and write?”’

Dr. Benoit grunted, as it semething
had struck him a blow,

“Strange that none of us should have
thought of that!” he exclalmed. “Yet
after all orie knows o little abeut the
wild man of Bellechasse. Persenally i
doubt it he could write his ewh Rame—

“But again we forget, mensieys!
Have not you and Jean Jaegues been
trailing hir sifice morning? Ceuld yeu
not find hifa, of Has he eseaped you, 6
that yeu return?”

“One moment, Doctor!” Harding eut
in. “Perhaps someone else here may be
able to answet my question. It is mere
important than you think.”
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“It is indeed impeortant, meonsiewr,”
the priest's quiet voice agreed. "For if
it were known certainly that Black An-
toine could net write, we sheuld have te
choose between his inhecence and the
possible existence of an aceomplice. But
I fear thete is reasen te believe the wild
fRan dees knew hew e write. At least
I arn sure Re €an read, for enee when 1
went te his eabin I saw an eld Magazine
lying epen en Ris bunk.”

Harding nodded slowly.

“In that case, messieurs, it is possible
that we have our man penned up in the
rocks above the clifff!”

e e —

CHAPTER V

Torued’

ERE was a moment'’s taut silence,
broken by the mayor’s hoarse cry.
“You have him? You have caught the
Twister? Ah, monsieur, say that
again!” Juste Vamasse rose shakily
from his chair to clutch Harding's
shoulders. But the next moment fear
claimed him again, and he staggered
back, moaning hrokenly.

“Oh, but it cannot be true! Nothing
can hold the Twister from his prey. He
is in league with the Devil! He will
escape and come for me tonight! I know
it, I feel it! He will escape—"

“I think not,” said Harding curtly.
"Perron is on guard there now with his
rifle, and I shall return as soon as I can
get some food and hot drink for us. If
some of you will go back with me, you
may see for yourselves, and we can dis-
cuss means for smoking our man out.”

“For smoking him out?” repeated
Vanasse hysterically. “Wbiss gqoqedlle
blagre! He will come out whem he
chooses. He will come here, tonight, as
he said. Tonight! No one can prevent
him—"

“Silence, Juste!” cried Dr. Benoit,
shaking the man roughly. “If you feel
that way, we shall not leave you alone,
after dark, Labreche and I will take
turns staying with you. But now you
must be quiet and say no more to alarm
poor Henriette, do you hear? We go
now with Monsieur Harding, but we

will soon be back.”

“Thank you, Doctor,” said Harding.
“And, Mademoiselle Lafleur, perhaps
you will be kind enough to come with
us as far as your house and put us up a
package of food? It will be dark soon,
and we should Burry.”

As the little group, including the
priest and the notary, walked back to
the maitcon Lafleur, sunset shadows
were already lengthening across the
street. The apprehensive villagers had
vanished behind barred doots, and a
bitter wind had sprung up with the ap-
proach of dusk,

Arrived at the girl's home, the four
men followed her through the door.

“Gilles!” she called gently, as they
entered the dirn kitchen. "Oh, I see you,
there in the chimney cornet. Corne here,
Gilles!”

Milot raised his great body from the
floor where he had been leaning against
the warr stone of the chimney; but his
empty eyes filled with fear as the ethers
stepped nearer.

“He has lately become afraid of all
men,” the girl said, drawing the giant
closer inite the fiiediight. "ARd I think I
know the reason. 1 found eut when
mending a eut in his shirt this neeA.
Look at this, Dr. Benoit, and tell us
what yeu think!”

HE opened Milot’s patehed shirt at

the neek and peeled it dewn s that
the mighty terse was revealed. The
deetor whistied Between His teeth.

Harding’s first impression was of
knots and ridges of muscle. Then he
saw that the white skin was laced with
fine, red scars, each one six or eight
inehes leng. Just below the left shodl-
der blade was a jagged eut still blaek
with dried bleed. It was the detective’s
tuen to whistle.

“A knife wound, eh, Doctor?” he
mutteted. “Not deep, but rather pain-
ful. How long, would you say, since
this wag done?”

“Not more tham twenty-four hours
ago, monsieur; and it is painful, as you
remark. Gilles could not have inflicted
it hiraself, of course, any more than he
could have made those other scars. And
none of therh can be more than a year
old. To me it looks— Ah, Mensieur
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Harding! It is bhard to say, one's
stormach revolts at the thought, but it
looks like—"

“Torture!

The word, spoken quietly by Father
Michaud, held somehow more bitter-
ness than a curse.

“My poor Gilles!” the priest mur-
mured. laying a white hand on Milot's
trerabling shoulder. “Whe hurt you?
Can you not tell me?”

The giant whimpetedi, shaking his
head violently from side to side,

“Jaai pewrt! I am afraid!” he mum-
bled thickly.

“Ofh, Father, he could not tell you
even if he dared to!” cried Denise, with
tears of pity streaming down her
cheeks. "He can only say that he is
afraid, and he has reason! Poef, poor
Gllles! Serne day Ged will let us find
tge fiend whe has tertured yeu! And
thea—

“But come, Monsieur Harding!” she
added in a lower voice. “We must pre-
pare the things you are taking to Jean
Jacques. I am sorty to have delayed
you, but I felt you should know at once
about Gilles. Wiill you get what yeu
?eegyffem the pantey, while I make the

ea’

Hallf an hour later, the four men ap-
proaching cautiously the hiding place
of Black Antoine wete halted by Per-
FOR'S shout,

“Ihis way, messieurs! If you will go
around the cliff and come up from the
ether side, you will be out of the ras-
gﬁl‘s’fangeﬁ 1 arn sitting on tep of his

en.’

UIDED by the bushman’s voice,
the foeur sturmibled upward over
show-covered roecks to find that Perron
had made a dangerous but elevet move.
As darkness fell, he had crawled in a
wide ecirele, still keeping his rifle
trained en Black Anteine’s fort, and
finallyy risked a dash te the rear of the
tecky pile.
From there he had crept forward to
a place just over the den's emtrance,
where he could prevent the wild man's
escape without chancing a long shot in
the failing light.
“WiilHe diaitides, but it is cold up here
in the wind, messieurs!” he told them

through chattering teeth. “I hope you
have brought me something hot to
drink, yes? And a blanket? Ah! That
is good! Just let me get warm, and I
will tell you of a little plamn I have
made.”

“A plan, Jean Jacques?" questioned
Father Michaud. “But I hope it does
not involve more violence. After all,
we are not yet certaim that Black An-
toine is the murderer of our friends. To
be sure, he shot at you, whem he saw
you creeping up on his cabin with rifles,
but doubtless he thought he was act-
ing in self-defense.”

Perron downed a quart of hot tea
and wiped his mouth noisily.

“WIda, messieurs! he chuckled.
“You see that big, round boulder just
below us? It is too heavy for one man
to budge, but five of us can handle it
easily. If we roll it against the en-
tramce to this hole in the rock, we have
Black Antoime like a rat in a corked
jug. One of us can even go to sleep on
guard, for he cannot gnaw his way free
without making much noise. And in a
little time hunger will make him beg
to be let out on our own terms.”

“A capital idea, Jeam Jacques
agreed the dry voice of Labreche, who,
absorbed in his owm thoughts, had
scarcely spokem during the past hour.
“But whoever stands guard here to-
night will need shelter and a fiie. Now
that we are all here it will not take long
to cover this crevice where we are sit-
ting with a roof of brush and snow, and
gather enough dry wood for fuel.

“Them we three, Monsieur Harding,
the doctor and I, can draw lots for the
next watch. You, Jean Jacques, have
done your part for tonight, and Father
Michaud is an old man and a priest.”

Perron wagged his head, as he
munched a thick sandwich.

“You are right about the shelter and
the fire, Monsieur Labteche,” he an-
swered. “But neithet you not the good
doctor are fighting men; and whe can
tell what a welf like Black Anteine
might contrive? He is desperate, and
would kill without retey If he got
loose! Se it is better that Meonsieur
Hardiing stay here and finish my lunch,
while I retutm with you for a few heurs.
I will take his place at twelve ¢’¢clock.”

l“
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And so, despite a few pretests frem
the others, it was fimally arranged.

CHAPTER VI

Thhe Twisisrr on the Loese

n—

ELIEVED at midnight by Per-

ton, Harding had returhed te {he
Lafleur house and turaed in after a het
meal served by Denise. Snugly buried
under many blankets, he had slept frem
the instant his head had touched the
pillow, until sore unnamed sheck had
roused him to sudden wakefulness.

An icy wind was blowing on his face
from the square of window near his
bed. Puzzled and half alarmed, he
tried to remember—Yes! He had
opened a single, hinged pane for air be-
fore retiring—but now the whole win-
dow sash was gome!

As he watched, the space grew a lit-
tle darket, filled slowly by a form that
rose silhouetted against the grey might
outside.

Harding sat up, tossing back the
blankets. And them something splashed
into his face. His lungs were choked
by a powerful odor, his eyes blinded as
by fitre. He groped and rolled helplessly
toward the side of the bed.

A great weight fell upon him. An
enormous body crushed him down,
something that whined and growled,
reaching with loglike arms for his
head. His neck was being twisted, al-
most torn from his shoulders.

Somehow he contrived to get one
arm free, to strike. The blow crunched
against flesh, bringing a grunt of pain.
The grip on his head slackened briefly,
enough to permit one last, desperate
strugglle. There was a howl of animal
agony as his teeth locked on a grap-
pling fiirger. Them his chest was freed
of the weight that had been crushing it.
His body struck the floor with a force
that jarred loose the grip of his clamped
jaws.

As he lay, half conscious, gulping
cold air into his lungs, the doorlatch
rattled and he heard the voice of Denise
Lafleur calling him as though from a
great distamce. Through smarting eye-

lids he sensed a glow of lamplight, and
opened them after a vast effort. An
arm was slipped under his shoulders,
helping him to sit up.

“Monsieur! Monsieur Harding! Tell
me what has happened! Why are you
lying on the floor with your window
wide open? And what is that edet in
the robm, like strong perfume? Oh,
answet me, fmonsieur! Answer, of 1
shall ge mad!”

“Perfume!”

He sat bolt upright, clutching the
girl’'s arm with fiingets that bruised.

“Perfume! That’s what I've been
trying to recall since the day before
yesterday!” he choked, shaking her
with the violence of his ewn emotion.
“It's musk! It's used in ceftain per-
fumes, but this stuff is wndilited,
strong enough te suffecate one="

Speaking in English, he had been un-
aware that Denise could not under-
stand. Now, catching her startled
gaze, he laughed grimly and struggled
to his feet.

“Pardon me, mademoiselle! But you
see, it is the same odor I smelled near
Monsieut Parket, when I found his
bedy in the woods. And when we
found eld Fabatd, both Fathet Michaud
and I eaught the seent still in the roem.
You realize what that means? We
fust And sermeene here in St. Charles
whe uses musk, eF whe has it in his
Pe§§e§§§%-. ARd then, we shall have

Re Twister!”

Denise stood trembling, unconscious
of the arctic gale that was blowing
through the open window. Her Fittle
hands were clasped tightly at her
theoat.

“The Twister!” she repeated. “You
mean he was in this room? He attacked
you? Oh, monsieur! I heard sounds,
like men fiighting, and then a frightful
hewl. I didn't, I couldn’t think what it
was, but I ran te your door. Oh, Mon-
sieur Harding, you are not hurt?”

“Hutt, mademoiselle?”” Harding's
laugh answered her. “Net at all! It
was the Twister who howled. I bit his
fingarr. And that reminds me, there
sheuld be blood somewhere; and fin-

erptints. He had no chance to wipe
therm off this time!”

“Fingerprints?”
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“Yes! Quick, mademoiselle! Go and
get on some warm wraps while I dress,
and then bring me some white flour in
a paper bag. We shall see—"

OR the first time both of them

realized that Harding was stand-
ing barefooted in pyjaras, and the girl
by his side was clothed in hastily
donned negligee over which her hair
fell in dark braids,

With a little cry of dismay, Denise
clutched the throat of her blue peignoir
and ran from the room, leaving an em-
barrassed but strangely thrilled young
man staring at the door through which
she had fllked.

Harding threw on his clothes, after
partly closing the window, and was
just lacing his boots, when Gervais La-
fleur appeared in the doorway, blinking
sleepily.

“Ah, monsieur, I am relieved!” the
old man muttered. “In my sleep 1
heard voices; I smelled a queer ador;
and then I saw the lamplight in your
room. [ wondered— It is not yet time
for you to go back to Perron? [s any-
thing wromg?"

“Father!” Denise spoke softly at his
shoulder. “You must prepare for un-
pleasant news. The Twister has just
tried to kill monsieur.”

“Demise, my child! You mean it?"

“Yes. But calm yourself, Father. By
God’'s mercy, our guest was mnot
harmed. And now, I have brought the
things you desired, monsieur,” she
added, holding out the bag of fioar,

With Denise and her father each
holding a lamp, Harding went carefully
over the entire window, from sash to
sill, with a fine dusting of the white
powder. Wind pouring in through the
opening instantly removed all surplus.
The main difficulty he found was the
lack of light brilliant enough to show
faint markings readily. But scarcely
three minutes had passed before he
gave a grunt of satisfaction.

“The prints are there,” he said
shortly. “Amd bloody ones, teo. It
seems I used my teeth to good advan-
tage in more than one respect. The
Twiister has left a record here which
will hang him. Set the lamps down,
and I will show you!”

Three strides took him across the
room to his duffle bag, from which he
drew out two articles, a small, beauti-
fully made camera, and a powerful elec-
tric torch. The others watched with
eager interest as he adjusted the focus
of both objects.

"Now, mademuiszlle, please hold the
torch just so. I want it to show up
that little white spot on the window
sash,” he told her. "Holld it steady. I
must make a time exposure of this fim-
gerprint, and then of the others. The
result will be interesting, I think—to a
jury?”

In surprisingly little time, the job
was fiinshed. Harding tucked the ex-
posed films away in an inner pocket.
Them. <~ .¢r rinsing his face and smart-
ing eyes at the washstamd, he pulled on
his mackinaw.

“You are going out, monsieur!" cried
Denise, with a note of alarm that set
warmth tingling in his veins. “You
are going to see if anything has hap-
pened to Jean Jacques? Oh, but mon-
sieur—"

“No, my friends,” he answered
gravely. “If Black Antoine has broken
out of the hole we plugged up a few
hours ago, I fear Jeam Jacques is mow
past humam aid. I am thinking of those
others the Twister has threatemed, the
mayor and Labreche. 1 have a notion
he will visit them shortly, or try to.”

“But they may already be dead !" ex-
claimed Gervais Lafleur. “The Twister
said he would take their money or their
lives tonight, did he not, Denise?
Haldas, helbss! 1 fear it is now too
late!”

“I don't think so,” said Harding,
snapping home the clip of his auto-
matiic and replacing the weapon in his
pocket. “Apparently the murderer is
winding up his affairs. Those two ex-
tortion notes suggest it. But I believe
that for some reason he thinks I am his
most dangerous efiemy, and therefore
tried to put me out of the way fiis.

“Now that he has failed, there's no
telling what hell do, but in any case
the others must be warned. Aw réeqir,
my friends!™

“Mu revaiff!” the volee of Denise
followed him as he ran down the stairs.
“And oh, monsieut, be careful!”
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T Harding’s second knock, Lab-

reche opened the deor of the

mayor’s house, and after a sleepy rec-
ognition led the way inte the salon.

“All has been quiet, Monsieur Hard-
ing,” he said, yawnming. “You really
need not have disturbed yoursdlf to
come, though it was thoughtful of you.
Monsieur Vanasse is just the same. 1
relieved Dr. Benoit at midnight, when
we tried again to persuade Juste to go
to bed. But he would not listen to us,
poor man! Ten minutes ago he was
still sitting there in his study upstairs,
with a bundle of banknotes on his desk,
and beginning on his fourth bottle of
wine."

“Tem minutes ago?” The detective's
tone was sharp. “You have not been
upstairs since them?"

“Eh? Wiy, no, monsieur! Wiy do
you ask? I had just fiivished making
the rounds of the house at his request,
when I heard your knock. I assure you,
all has been quiet up there. The wine,
you know— But where are you going
now?"

Harding was already hallf way up the
stairs, taking three steps at a leap. On
reaching the study, he flung open the
door, only to stand rigid in the draft
from an open widow. His next glance
fell on the slumped fiigure at the desk,

Juste Vamasse was dead. His grey
face leered grotesquely up at the
lighted lamp, while his torse leaned
breast downward. There was ne sign
of the pile of bankmotes, but a wine
bettle had evertutmed, and lts last few
drops were still splashing dully 6n the
fleor.

Rage swept Hardimg's brain, to be
followed swiftly by remorse. If only he
had not delayed for those ten vital min-
utes in Lafleur's house! The fifipger-
prints could have waited—

But once more professional habit as-
serted itself. Snapping on his flish-

light, he played it carefully over the
polished surfaces of desk and chair and
letter file, and with fe sufprise saw
that they had been wiped clean of tell-
tale prints. Last ef all he turmed his
torch bearn on the eerpse itself.

There had been little struggle this
time. Although the now familiar odor
of musk permeated it, the mayor’'s
clothing was scarcely disarranged ex-
cept where his coat had slipped from
one bulky shoulder. Hakding turned
te the deer.

“Lalbreche!” he called.

“Coming monsieur!” the mnotary's
voice fivatedl up from the darkness be-
low. “Hawe you persuaded him te go
to bed? Poor Juste! What a night he
has passed!”

As Labreche reached the head of
stairs, Harding stopped him.

“You may go in if you wish,” he said
briefly, “but Monsieut Vanasse is not
going to bed. The Twiister has come
and gone already.”

“Ah, mon diedt! The Twister! But
it is impossible ! Impossible! He could
not have escaped?”

“Get hold of yourself, monsieur!"
Harding’s tone was icy. “We can do
nothing here for the mormemt, beside
seeing that Madarme Vamasse is not dis-
tubed until De. Benoit arrives. And
Father Miehaud, of coutge. You Hhad
better go for therh at enee.”

*The priest! Them—then you mean,
Jugte is dead?”

*He is. You may 6ee for yourself.,”

“Woan! Noo#!” The notary shrank
back. “I don’t wish to see. He was my
friend, and I don’t want to see him, like
that! I'll go now, for Benoit and the
ptiest. Poor Henriette!”

He turmed and ran down the stairs.

CHAPTER VII
Labyinibh of Evil

—— —

E sun was not yet above the tree-

jJops when Harding emerged on
the rocky shelf leading to Black An-
toine's prison. There, vaBtly relieved,
he halted to watch the smoke of Per-
ron's campfire curling thinly up from
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the bushman’s little shelter. After the
past two hours’ horror, he had come
ptepared for more stark evidence of the
Twister's work.

“Hilllo, there, Jeam Jacques!” he
called. “Cwmmednt ca wa?"

Silence answered him. A vagrant
breeze flutteset something lying out-
side the brush lean-to. It was the scarlet
tassel of a knitted tugpee. With a wild
curse he clambered over snow and
rocks te fall on his knees at the lean-to's
entramnee.

Inside were the smouldering embers
of a fire, and a huddled corpse.

Jean Jacques Perron lay on his side,
with head wrenched back over the right
shoulder. His right hand held a long
hunting knife whose point showed a
crust of frozen blood. His rifle, with
lock and stock shattetred, stuek up from
the snew eutside.

At least, thought Harding, the man
died fijghting as a man should. And the
killer, it not mortally wounded, would
bear the secars of that fight until caught
and hanged.

But if he were not caught soon, more
men would die horribly, perhaps even
woraen. With wounds and fear of cap-
ture exploding his tad wits, the
Twister would slaughter like a rabid
wolf. Even Denise would not be safel
Harding admitied this with a shudder;
and never iA Ris experience had Re come
fe Aear {8 despair. It Re Rimself lived
ORg enough, Re weuld see this fiknd
€3UBhE, But IR the meantime—

Forcing his thoughts under more ra-
tional contrel, he got to his feet and
picked up the broken rifle. One look at
the smashed breech wiped out a half
hepe that he had eonceived. For the
maaga&ihe was full, and another car-
tridge refnained unfired in the chamber.
A bullet weund might have crippled ef
serisusly weakened the killer, but as it
was he Rad prebably get off with a mere
knife eut. Perron Rad Had ne warning.

And that meant that the stone plug
must still be in place!

A brief scramble took Harding to the
base of the rock pile, where he stood
gaping stupidly at the cave's emtrance.
The huge bouldet, which had taken the
strength of five men to roll in place,
now leaned drunkenly aside, leaving an

opening of fully two feet!

His first amazement conquered, the
detective thought rapidly. No one man,
reason told him, could have budged that
rock without tools, not even a man as
strong as Black Antoine.

Therefore one of two answers must
account for the open cave: either the
wild man had found a pry-bar of some
kind inside, or someone had managed
te supply him one during the might.

Flashlight in hand, Harding stooped
and entered the dark cleft. There, as he
had expected, were the marks of a
heavy croewbar dented into the frozen
ground, and a little to one side lay the
bar itself. Beyond it jagged shadows
leaped from the eave walls to swallow
the toreh’s darting beam.

The place was scarcely more than a
large den, now empty as Harding
quickly determined. At its highest part
he could barely stand without striking
the jammed rocks which formed its
roof; but its fleor, being a part of the
ledge itself, was fairly smoeth.

Mere habit caused him to sweep each
corner methodically with his light, his
mind recording even small particles of
moss and stone with phetegraphic
exactness.

‘LL at once, he was on hands and
knees, scratching with his hunt-
ing knife at a lighter eolored area where
floor and rear wall jeined. Gritty dust
led te a closer serutiny of the &blen
patch. Finally he attacked a single spe
with the blade, breathing heavily in Ris
exciternent as the sharp peint kit
deepet.

“Cement!” he muttered. "“And Jaid
over boards with an even jeint all
around!”

Halif crouching, he ran baek te the
entrance and retutned with the erew-
bar whose point fitted leesely inte the
hole he had just dug. There was a slight
splintering as the trapdoor tilted up.

Harding’s torch bearm ghene ifte
what had been a fault oF erevice in the
otherwise solid cliff, filled with leaf
mold and small rock fragments. Re-
cently it had been cleared and fiited
with rough woeden stairs that led
steeply downward inte blackness.

The bright, unpainted pine lumber
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suggested that the work was less than
a year old. An iron bolt, torn from
its fastenings, proved that the trap had
been made to open from the inside only.

But the purpese of it all? Its connec-
tion with Black Antoine’s escape?
These questions could be answered
only at the passage’s other end.

In Harding’s mind thete was no ques-
tion of returning to the village for help.
At any moment the user of this ela-
borate belt hele might appear and, en
discovering the fereced trap, vanish
again with whatever evidence he might
wigh te hide. That this evidenee bere
direetly en the srgy of murder and reb-
bery new appreaching its ghastly
elimax, the deteetive ne lsAger held
any deubt

Gripping his autormafic, he went
down the steps, his soft shoepacs mov-
ing noiselessly from tread to tread.

The stairs ended twenty feet down,
not, as Harding had imagined, in a
wider passage, but at the entrance of a
low tunmel barely large enough for a
man to crawl forward on all fours. It
was like following down an animal's
burrow, net knowing when the ewner
might come up to dispute the way. Te
fake fhatters werse, Harding dared not
use his famlighit for fear of betraying
hirmself.

The tunmel took a sharp pitch
through rock and dirt for perhaps fifity
feet. Them, after making a right angle,
it eentinued on a level in the direction
of the village.

Harding could only guess at its
length as he crawled along in darkness
8o dense that it could almest be felt. It
thight have been thirty yards or fiffty
that He penetrated before his head
bumped ifite a wall ef beards, and fer
a few seeonds lights daneed in frent of
hig eyes.

One of those lights continued to
flickerr long after the others. Again and
again Harding rubbed his eyeballs to
fnake it go away, until a suspicion grew
that it might be real. He put out an ex-
pleting hand and found empty spaee.
The tunmel had taken another turm, he
digeavered, and en raising himself
feund that he eeuld stand erect.

A few cautious steps solved the prob-
lem of the light. It came through a tiny

slit in some heavy drapery that moved
in the fiflhetiuatiityg air of the tunmel. A
fingeer inserted in the slit widened it
enough to give a view of the lighted
space beyond.

Two handmade tallow dips burned on
a table which stood exactly in the cen-
ter of a small, pine-boarded room.
There was a deor ii each of twe ad-
joining walls, while against the third
an old-fashiened safe steed open. Buit
these details registered awtomatieally
on the detective's senses. What Efipped
hig brain was the identity ef the man
seated at the table. A suspicion that
had previeusly filashe@ through his
fRiRd was esming heme i Fosst!

NDER the candlelight Alariec La-

breche wag adding eelumns in a
clothbound ledger, and stopping nAow
and then te dip his pen fer anether
entry. The fAan was o eompletely ab-
sorbed that Harding's eellision with
the tunmel wall had Aet disturbed him.
Probalbly eveR a fueh leuder Asise
woeuld have passed WAnetieed.

For this reason, Harding from his
peephole saw the opposite door open-
ing, and recognized the three new-
comers before the notary carme alive to
their presence. To be sure, the silent
tableau they presented lasted ne more
than a few heartbeats after the soft
closing of the door, but te Harding's
armazed sefses it seerned endless.

“Alaric! We've been searching the
whole village for you! Where—"

“The devil!”

Galvanized, Labreche spun around,
kicking shut the safe door. On his feet,
snarling, he faced the wide-eyed look
of Denise Lafleur, and behind her that
ot Benoit and Father Michaud. Then
abruptly the man fell baek into his
chair, clapping a hand to his forehead.

“Pardom, Denise!” he murmured.
“But you see how you startled me. And
you, my friends! You find me in my
homemade strong room, where no one
has ever come.

“You see,” he continued, smiling, as
the others still stared wordlessly, “I
had just returned from the house of
poor Vanasse when the thought struck
me to check up some private acoounts.
I am hete perhaps an hour, my work is
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almost fimished], I am about to retire and
get some sleep when, pouff-l-ygrou three
appear like ghosts behind my chaiir!”

A weak laugh rattled through his
teeth, dying away as his visitors’ silence
persisted. He stood again, with a ges-
ture of upturmed palms,

“But tell me, Denise—tell me why
you have been hunting for me with such
empeexzeentnt, even to searching my
own cellar? Has there been amother
murder?”

Dr. Beneit advanced to the table,
slowly shaking his head.

“Self-murder, one may call it, per-
haps,” he replied. “Black Antoine has
just been found dead behind the
fayor's house—in the woodshed, te be
cxaet. His rifle is elenched in his twe
hands, with the muzzle reversed. There
Is a hele in the reok of his meuth, and
the baek of his head is gene.”

“Black Antoine? The Twister a
suicide? Ah, ha, ha! But that is a good
one, Benoit! The Devil turns philan-
thropist and gets tld of himiself!
Sallit, Blagk Anteine!”

“Hush, my son!” The priest’s thin
hand lifted in hoetified protest. “The
death ot a man self-condemned is cause
for pity, not jest!”

Labreche bowed his head.

“You are right, Father! But I am
hardly mysellf this morning. When poor
Juste Vanasse was killed almost under
my eyes, I think my nerve smapped;
and now your news brings a different
shoek!

“Ah, well, now that you have foiind
me, I suppose we had best go wpstairs
and prepare our repott for the pelice,
eh? It will be a leng and palnful ene
to cornpose, I fear. But the geed Ser-

eant Pieree will be relieved te knew
that the Twiser is Ae mere!”

“That sounds more like you!” smiled
Denise, moving toward the door. "I had
a shock, too, when you slammed that
safe shut and glared at us like a man
caught in a theft. You've nothing to
hide, have you, Alari¢?”

“I suspect he has, mademoiselle!”

Labreche whirled, his hand groping
in a coat pocket. The others looked
back in stark amazement at Harding,
who stood Aligit-lipped by the curtained
entrance, His pistol, easually lowered,

seemed to hold a dread fascination for
all four of them.

“If I am not mistakem, Monsieur La-
breche,” he said harshly, *“there arec
many things you might reasonably
wish to hide. For instance, the means
by which Black Antoine was spirited
away from the cave up above here, and
why he died. I believe you might name,
if you chose, the perpetrator of other
recent deaths, imcludimg—"

“Imcludimg your own,
I'neicéaaiin!”

Mosssar

—

CHAPTER V111

Lair of the Trurister

ITH the last word came a muf-

fled report. Hatding’s body
jerked sidewise, then toppled slack-
kneed to the filnor, Buried under a black
wave of faintness, he retained emeugh
sense to lle as he had fallen with eyes
closed, barely breathing lest a second
bullet should follew. There was al-
ready a dull ageny spreading from his
left shoulder.

Hard on the girl’s terrified moan
came the dry cackle of Labreche,

“Whhat a pity! What a pity! Men-
sieur Harding was so eager to show his
cleverness that he has forced me to
shoot a hole in my coat pocket! And
now, I fear, he is past apologizing for
his bad manmners. Ah, Denise my ligtle
one, your tears do credit to your tender
heart! But comfort yourself,

“In a very little while you and the
good doctor and the saintly Father
Michaud will be looking down frem a
better world on such poor sinfers as
Alatic Labreche, who will then have ne
fear of your revealing his little secrets,
You comptehend, my desr?”

There was a bleak silence, during
which Harding fought desperately fer
consciousness. It ended with Beneit's
hoarse shoiit.

“You! You,
Twister!”

“I? Am I the Twistet? QOh, oh, rmon
vieixx, that is to laugh!” The metary's
giggle had a crazy pitch.

“But wait, Benoit! I must show

Labteehe, are the
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you the contents of my safe. Look
well, but do not budge unless you
wish to hasten the emd!™

Through a haze of pain, Harding saw
him step backwards and pull open the
little iron door, while keeping his
revolver trained on the other thiee. La-
breche thrust his left hand inside and
breught it out overflowing with yellow
eoifs. /

“There, my friends, is the gold of
Donat Fabard! And here—" Rapidty he
swept out a showet of paper mingled
with mere coins that tinkled dully en
the earthen fitowr,

“Here are the hoardings of old Jean
Coututiet—the wedding datt of young
Pierre Ladue—the ptice 6f Armand Du-
pont’s new house! This little rell of
banknotes reposed lately in the paek of
that other American pi?, James Parker.
And this thick pile lay last Right en the
desk of Juste Vanaswe, sur lamented
fayer. It is all here, yeu see, even t8
the few miserable seuss frem {he
?geglfgts ot sur friend jean jaeques Pef-

“Spawn of the Devil, you have mur-
dered him, too?” roared Benoit, and
would have hurled himself at the
other’s throat had not the priest and
Denise clung to his arms. Labreche
guegled with unholy merriment.

“Oh, no, my dear Doctot, you mis-
take me entirely! I did blow out the
braing of Black Antoine, after putting

him to sleep with a cup of drugged
wine. That was a nasty job, believe me;
but it was necessaty in order to make
it appear that the Twister had killed
himsellf in a fit of rerorse. The real
Twister, ah! He has ne sueh feeling, as
you will see for yeurself.”

Stepping close to the farther wall,
Labreche gave a peculiar cough. At the
end of a few seconds, the dooer beside
whieh he stoed began te open. Seome-

thing within moved heavily. Then a
hulking shape erowded the narrew
Epace.

“Gilles!”

Denise’s scream was echoed by the
imbecile’s broken cry.

“Jaai peurt! I am afraid!”

“You see him?” chuckled Labreche.
“He has neither conscience nor senti-
ment, but only fear. And I conttol that
fear!

“Be quiet, animal! Go over there and
pick up that safe. That’s it. Now, bring
it here, and be careful not to drop iit!™

OVING like a great robot, Milot

took a grip on the fowr-twndred-

pound iron box, and lifted it easily.

With short but steady steps he carried

it to where the notary stood and low-
ered it carefully to the ground.

“All right! Back to the corner there
and wait. To the corner, I said! And
quickly, or you know what you'll get
—" [Tuea page)

WHAT TO DO WHEN

If you're nursing a cold
—ssre a dewdor! Curing a
cold is the doctor's busi-
ness. But the doctor him-
self will tell you that a
regular movement of the
bowells will help
to shorten the dur-
atiom of a cold.
Also, that it will
do much to make
you lesss swuscepli-
ble to colds.
So keep your
bowels open! And
when Nature needs help—use Ex-Lax! Be-
cause of its thorough and effective action,
Ex-f.ax helps keep the body free of accumu-
lated intestinal waste=, And because it is so
gromtle in action, Ex-Lax won't shock your

vou HAvE A\ COLD

eliminative system or cause stomach painas.

In Its new scimtificibally imppecded form,
Ex-Lax i3 better tham ever! It tastes better
—with a smoother, richer chocolate flaftagar.
It acts better, too—it’s more gemitle, yet at
the same time more effective. And Ex-Lax is
as good for children as it is for grown-ups.

Ask for Ex-Lax, the Original Chocolated

Laxative, at your druggist's. Only 10¢ and
25¢ a box. Get a box today!
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With the last words, Labreche drew
from under his vest a thin, needle-sharp
blade. The imbecile cringed, backed
hastily away, whining like a terrified
dog.

“Gilles, mon pauwee! Come here to
me. I'll not let him harm you I

At Denise's cry of pity, Milot started
forward instinctively; but at the sight
of the knife he shrank back again, blub-
bering. Labteche’s laugh jarred on the
close air of the little room.

“You see, my friends? He obeys me,
whorm he fears for good reason. You
have seen those little scars I have cut
into his thick hide from time to time,
yes? Tt took a great many of them to
teach him perfect obedience, but now
I need give him only an occasional
prick, ot simply show him this little
blade.

“He is especially meek today, having
gotten a much wotrse cut from the knife
of our lamented Jean Jacques, who ob-
jected somewhat violently to Gilles'
caresses. You can see whete the blood
hag dried on his shirt. His fiinger is
sore, too, where Monsieur Harding
teied te chew it. Peor Gilles, how he
did hewl ever that!

“Bh biem, Father Michaud, what do
you think of my ame damme, my great
puppet that moves its clumsy feet and
hands as I direct? Would you like to
feel those hands on yout head, twisting,
twisting, grinding the neck bones until

“Enough, wretched man!” The old
priest advanced a step, his thin,
clenched hands teerabling with pas-
sion. “Hawe you ne dread ot the awful
punishraent that awaits you, Alari¢ La-
breehe? Yeu whe have stained that

@6F innesent’s hands with bleed and

is seul with murder! Oh, deubly
a_atmﬂeg shall Be yeur seul, fer all etef-
Rity=

“Quiet, Father!” Benoit broke in.
“Hawve I not told you many a time not
to exhaust yourself? All this excite-
ment Is bad! Besides, on second
thought it is evident that Mensieur La-
breche speaks from a fevered irmagina-
tion. As he said, last night's sheek was
teo rmuch for hifa. The meney here is

robably his swn seeret heard, and fef
he rest we shall deubtiess find an éx-

planation when the peer fellew 1§
calmer. . )

“Our business AW i 18 866 ¢ if Bs
gets some sleep. Eeme With Us: ﬁgﬁ;
You will feel better Upstairs iR BeQ.~

The notary tittered:

“Clever, very elever, my §96d Egi
noit! But I am noet ill; a§ you pretens:
and all T have told yeu happens te BE
true. One thing you say 15 eerreet
though: there are still eertain matters
to explain, and it shall be my privilege
to satisfy your curiosity befere I geo
away and leave you thre ver !

He twitched the revolver sugges-
tively, smiling at the swift play of
emotions across Benoit's features.

“Ah! That little gleam in your eye,
Doctor! You are thinking your ab-
sence will cause me to be guestioned?
But we all shall have disappeared si-
multaneously, you into the silent earth,
and I into that wide, gay world of
which the villagers of Bellechasse know
nothing. The world where money
counts more than stupid semtimments!

“Come! I will even show you the
way I shall take. Monsieur Harding
stumbled on it too soon, and that was
his bad luck. The police will discover
it too late to catch me, and that will be
theirs. Viaila!"

E moved to the heavy curtain and
raised {t, shewing the cavelike
space beyond.

“Black Antoine came this way, some-
thing over two hours age. It communi-
cates, you see, with that little hole
which we plugged in the rocks above
here last might.”

Benoit stared, open-mouthed. Then
his jaws shut with a elick.

“Why did you kill Jean Jacques?”
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he barked.

Labreche put out a hand in mock
protest.

“Why did I have him killed, you
mean, Doctor! But surely you under-
stand? It must appeat that the Twister
had forced his way out unaided, en-
countering the faithful Perron as a
rhatter of course. As for Antoine’s sup-
pesed suieide, that was easier than fak-
ing a deuble killing at the dea's Mmeouth,
aRd it appeals more to 6fe's sense of
the dramatie.

“But you have not said what you
think of my secret tunmel, Benoit. In-
genious, is it not? Six months ago,
Gilles cartied away the last basket of
earth from the digging; and behold!
My foad te the world beyond Belle-
chasse lay epen.”

Grinning, he stepped nearer to the
astounded three.

“Im an hour, my friends, all of you
that is earthly will accompany me a few
feet along that road. Then I shall leave
you, and this end of it will be closed
with the help of a little dynamite. The
police, I fear, will be sotrely puzzled,
even aﬂgbry perhaps that they cannet
find us; but after all, ene eannet hope
te please everybody!”

The eyes of Denise and Father Mich-
aud were closed, their lips moving si-
lently as they stood hand in hand.
Benoit, after one more grim stare at
Labreche, turned his broad back.

“Se? You do not seem interested in
my plans?” The notary’s voice took a
highet note. “Tihen I shall have to pro-
vide you some livelier amusement,
something 1 have had in mind for sev-
eral mlnutes, to tell the truth. It will
be the treat of a lifetime, I assure you,
te see, and et enly te see but te feel,
the Twister in aetien! AR, ah! That
fmakes you 6pen yeur eyes, doees it
Re?”

Labreche had taken from his pocket
a thin, wide-mouthed flask which he
waved slowly back and forth. The
othets, now too horrified even to feel
euriesity, watched without compre-
hending.

You cannot guess what I have here,
mes amite?” he giggled. “Oh, but
Gilles knows. Regard him now as he
apptoaches. Come here, Gilles!™

CHAPTER 1X
A Frankensiniint End

—

FRIGHTFUL change had come

over the imbecile youth. His
mouth slavered, half open te expose
the big, white eyeteeth. In the candle-
light his eyes glowed redly. Alternate
growls and whimperings came from his
throat. Yet as he advanced, crouching,
there was evidently in his clouded
brain some agonizing fear.

Labreche rocked with savage amuse-
ment.

“See? He knows what is in this little
bottle of mine. It is musk, a powerful
tincture, and he hates it. He associates
it with the most painful of all those
scars I have given him, and he attacks
whatever bears the scent. At first it
was a canvas dummy, and he tore off
its silly head. I never had to teach
those big hands of his—instinct did that
well enough, once the brute rage pos-
sessed himm|

“You comprehend? I merely toss a
few drops of this stuff on the three of
you, and stand aside. Gilles, our gen-
tle imbecile, will do the rest! It will be
interesting, mess amits, to see him at
play with three victims together. Be-
fore, he had only one at a time, and it
was done too quickly, but now—"

Carefully drawing its stopper, La-
breche raised the flask breast high.
There was a gleam of white teeth be-
low his neatly trimmed mustache.

“Wihy should we delay, dear friends?
I am anxious to behold this last little
drama of the Twister's career. I see
you are prepared, Father, and the lit-
tle Denise. And you, Doctor, are you
ready for Gilles' embrace? Adirm,
then—"

But even as Benoit tensed, there
came a blasting report. Glass frag-
ments reddened with blood dropped
from the notary’s clenched left hamdi
There was a choking odor of musk,

During the few seconds it took Hard-
ing to claw himesllf upright against the
wall, Labreche stood gaping at his bul-
let-smashed hand. Then with a hoarse
oath he whipped around, his revolver
blazing.
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Two shots barely missed the detec-
tive, but before his own still smoking
weapon could reply a hurtling bulk
tossed Labreche across the room. Two
fore reports came queerly rauiffled
from beneath Gilles’ heaving body.
They were followed by a dull erack,
like the breaking of a rotten stick.

Milot’'s growls died away in a last,
deep sigh, and for a long moment there
was deathly silence. It was Harding
who broke it.

“Don’t you think we had better take
Mademoiselle Lafleur upstairs, Doc-
tar? They are both dead, over there.”

“Bbon ditet! You are right, mon-
sieur! But wait—you are badly hurt
yourself! Here, drop that pistol and
put your good arm over my neck. De-
nise! Father Michaud! Take his other
arm, gently and help me. Can you walk
a few steps, monsieur?”

Schooled in the emergencies of his
profession, the burly doctor tteok
charge with an energy that made even
Denise forget tempotarily the horror of
a few minutes past. Half carrying the
youhger fhan, He got him up the cellar
stairs and thenee to a couch in the fo-
tary’s office.

There his examination was brief, and
his orders, sending the priest for surg-
ical instruments and Denise to the
nearest house for hot watet, were
quicker still.

ALF an hour later, Harding lay

propped against deep pillows and

heard Benoit answer the girl's worried
question.

“Calm yourself, my little one! Mon-
sieur suffers from the shock of a splint-
ered collar bone and much loss of blood,
but there is nothing which a few weeks
of rest cannot mend. See! Here i6 the
bullet I have extracted along with
some threads of clothing which would
have caused infection. There is no dan-
ger now, if our patient can have de-
voted nursing—and we will see to that,
eh, my dear?

Old Gervais Lafleur did not see the
blush with which his daughter met the
doctor’s twinkling glance, Since he
had come in on the priest’s heels, he
had had no eyes for anyone but the
young American.

“Rest? Nursing? WMals, bien en-
temdil!” he exclaimed with outflung
hands. “Is not my home and all it con-
tains at the service of monsieur, who
has saved my little Denise from death?
And she is a goed nutse, Doctor Be-
felt! I know, becalise—~"

A knock turned every head toward
the door, which opened at Father
Michaud’s “Bwerdz!”’ to show two men
in searlet tunics. Sergeant Pierce came
direetly to the couch and seized Hard-
ing's hand.

"“Heard just now that you were hurt,"”
he growled, biting off the words,
“Heatrd a lot more that didn't make
sense! Speak up, man! What's it all
about?”

In a few minutes the police sergeant's
trained mind had grasped the story's
essentialls, and he with his comstable
had examined the contents of the cellar
toor. His face as he returned was elo-
guent of rixed feelings.

“Can scarcely believe it!” he smapped.
“Most amazing climax of the most un-
heard of series of crimes! Er, Harding
—awfully sorry about Parket, you
knoew! Can't bting him back. But
you've saved the pelice a jolly black eye
over this business.

“One matter I don’t understand yet:
the attack on you last night. It wasn’t
money the fellow was after that time?”

The detective smiled, wincing slight-
ly as he moved his head.

“I guess Labreche felt we wete due to
get somewhere on our manhunt, and
picked me ae his hottest danger,” he
murmured. “Petton and I had cornered
Black Antoine, and if we'd been allowed
te stakve hir eut the wild man of Belle:
chasge would have Been proved inng:-
cent after all. Even dead, Ab-4ine might
have Been eleared, and that weuld have
Rarkewed the seareh.

“Labreche was crazy, but he was
keen enough to see that, and a let of
other things. I think the finfisgpiiriniing
stunt at Fabard's cettage tade Rim
nervous and anxious te €lean up i a
hurry. Glven fhueh mere time, he'd be
likely to make a slip, and he knew #t.”

“In other wotds,” nedded the pelice-
man, “it was yout fushing that fereed
him to a ehange of plans, and tegether
with yeut spetting of his belt hele
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brought about the fiwade! You sus-
pected him from the start, I suppose?”

“Not from the start, Sergeant. Of
course, it was plain that the Jettering
of those notes he wrote to himself and
Vanasse had been done by a man of
precise mind and habits. Also the gie-
ticulous erasure of all fifiggarprintss at
Fabard's indicated the same charactet-
istics. And Labreche happened to be
the only one I had met who would fit
that descriptiom perfectly. Then, of
course, his presence at Vanasse's house
when the mayer was killed certainly
made me suspeet him.

“He recalled that he hadn't even
heard anything—amnd that was too pat.
But my getting him in the end was
pure luck.™

“And pure grit!” barked Sergeant
Pierce, picking up his gloves. “Leave

you now with your friends, and made-
moiselle. I'll see you again shortly!™

The outer door closed smartly be-
hind him, but the crisp flavor of offi-
cialdom lingered in the room until Be-
noit'’s waten, soft-spoken French ab-
sorbed it as the sunlight melts frost.

“M Ia bonree heuree, mess amigs! It is
difficult, even for us who have seen it,
to believe that both the brain which
schermed mueder and the hands which
killed lie dead at this mement beneath
our feet. And fer twe ef us=" He
glanced slyly at the slim figuie of De-
filse bending over Harding's eouch.
“For twe of us, I think it is the begin-
Ring of semething else, duike afHire
BiRh hiprsnisel”

“Ourf,” murmured Father Michaud-
“The law of life is not broken: ‘Out of
evil shall come great good! ™
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I STOPPED my car at the bottom

——

of the cliff, and stared up at the
old house which loomed on the
sumnemit with the dark sky behind it.
Lights were in several of its windows,
little yellow eyes winking in the might.

Against the sullen, cloudy sky of the
auturnn evening, the outlines of the
big frame building were a blurred sil-
houette. It was an ornate old-fashioned
struetute of four stories, with a peaked
and gabled roef, balconies outside some
of its upper windows; and below, to
ene slde, a huge veranda,

A lonely, brooding, darkling sort of
place, this old house which was Nan
Somers’ home. I had never been here
before: had driven up from New York
today in answer to her telegram urging
tne to come,

The road from the bottom of the cliff
wound up around the recky promon-
tory. Then I was upon its flat tep, with
the wind lashing in a blast and the dark
outlines of the decrepit old house loom-
ing ahead of me. I fan fAy car wrder
the porte cochete, and suddenly out of
the darkness a figure materiallized at
the running beard.
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“Bob Raleigh?”

“Why yes,” I said.

“Nan told me she expected you. I'm
her cousin, Katl Gruen. We’re glad
you could come.” He was a young fel-
low; tall, stalwart, bareheaded, Hhis
black hair tousled by the wind. “Ceme
up on the veranda a finute,” he said.
His laugh seefned nerveus. "Did Nan
—tell you anything abeut eur affairs
here?"

Weirdl, this receptiom of mine. “Why
no,” I said wonderingly.

The porte cochere door opened. It
was Nan; her slim figiure framed in the
doorway.

“You, Bob! I knew you'd come. I'm
—so frightened. I wanted you—Un-
cle’s been acting so queer. We don't
know what to do about it.” She was
breathless; almost ircsHetieat!

“Where is he now, Nan?” Gruen
asked.

“Locked in his room, I guess. Peters
told me I'd better not go near him."

“Nor had I,” Gruen said with a ner-
vous, lugubrious laugh. His hand went
to my shoulder. "You must think we're
crazy, Raleigh, recelving you like this.
The truth i8 we're weorrled—puzzled.
It all earne 86 guickly. I've been ifi
tewn all day. Namn sent for Dr. Carter
this afternoen, but Unecle ehased him
away."

He closed the door so that we stood
in the wind-swept darkmess. ‘“Nan says
he’s much worse now than when Dr.
Carter was here,” he added. “I suppose
by tomottow we'll have to have him
taken away. Nan's afrald of hira now.”

N insane man here? That gave me
a shiver.

“I—love him; he's always been so
gentle with me.” A note of hushed hor-
for was in Nan’s voice. “If we send
him away—that would surely drive him
insane. He might—kill himself!”

“We can't talk inside,” Gruen said.
“He roams around, listening. You
explain, Nan. . . . Hawve you had sup-
pet. Raleigh?”

“Weld—"

“Nan will get you some. We've had
ours.” He stood with his hand on the
doorknob. By the dim light I could see
that he was no more than twenty-one;

worried at this sudden responsibility.
“I'm glad you're here,” he repeated.
“After suppet, we'll decide something.
We ought to phone Dr. Carter again
I guess. I'll be in my room if you want
me, Nam. Or I'll join you in the
kitehen.”

He closed the door. Nan and I went
to the veranda.

“Tell me,” I said. “And I'll do what
I can.”

The wind and the black shadows en-
veloped us as she told me the details of
this weird household in the big old
mansion. And I sat wordless, listening.
Gruem, her young cousin, her only close
relative, had been living in California.
Nan lived here with theit rich, éccen-
trie widewer unele, eld Eli Semers.
There was fie one else of the heusehold
But Peters, valet, butler, and general
§ervant.

Old Somers was a recluse. Several
years ago, the explosion of an oil stove
had seriously burned his face—scarred,
disfigured it, so that he shunned every-
one, believing they would be revolted,
ot laugh at him.

He had always loved Nam, but sud-
denly today he had turmed against her.

“I'm afraid of him now,” she was
saying tremulously. “Afraid—he might
wignt to kill me. And just a little while
age he began ranting. Fire and ffhaves
—Peters says that’s all he talks about.”

An old man brooding over his burned,
disfigured face, ranting of fiire and
flamnss. . . .

For halff an hour, perhaps, we sat
there talking of it and I agreed with
Gruen. We would send for Dr. Carter.

The wind every moment had been in-
creasing in strength. Exposed on the
cliff-top, the decrepit old building
creaked and rattlled under the gusts.

“Shall we go in?” I said at last. 1
put my arm around Nan. “Don’t you
worty, Nan. It may be just something
temporary. Maybe if I talk to him. . . .
Sometimes a stranger can do more than
a loved one.”

My words were far more confident
than my feelings. Never in my life had
I met an insane person. I found myself
wondering if this old man might have
a gun or a knife hidden about his per-
son,
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We went in the porte cochere door,
The big old hallway was dim with yel-
low glow, There were half a dozen
yawning dark doorways. Neo wonder
Nan, and Gruen also, wete frightened.
I found mywelf tense as we moved
alefig the rausty hall, with the feeling
that frem any ene of these dark door-
ways the mamiacal man might leap
upon us.

And at once I was aware of a queer
odor. The smell of smoke was here. I
mentioned it.

“Peters made fires in some of the
fireplaeed,” Nan said. “It’s chilly to-
night.”

A log fire was burning in a big fiire-
place down the hall. The windstorm
outside might cause the chimneys to
baek-draft.

“Oh, yes,” I agreed.

But mingled with the smell of smoke,
what Nan didn't notice, was the vague
smell of sulplur!

We had gone only a few feet when a
step sounded; and abruptly from a
doorway a blob appeared, materialized
into the thin fiigure of a pallid-faced
fhan 1n black,

Nam clutched at me; then E&ihe re-
laxed. “Oh, you, Peters. Wihere is
he?”

“In his room, Miss Nancy.”

“Just the same?"

“Yes, I think so. He was still mum-
bling to himself,”

Instiimetiively they spoke in furtive
undertomnes, as one does in a house of
deaperate sickness, or death.

Peters was a man of about forty,
smooth-shawen, noticeably pallid, in-
scrutable; with the look of a trained
domestic servant.

“Mr. Raleigh has luggage in his
car?” he asked.

“Omne suitcase,” I said.

“The bedroom next to mine, Peters,”
Nancy told him.

He nodded and suddenly he moved
closer to us.

“Where are you and Mr. Raleigh go-
ing now, Miss Nancy?” He spoke still
mote softly; furtively; and the gaze he
fluﬁimg around the hall had obvious fear
h it,

“To the kitchen,” she said. “I'm go-
ing to prepare Mr. Raleigh some sup-

per. Peters, what—"

He was gazing at me now. “I'll come
there,” he murmured. “Something
I_"

He checked himself, and all three of
us stood stricken. From the top of a
nearlby staircase an eerie voice
sounded.

“Fire to warm me—I'm cold—this
cursed house. . . . Nancy? Is that
you down there?”

Peters moved away from us, [ stared
up the staircase. The upper hall was
dimly lighted. The light struck upon
the latticed rail. And behind the bars,
close by the floor, I saw a monstrous,
twisted face glaring down at us.

Y arm had gone around Nan.
“Answer him,” I murmured.
“Or shafMIswgr—him,” | murmured.
"O/Nddy | N¥mcy! Can't you talk?”
NagcilesNagyle,’Can't you talk?”
“Veho'y thathake-with you? Is that
the Wiaptér Phadetedd t¥idny@l? Is that
the'wigitoje iBeteJacieldElie—It's Bob
Ral¥@gsh. iHds-"Uncle Eli. It's Bob
RalBgihg tifrup here! I want to see
hirBring him up here! | want to see
hilan and I exchanged glances. From
doANthethA1$ICoaIe & el Fetets stdrdl
fiopvnilkeeahath tueodtdthee ftier TodhRfe
mrlllkea@cﬁmgjemat the porte cochere
dooNaweyahiroWs. dare you refuse to
tallN@fie! THovh desterste iteTISRank?
falK 1adTIefou, WO tc 60deLaAnibick-WARE
frd 1 Aath¥alic |'éareel drodem siek-mbiie
Biting #aaeydungMdn Gy Herdl2] WaAWE
& ik thith Y OURY Mo Na Fdhide b ik VAT
Horee .him. Bringnaiaetradd @b Hepeany
MOTAll righBliMrthgbmers,up INgflled
soofingight'T Bl w8 teed y6alted
SOTHE Tabe sudden WedisippRapEdY ®Phen
it Sheweacatitetty FFRRP W 88ood )
H 610\BghrRDRY & Wfed3ih@ g BwH O/t
Y bifigwR-ghey REFSIATpE WPful AR
modooibted]yd re YT 1;AhR OMtES id d M fifs
fatovhbed Elearlpendlght Ah Fgoﬁks.
Tacmolmwi&ripfed r8 W in %Eﬁs eXtR;
sy teasinatedreWTHE dRin Rieatte
WhoROfateswWasteidged, Purphtired, 418
pliaiterfate Tiie rHOGeH whid tlaated B4
pueptéedear o et e drdeidetathdly it
Be¢18d S68" hifld0Re peppReliafOsidbng
reemathttexpoded hiPeeoehual sidelong
leeA faduddengoneitalffied again with
théwndepied damltide bardbed again with

that eerie, chilling burst.
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“Flames—to purge e of sin—that's
what I want, you hear me? Where's
Peters?” He stood rattling the rall bars
like an animal in a eage. "I want
Peters! 1 want all of us te be ufgee
of sin, That's what fire €an 1t
doesn't alwaiys Burh yeur faee. It €afl
putge yeu of sin. Fire and sHwes! 1
want Peters e ceme Up here ¢

Nan was shuddeting against me,
“Oh, Bob!” she mutmuired. * He's much
worse. What!ll we do?”

“Can Peters handle him best?”

“Yes—oh, yes, I guess $0.”

I saw Peters coming in the door with
my suitcase. Old Somers was shoiit-
ing now.

“I want more sulphur?! All the sul-
phur I found in the cellar is gone. Siil-
phur mixed with fire pucifies every-
thing . . . Whrie's Peters?”

“He’s coming,” I called. “You go
back to your room, Mr. Somers. He'll
be right there.”

“Peters—" The madman was lean-
ing over the rail now. He saw Peters
and suddenly he quieted. “Please come
up, Peters. Don't you know I'ta cold?”

“I'm coming, Mr. Somers,” Peters
called.

“There’s no fire in his room?” 1
whispered to Nancy.

“No—I don’t think so.”

The weird figure in the upper hall
suddenly had vanished. We heard the

atter of his slippered feet as he went
ack to his bedroom. The door
slamrned.

“You quiet him,” I whispered to
Peters. “Don’t build a fire up there.™

“No sir. Of course mot."

“And if you leave him, can you lock
hith in his room without his knowing
it?”

At Nan's horrified exclamation I
could only try to smile reassuringly.

“Yes,” Peters said.

“Wedll, do that. Mr. Gruen and I will
phone for Dr. Carter.”

Peters nodded. Again it seemed he
had something he wanted to say. But
he checked himesllf and with an un-
fathomable look at me he went up the
staircase. From behind the closed d@m
tip there we could hear the old man's
murmbling voice—wild ravings of fikme
and fiire.

DREW the tertified Nan away.
Certamly it was no time to mince
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His reom was in a distant wing,
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80 much worse new.

Stairs led upward from the kitchen.
The door to the stairs was open. My
nerves were so tense that I cursed the
storm which seemed to be making
weird sounds from overhead. Suppose
the maniac were roaming the house—
looking for fine!

Was that the patter of his feet, up
there now? Woas that his eerie, irra-
tional voice, muffled by a door? I told
thysellf that my imagination was play-
ing me tricks; and them from above
came a thurnjp, so real that neither of ub
could mistake it.

I leaped to my feet; met Nan's ter-
tified gaze. But only silence followed.

I laughed. “We're like two old wom-
en, Nan. A shutter banging in the
wind—"

I went back to my supper, though
certainly I had little appetite for it.
Were there any fiirearmss in the house,
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that Somers might have hiddem in his
room? I fiimally asked Nan about that.

“No,” she said. “I’'wve never seen
any.”

One may have a premonition of hor-
ror as it comes stalking. I think I had
such a premonition now. A telephone
was on the kitchen wall, and upon im-
pulse I juraped up and went te it with
the idea of phoning the nearest hos-
pital. We wouldn’t wait for Dr. Carter.

There was no hum of the current in
my ear. The telephone was dead.

“The storm,” I said, as Nan stared
at me. “The phone is dead.”

Or had the maniac cut it?

It seemed in that instant as though
we were isolated in this brightly lighted
kitchen — and upstairs a maniac was
loose! Wihete were Peters and Gruen?
Both had said they would join us here.

I hung up the receiver and abruptly
from the head of the kitchen stairs came
a shout.

“Nan! Good Lord, Nan! Come here
—you Raleigh—hurry ™

It was Gruen’s voice, urgent, horri-
fied. With a dozen ghastly possibilities
leaping into my mind, I dashed for the
stairs

“Coming!™ T called.

KNIFE lay on the kitchen table.

I seized.it, shoved Nan behind me.
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stood listening. Was that a distant pat-
ter of retreating footsteps? It sounded
like the slap of slippered feet, and a
scraping as though something were be-
ing dragged. And then there was the
distant sound of eerie laughter. The
fhaniae was loose!

“Fire! I want fire! We all need fiire
— it warms you back into life when
you're coldl!™

Nan and I were at the hall angle now,
The main upper hall stretched dim be-
fore us. The madman’s voice sounded
as though he were at the main front
staircase. His room was beside us; its
dootr open. The roor seemed empty.

‘Gruen — Peters,” 1 called softly.
“Whete are you?”

Why couldn’t they answer? I had no
need to guess, for in the room where
Peters had been guarding the mamiac, a
crimsoned bath towel lay on the fitsor.
The rug was crimsoned—a sharables of
gore.

“Raleigh! Raleigh!” Gruen's diistant,
terrified voice rang out. “Help!”

I ran, plunging forward. But Gruen's
voice turmed into a scream, mingled
with the maniac’s laughter.

"Blood is warrm, too! You can't stop
me, Karl! I've got you. Your blood
to warm and strengthem me. Blood and
fire! They give you life. Death is cold,
but fire and blood are waim!”

Gruen’s scream of agony had died
away. I was plunging forward aleng
the hall toward the distant maniac
voice when abruptly everything was
plunged into blackness. Solid black-
ness, with every light sirmultaneously
extinguished.

“Bob! Baob!™

That was Nan’s terrified scream from
behind me. In the blackness I had
stopped running. The hall was an abyss.
Had the maniac pulled the main switeh?
1 recalled I had netieed a big fuse bex
at the foet of the frent stairease.

“Bob, where are you?”

We found each other. Babbling with
terror Nam clung to me. My senses
were whirling as I steed gripping the
knife, every musele tense, straihin
eyes to penetrate the abyss of b a@k
ness. Nething to see. Nothing te heat,
save the wind surging eutside.

Wihere was the madman now? Ahead
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of me, down the frent staircase, gleat:
ing with demonia¢, murderous frenzy
over the slashed Bedy ef Gruen? Of
had he drepped the bedy, aRd esme
creeping baek here for Nan and me?
He was making ne seund. With Mani-
aeal eunning, 1 kAgw He esuld come
stalking like a pantherf.

N those grisly seconds as I stood fro-
zen, with raeing heart and the eeld
sweat of horrot bathing e, I own 1
had ne desire te dash ferward and try
to reseue Gruen, if indeed he were net
already dead. Te eapture and subdue
the maniae new was furthest frem my
thoughts. Peters, tee, was a vietim. 1
had e deubt ef it @ﬂlz ene idea
floedrdi me—te %e& Nan But et this
ghastly Reuse, inte my ear aRd away.
The maniac seemingly was on or near
the front staircase. With Nan climging
to me, all but fainting as I halff dragged
her with me, I fumbled my way hiir-
tiedly baek along the hall. It had
stopped ralning. We passed a hall win-
d_@aW;' I eould see fikful moonlight out-
sige.

We came to the head of the kitchen
stairs. Moonlight had come through the
kitchen windows, and a pallid glow
straggled up the stairs. We went down
them. Inte the kitchen.

Then a scream burst from Nan; and
at what we saw I stood frozen, all my
blood seeming turmed to ice with the
fush of horfor that engulfed me. In a
ghadowed cornet of the kitchen a man
was sitting en a chalf—a man in black
with a pallid face, slashed erimson.

“Peters!” I gasped.

But he did not move; sat queerly
slumped, with dangling head sagging
forward on his chest. And as I stared
for that ghastly second, his body
pltehed forward to the floor at my feet.
The thump of it mingled with a moan
frem Nan and she wilted, wnconscious,
from the leep of my arm.

I stooped to pick her up, and heard
behind me the dim slap of slippered feet.
1 tried to straighten and whirl. But
it was too late. The mamiac had come
here from the front hall. I had an in-
stant glimpse of his disfigured face.

Then something he threw struck me
eh the back of the head. The knife

clattered from my hand as I fell, with
my senses whirling off into a soundless
abyss of unconsciousness. . . .

FTER a nameless interval of

blackness I seemed to feel myselt
floattigg in a phantastihagoiia 6f empty
darkness. Then I was aware of the
smell of sulphur, as theugh new the
thing that had been myself was plung-
ing dewn inte a vast, infernal realm.
Dropping inte bBlackhess. Yet it was
fiet quite Blaek; a little red was in it.
The dirm glare ef fire in a pit ef Rell,
with blaek, sulphuric smeie.

Fire and filames, here in this abyss.

“Fire and fliamesst”

Suddenly I realized that I was hear-
ing the words. They were dim, blurred,
as though echoing from an infinite dis-
tance across the void.

“Flames that destroy—but that's
when the fire god is angry. He’s not
angry now. He's afraid of me—be-
cause I'm his master!”

Homrible, cackling laughter mingled
with the wild, blurred words. But the
voice was clarifying, so that abruptly I
knew that this was stark reality. The
maniac was here, sorhewhere near me.

And over the roaring of my head, now
I could hear the crackling of fiie. A
yellow-red glow was dimly wisible.
Heat was beating upon my dank, sweat-
bathed body; the sulphuri¢ smoke from
it wafted at me so that I choked, weakly
cotighing.

It may have been only a few seconds
as consciousness came back to me. I
tried weakly to move and found that
something was holding me. A pain was
stabbing at the baek of my head, a
wouhd where the maniacal old man had
stiuek me,

I found that I was sitting propped
up against a wall, with a rope liashing
my wrists behind me and wound around
my body, with my ankles fiirmly bound.
Strength was coming to me; the roar-
ing in my ears was lessening, the sweat
drying upon my limbs. All my senses,
swiftly new, were clarifying. My stat-
ing eyes were open, and like a lefs ge-
ing into foeus, the blurred, dimly red
seefie before e sharpened ifite reality.

I was in what seemed to be the huge,
high-ceilinged cellar of the building.
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The maniac had propped me upon a
broad concrete ledge against the wall
some six feet from the floor, so that I
was gazing dowhn upen a thirty or forty
foot stretch of the eellar.

Reality. There was no question of
that. Yet the glaring, yellow-red scene
could have been snatched from my
phantas ria of hell. 1 saw, some
thirty feet from me, down in the center
of the dirt cellar fleer, a huge metal
ealdren—a great, pot-bellied iren thing
gome ten feet aeross its eireular tep. A
pit had Been dug inte the fleer te held
it, se that its upper lip projected up
snly twe er three feet.

A giant caldron of fire. Flames leaped
from it. Smoke rolled up, gathered at
the ceiling and was sucked away by a
draft out through a tunmel-like side
exlit.

Save for the fliames, the huge cellar
was lightless. An infernal scene of
smoke and leaping fllames, swaying
shadows; a vista ot hell.

The smoke was thickening. Despite
that now, all my faculties had come
back, the leaping shadows and the
smoke, blurred with the glare, made
everything dim.

“The burial place—a warm little
tomb—it will purify us all. Eh,
Nancy?"

E name shocked me. Abruptly I

realized that I had been staring
nurnbly, coping with the weirdness of
what I was seeing, still with a dazed
confusion. But at the mention of Nan,
I snapped into horrified alertness. The
figuee of the maniac was visible on the
@ther side of the caldron. The fRames
illumined him with momentary clear-
ness, stalwart in the dressing gown—
his iron-grey mop of hair—his ghastly
disfigured face leering with the lust of
murderous frenzy so that even the last
vestige of human aspect was gone from
it.

And beside him I saw Nan. She was
lying halff upon a litter of rubkbish, with
her clothes half torn from her, a rope
binding her and a gag in her mouth.
And I saw that in all this horror she
was conscious. The glare was paimting
her livid face with a lurid, umnatural
flush. Her eyes, wide with terror, were
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staring across the blurred scene as
though at me.

The maniac was tossing fagots inte
the caldron, scrambling around the lit-
tered floor with feverish, demeniac
haste. The whole dim, lurid scene was
a litter. Broken barrels and boxes were
piled high against the wall. Amen
them, shadowed by them to one side
the fleming caldron, I saw that a body
was propped—a man in shirt and trou-
sers.

As I stared througi the shifting glare
and smoke, the panting madmam sud-
denly turmed that way.

“Not dead yet, Karl?” His fifiodish,
irrational laugh rang out. “You have
lives like a cat. That is good. You will
be conscious when the fllames lick at
your body—purging it of sin. All of
us—going into the fldames. We're not
afraid of them, are we, Karl? We long
for them—all of us to be cleansed at
last!”

Gruen, not dead, but dying doubt-
less? I could see the ropes binding his
body, as I was bound. And Nan. And
here beside me on the cellar ledge ab-
ruptly now I was aware of the crim-
soned, weltering body of Peters, only
a foot or two from me. It was so close
that I could see his ghastly, slashed
face, with frozen dead eyes seeming
to stare at me. All of us here at the
mercy of this frenzied, murderous ma-
niac, who with twisted brain was lust-
ing for the filames. All of us, and himself
too, undoubtedly to be cast into that
flamiimg caldron.

“The fire god wants us, Nancy.
Don't struggle, child. Your white fliessh
will be warmed. You're cold—that will
all be over in a few minutes now. You
and I—we'll lie in the fitames together.
You were always good to me—I[ don't
forget. Fire and sulphur, to cleanse us

The flames were leaping higher=yel-
low-red tongues licking at the smeky
air as though with an eagerness ie seize
these human victims. The ehuRks of
yellow sulphur whieh the maniae was
tossing into the ealdrom new, edged the
flarres with lurid purple. The &range
sreke relled up, BURGRRAL, 26Hd 8 tHat
the manae eoughed as wildly Re
laughed and raved:
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ILENTILY, desperately, I had been

straining at the rope that bound
mme. But it held. Behind me, the cellar
wall was roeky. I furmbled with my
lashed wrists, desperately fubbing. If
enly there weuld be serhe sharp pre-
jection that might wear threugh the
fepe.

The skin of my hands and wrists was
bleeding now. I could not tell if the rope
was cutting—and it would take so long.

“Not yet, Nancy.” The maniac was
bending over her, and her scream of
frenzied terror was murmbled, choked
by the gag. “You will have to wait
your tuth. We will let Peters go in
firge™

Despite my horrified fascination as I
stared at the demonlike, hellish scene
by the filkaming caldrom, out of the tail of
my eye the body of Peters beside me
was visible. And abruptly I saw that it
was moving. The ghastly face lifted up
a little; a twitching elbow went under
the bedy. Peters was fiet quite dead.
With eenseiousness rormentarily re-
turning, with that flair of sirength
which semetimes eemes just befere
death, he was hitehing toward fme. His
hands, erimsened with gere frem the
maniae's knife, eame fumbling at the
fepe that Beund me:

*Peters—"

“He killed me—he—"

I saw the madman coming toward us.
Peters’ hands had loosed my rope a lit-
tle.

I had a glimpse of his hlood-strewn
face, then his fumbling hands fell away.
He twitched, and I think that mercifully
he died.

Then the maniac was confronting me.

“Oh, you are fully recovered, Ra-
leigh. I knew I hadn’t hurt you much.
The flames are waiting for you, but
Peters fifisyt”

His burned, disfigured face for just
an instant glared at me with a demo-
niac leer. Then he stooped, gathered
Peters’ body in his arms and with a wild
laugh of lusting triumph, staggeted for
the ealdron.

Frantically I jerked at the rope. It
was loosening. My feet came free so
that I could twist, working at my hands.

“Goodbye, Peters, you were a faith-
ful servant. Lie in the fHemes—II will

join you in a minute.”

With demon strength he raised
Peters’ body, hutled it down into the
huge, fiery pit.

“And you, Nancy, you saw him go?
I'll loose you now. You stand with
me; we'll be in there with him soon.

The scream that burst from her as he
bent down seemed to choke in her con-
stricted thireett

“Hutry, Nancy, we must watch him."
He had lifted her, pulling the gag from
her mouth, holding her with an arm
about her as she sagged.

At last I was free. The cellar was
full of smoke now. The scene more
than ever was blurred, so that as I
leaped, plunging, the mania¢ did not
see me until I was almest upon him.

“Why, my God—"

Then he snarled with mouthing fury
as he cast Nan away and whirled to
meet my rush. My fist jabbed at his
gargoyle face, but with an astenishing,
dexterous cunning, he ducked so that
fiy blow efly grazed him. Then he
clinehed, with his arms afeund me, his
legs entwining mine se that he hun
Upon me, a Ruge puma with fangs snarl-
ing at my threat.

OR a moment I staggered, stum-

bled and fell, with the madrman on
top of me. The strength of a demen
seemned within this maniacal old man.
He was taller than I; his bedy sprawled
upeh me new was selid with musele.
The red-yellew glare of the mfhnes
paifted his menstrous, disfgured face;
its puekered lips were twisted as he
sharied like an animal.

He had me by the throat now. The
blows of my flailinp fists against his
chest and into his face only made him
snarl with greater fury. My breath was
shut off by his strangling fiiggers. But
with a last desperation I tore them
leese, lunged and squirmed partly frem
under him se that we rolled and then
breke away.

I leaped erect; but he had all my
agility and was up with me. And in
the lurid glare I could see him fum-
bling under the dressing gown. At my
feet Nan was crouching, struggling up
6n one elbow. She screamed a warf-
ing as from under his dressing gewn
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the murderous maniac drew a long, thin
knife, sodden with blood. And with a
panting, grunting cry he lunged the
blade at me, grazed my shoulder as my
fist deflected the blow. Then I caught
him by the wrist.

For a moment, locked together, pant-
ingly we swayed, almost motionless,
momentatilly spent. His contorted face
was close to mine and as the flames il-
lumined it more clearly, 1 stared as
there came over me a shoek of startled
wonderment. This face, searred, puek-
ered with fonstrous dishigurement—
the meuth e lenger was twisted! The
lips were parted with panting breath,
sRarling and Baring even, white teeth.
Net a puekerd mewth|

And I saw that a red scar on his
cheek had been knocked awry by my
blows. An artificial scar! It was a
youthful face, with artificial scars, red
pucketred, artificial skim!

Most of the scars were gone now so
that here was the smooth face of youth,
bathed with sweat, contorted only with
the lust for killing. The arms of a
powerful young man were around me,
His body was seolid with youthful
tauselle. The sheek of black hair was
shet with grey. But I saw that the gre
was anlg some chalky substance €ling-
iAg te the RKair.

It was an amazing revelatiom! These
luminous dark eyes staring at me, were
eyes in which was murderous lust, but
nothing of imsamiity !

“Wihy — why, it's you, Gruen!” 1
heard myselff gasping.

He snarled for answer. His hand
with the knife tried to break loose. I
think that my recognitiom must have
terrified him, and it struck me with so
sudden an infiiriated desperation that I
tore the knife from hirm, broke from his
held and struek with the knife, It sank,
and I plunged it deep; held it for a
grisly imstant.

He gasped with only a choked scream
as he fell, twitching, with hands fum-
bling at the knife handle, trying to
pluck the blade from his chest,

“Nan! Dear—"

She was my fiirst thought. I foundher,
dropped beside her, holding her close
for a moment with the heat of the fiery
caldron blasting us and the sulphurous

smoke swirling overhead.

ND a groan sounded. Then a faint

voice, blurred with the cackling of
the fire:

“Raleigh, come here — I'm almost
gone—"

It was Gruen’s gasping voice, with all
his assumed insanity gone from it; just
the faint veice of a man dying.

We bent over him, a grotesque figure
in a blood-soaked dressing gown. The
knife was still in his chest. Hi3 pallid
face, glistening with ctimsoned collo-
dion, blood and sweat, was a travesty.
But his luminous, glazing dark eyes
were trying te focus en the, and his
livid lips were trying te srnile ironically.

“Got me, Raleigh. I never believed
that would happen. I would have—in-
herited the old man’s millions — with
Nan and him both dead. That’s the old
man's body — propped over there. I
killed him yesterday.”

The body I had thought was the dead
or dying Gruen! I could see it much
more plainly from here, could see the
reality of scarred face and iron-grey
hair, the stalwatt old man’s body, clad
in trousers and shirt.

It was an amazingly daring, yet sim-
ple plan which the fiendish Gruea had
so neatly consumenated. With his faint,
dying breath, he seemed anxious te tell
it all to me. Petets had been in it with
hima. They had kept this portion ef the
cellar loeked. The masquerading Gruen
feigning insanity, had let ne ene near
him, save Peters.

*But I could not—trust Peters,” he
was murmuring. “And anyway—I was
going to kill him when I was through
with him. But I wasn't going te kiil
you, Raleigh. I needed you for a wit-
fess. Don't you see how = eleverly 1
was werkiﬁF it? 1 eut the telephene.
Put out the lights. I had yeu eonvinced
=up there i the hall—that the maniae
had practicalily killed Gruen. Apd =
dewn here=you saw Peters huried ints
the fiames. 1 meanRt you {e see Nan—=
dewn thete. Then—dont yeh see—
the Mantac weuld Rave rushed at he
Bea? Hyeu theught was GFuens. ¥su
goHigA't Rave seen details FBFE 8 fat
away.  would Rave ,gHE the F@ggif@g
gowH 8n the 8ld Mmans Bady—ah
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the body lunge—into the caldron. You
would have thought it was the living
maniac who had forgotten Gruen and
hutled hirasellf to his death.”

He coughed with the blood in his
throat. One of his hands weakly came
up with a gesture.

“Clever, wasn't it, Raleigh? Then—
you and I, Katl Gruen, would have—
been the only survivors. After a little
while I would have pretended to get
loose. Then I would have rescued you.
It was—so simple a schemme and 1—had
It almost accormplished—"

A torrent of blood gushed from his
mouth. His whole body twitched with
a convulsion. Then the light went out

of his eyes, and he was gone.

Behind me the shuddering Nan
crouched with a hand against her
mouth. I lifted her up. The flemes in
the caldron still were eagerly leaping.

We ran for the little tunmell-like exit,
where the smoke was sucking out into
the open air of the night. And as we
passed the piled litter of crates and
bartels, high on top of which old Eli
Somers was propped, I stumbled
against one of the lower boxes. The
blow made them all quiver, shook the
body loose. It fell forward, tumbling
in an are over us—a stiff dead thing

fuesormely tutning as it plunged head
tsit Irito the filery caldron.
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CHAPTER 1
“Wileeee the Bird of Damidnesss Flies—"

> WKWK ¥E might,” Gates Dun-

®® WA/ ning said in his masal

W W drawl, "try burning fish
livers as a protection tonight. Devils
are said to hate that. The ancients used
it against the Skddinmwingétiged mon-
sters who were the offspring of human
woren aggd demons.”

I scowled at the back of his head and
bit my lip. All through the long after-
noon we had toiled up toward the rim
of that hidden canyom where Harlan
Temple and Spurgeom Rand had al-
ready pitched camp. And now the sun

e—

A Complete Novelette
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was sinking in a bloody welter and my
nerves and temper were frayed, more
by Dunming’s endless morhid chatter
than by the ghostly nonsemse I had
been hearing for the past twe months.
This last remark was about all I could
take.

“You damned encyclopedia,*’ I
growlled, “if I hear you draw another
comparison between the fabulous bird-
monster who's supposed to haunt this
canyon and any other creature out of
mythology, I'th going te fliatiem you
out. I've heard all the legends of the
Mexicans and Indians and the degene-
rate whites of Joshua Torby's eult, and
lt's all ret. 1 den't want te heat any
more.”

Gates Dunning laughed—amn unpleas-
ant, simpering sound. “Vety well,” he
said in his infuriatingly blase tone,
“but maybe you'd like to know what

A Eeathered Momnster Demands Blood Sacrifice
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those half-breed loafers in the village
were saying as we passed them on our
way out.” He glanced toward Nell as
he spoke,

“Wedll, what?” I snapped, doubly an-
gry because this odious fellow was the
only one of us who was scholar emough
to understand the Indian dialects,

“They were saying,” he anwered,
“that the great bird-woman was going
up to the eyrie of Canasotite, to be the
bird-god's bride.”

I snorted but did net answer, and 1
was glad that he was walking ahead be-
side the burre on which Nell was riding
and couldn’t see rny face as I walked
behind, leading the second burre leaded
with eur supplies.

AS the idiot, I wondered, delib-

erately trying to play on my
nerves? I knew he was smitten with
Nell, but then s6 weie a let of other
feh and it had eertainly get them ne-
wheke, M? eyes lingered on her Aew
with a smeldering pessessiveness as her
levely bedy swayed and undulated te
the Burre's gentle pace, and the &Fim:-
$6R Brugh of sunset smeared the liquid
Fipples of her ash-blend hair.

America’s Number One Bird-
Waoman! I had always hated that term
with which the tabloids had tagged her.
I had hated it even more since recent
headlines had flilpeet!:

FAMED BIRD-WOMAN WiLL HUNT
GOLDEN ROC'S EGG.

Now, angry as I was with mysellf for
letting Dunming’s absurd babbling dis-
turb me, I had to admit mevertheless
that there was more than a mere leav-
ening of fear in the ferment that seethed
under my ritbs.

The trail was steep; we were mearing
the rim of that barrem, craterflike valley.
There was still a long trek ahead—
down through the canyon to the camp
on the far side. The sky was growing
dark, the breeze beginning to rise, and
we were hearing for the fiirst time that
weird singing of the wind through the
cliff formations; a sound I was never
to forget.

It was there, said the natives, that
the giant bird-thing they called (Gama-
zeitz had his lair, preying on the bodies
of womem, tearing the bodies of men

with inhuman talons. Somewhere, too,
in those sombre cliffs was supposed to
be the secret teraple of the cultists who
worshipped the golden egg which we
had set out to fiind.

“tBride of the bird-ged!"” I fumed
under my breath.

Why had Nell talked me into coming
on this idiotic expeditiom, anyhow?
Surely she was already sated with pub-

licity. She had lived in the spotlight
since her teens when Harlam Temple
had fifrancaet her first flight, which made
her famous. Thete had followed Hher
marriage with Luke Tempk, Harlan's
brother, and a famed aviater himself.
And two years ago that tragedy in
the jungles of Yucatan had shocked a
continent, and had linked our mnames
for the first time—I, the ebscuce assist-
ant to her famous husbamd, who had
flown with thef te phetegraph seme
Mayan ruifis; I, whe had been eaptured
with them B¥f the savage natives and
whe had helped her te eseape after
Luke Tempr’s hertible death,; 1, whe
later had married her, whe had &'Hﬁﬁ
te Rer and kept My chin up thraugh &
the ugly RIAtS, “feul as they were
FRW , Which Rad smeared gur fe-
ahte i threatened {8 Blight it 1,
%?18 still caulant SH% ReE A {ﬁmg
she WaRtea—GVeh his tantastic ¢Hp:
She had first sprung the idea on me a
couple of months ago. At the time she
had been amusing hetsallf by flkying over
some of the wild and unexpleted moiin-
tain territory in Arizona, and had come
back from one of thewe trips with a
weikd tale she had pieked up ef a eult
of lew-breed whites and halt-Breed 1A-
dians and Mexieans whe were said ¢
Worship a menster eg& eneased in geld.
She had eeme to Harlan Temphe with
the stery, Aot BAly Beeause He Was Fieh
and willing {0 RUMOr Rer Whims, Bt
alse Becausk Ais R B% Wwas epg colleci:
iAg aRd e Boasted the AWEs: cotectsn
iR The couRty:
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ARLAN TEMPLE had Jaughed
at her at first, but she had talked
hifn inte a lukewarsm interest. Further
investigation had given seme weight 8
the tale and had alse inireduced the
gruesome story of the menster-bird it-
self. Harlan had finally censented, had
hired Spurgeon Rand, a second-rate ex-
ploret and oll seout whe, with his as-
sistant, Gates Dunning, was in neminal
charge. Temple had gene en ahead
with Rand, and Dunning had ecsme
baek to lead us eut by the trail whieh
efily a butte could navigate.

I had scofffed at the whele business at
first. But today my attitude had
changed. Partly it was the queer at-
titude of the natives, partly the rumors,
partly Gates Dunming’s talk; but prin-
cipally it was the fact that the crazed
cult of Joshua Torby—they called
themselves “The Angels of Light"—
had proved an actuality. Regardless of
how little there might be to the non-
sense about the bird-monster and the
golden egg, one thing was certain.
Wormemn were being mutdeted, horribly,
and secret worship was held in these
hills.

Ahead of me Nell’'s burro had
stopped. I hurried forward. The dark
canyon was outspread before us. Night
had pooled in its bowl-like cavity and,
far away against the leaden sky, I saw
the ragged toothlike cliffs through
which the wind was whistling with an
eerie, screaming sound that chilled the
blood in my wveins.

“The voice of Cammantz?,”
Dunning whispered.

Nell was silent, her head strained
forward, listening with a rapt look that
angered me.

"Oh, rot!” I growled. "There are the
lights of camp across there. We'd bet-
ter move on, or—"

I didn’t fiinsh. I hadn’t heard any-
thing but the wind at first, but the other
two had turned to stare down the trail
behind ua. Then I heard it, too—a low,
weird chanting, a sound imdescribably
funereal, liquid notes of mournful, sav-
age passion coming, it seemed, from far
away in the depths of darkness.

“Wihat is it?" Nell whispered.

She looked from my face to Dun-
ning’s. The cocky attitude had left him

Gates

now. His lips were parted, his eyes
shone white in the dusk. Suddenly,
without a wotd, he seized the rein of
her butto, stacted pulling it aside frem
the trail. 1 followed. Maving as
quietly as we could, we got the burres
and ourselves hidden behind seme huge
boulders at a peint frem which we
ceuld still see the trail. Only then did
Dunhing speak.

“I think,” he said, “that we've
stumbled on a clue leading inte the
labyrinth. 1 think we're Feiﬂg to see
the ‘Angels of Light' gelng to their
secret temple.”

“Wihat luck!” Nell exclaimed in a
whisper.

SILENCED her with an angty ges-

ture. The sound of the ehanting
had grewhn leuder and Aew, Acconting
it like the Beat of a metrondme, came
the padded, FB%&'&%‘E@'I slap ef slew,
Hiﬁ[—%hlﬂ? feet. “Thim, ihfgk&%ﬁ\ the dark
stunted frees that shielded the trail, {he
glew gt a tareh gleamed redly and the
Vfg&t@ ot the ghestly, procession tame inis

He was dressed in the white folds of
a sheet, and the glare from the pitch
torch in his hand gleamed on his skinny
arms and naked legs, his ragged red-
dish beatd and the bald dome of his
head. It was Joshua Torby himselt, the
leader of the “Angels of Light.”

Close behind him the others fol-
lowed. I gasped with mingled wonder
and revulsion. There were about
twenty of thera—men and women—all
attired in flowing white like their
ptophet. But it wasnt simply their
wild, rapt faces, not the grisly accents
of the ehant the words of which I could
fAet understand that sent cold fimgers ot
dread Brushing up the goose pimiples
60 My féan. 1t was the t lﬂag they bere
abeve therm as they marehed.

It was a sort of catafalque of pine
boughs and on it, her gleaming, nubile
body tinted with a crimson patina from
the torch's light, lay a girl Dark of
hair, and with the ivory-golden skin of
a half-breed, she was a lovely, if terri-
fying sight. And though she lay on her
back with hands folded, her lips were
fmeving and she was adding her voice to
the weird chorus.
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Stunmed at fiirst, I now grasped the
horeid significance of the procession
and started out with a muttered curse.
But Dunning grabbed my arm.

“Im God's name,” he whispered
hoarsely, “where are you goimg?"

“I’'m going to stop them!” I growled,
“I'm going to—"

“And have them tear Nell to pieces?
We're only three and unarmed, and
they carry knives under their robes.
You can't risk Nell's lifie!”

“But, iny God, mam, they're taking
that girl to—"

“Hush!” he said.
symibolic. Anyhow we camt—"

He was right. With gritted teeth
and knotted fiists I stood and watched
themn vanish. They did not take the
teail toward our camp, but went over
the rim and theeaded their way along
through the eactus and boulders. We
watehed them until the chanting was
swallewed in the wind's cry and the
glew et the tereh had faded te a pin-
peint of fite.

But they hadn’t moved dowm imto
the valley. Instead they were moving
up toward the jagged cliffs from which
came the weird singing of the wind.
It was only after they were a long way
up that Nell found words to ask:

“You say it's only symbuolic, Gates?
You understand the words of the
chant?”

“Maybe it's only

ATES DUNNING lighted a ciga-
rette and his hand shook slightly.
“Yes,” he said, "I understamd it.
He faced me, his eyes slitted defiantly.
“I 1led to you because it was necessary.
They wetre chanting in a corrupted In-
dian dialect that the god-bird must be
appeased. They wete chanting that the
foreigners had come to disturb him,
that he must be appeased or he would
destroy the village.” ‘

“Then the girl—" Nell begam, horri-
fied.

Dunning drew on his cigarette,
nodded. “They say,” he told us, “that
the victim, a virgin, is bound hand and
foot and left on a high ledge for Qzuma-
zattz to come and claim. Something ap-
parently does claim the victims, for the
bodies have been found—horribly muti-
lated.”

“Welll,” I growled, “that damned
Torby sneaks back and does it.”

*Perhaps,” Dunning conceded, pon-
dering the glowing tip of his ciigarette,
“but I fancy there’s more to it than that.
You see, that ledge is high, and the only
trail that leads downm into the camyon
is a long and round-about one. Yet
within thirty minutes of the time a girl
has been left there her body has been
found a mile away, toward the other
end of the canyom, her bones broken by
a terrific fall, her body horribly torn,
exactly as if"'—his voice faltered—"as
if the clutching talons of some fifjyiing
monster had carried and dropped her
there after his grisly nuptials were fim-
nished.”

“God!"” I swore. "And they were
forcing that poor girl—"

“Perbhaps,” he said, “"forcing ism't
quite the word. That’s the horrible
part of it. The girl was going willingly,
eagerly. She was chanting her sur-
render to the devil-god while they car-
ried her to his arms.”

—— —

CHAPTER 11

“ Al the Chaimotiivpp Maigber Lies—"

WAILKED closer to Nell after that.

Somehow I had the feeling that
when0GSAVDUnRAdg Ak dgetY Dhethid
YHERNI0RA tfu et Bonehde K edidtY thededh
thatwerdsnute heisaleligdeatk] A
iRg M ARAaLifS tametHRe gl aditl
Fod e M WEutdtie dBEafROFD Hielf U5R dREY
WA FmUPE iR Y REY Washes
¥ivithgd Mad AGKIR wdthadeMTh¥3ame
$HANE8s agp A SHRA WA Ninsp iR dS ATee
Bkl ARpMts At A sdbskbredsonst
AR aAEstAES e aSC hRfoSRYT CF 2508
2 gl WP BAsRE TN IBritIY ke8I imAd Eesblasy
Hh%% P, Baadeyathbfdly, thajraetdimd el
ggﬂgpbh%\;pgﬂg@_ystery, a direct and per-
somtkiRg l66Pvay with fashlights, we
m&V e oM, Wadwiti U tlatHioNta r e
Bty iy 4AYSn HtRosd&shRabws
feRtREdp it cRATY U 1YKROSE a Thd AR
fRACh et Hilt d Wl 0 e U HE RO Yt YRR
Bl t chNRA 11HS S0t ARURTN RO We Pabird g
Pi'lgé't&*ﬁ%ﬂﬁ”@cﬂ%é“@d@f”?hes%mﬁfg
HESo Pat§SHI ONFYP 18R sBVfYe TREwWSRNYEASS
feadaH Meached ASSRAMFheTe bRAly OG;

ren sun-bleached rocks where only evil,
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thorny growths could subsist, and
where no rabbit scampeted inte the
light's bearm, no night bird twittered,
not even a slinking lzard ef a shihering
snake disturbed with dey grass rustles
the adamantine silenee.

We reached the canyon’s uneven
floor, plowed through the moonless,
cold dark, crossed pebbly thummocks
and vast stretches of erystallline sand
that glowed in the dark with a dull in-
eandescence, finally trudged wearily in-
to the eafip under the eppesite rim.

By this time I had made up my mind
about what I was to do. Let them
argue, cajole, ridicule, I did not care.
I was pulling out of the business and so
was Nell. We'd rest an hour, get fresh
bufrres and start back.

Tents had been pitched in an orderly
row and camp fires were burning.
Spurgeon Rand was tending one of
thera and Hatlan Ternple another.
Termplle, red-faced, bluff, beginning to
be bald, still the slightly tired executive
despite his hiking togs, get up and came
te greet Us. The absence of the hired
werkers stiuek me then.

“Wihere are your diggers?” I called
out.

“The dammed fools pulled out,” he
said. “You know they weren’t anxious
to come with us anyhow. But the hell
with them now.”

“The hell with them is right,” 1
agreed. “I've seen all I want to see of
this place, and Nell and I are going
back.”

She turned as I spoke and looked at
me sharply. But I ignored her, told
him briefly of our encounter with
i]eshua Torby’s fanatics. An anxious
66k came over Harlan Termple’s face as
1 finished. He pondeted a moment,
frewning, then he grinned.

“Walll,” he said, “if they looked like
maniacs when you saw them, they’ll be
looking like something worse when
they get to their temple.”

“Wat do you meam?"

“I mean,” he said, “that the thing
they worship is gone. I've got it
here.”

“Good Lord \" I cried. "The egg ?"

“Come,"” he said, and we followed him
jn tense, excited silence into the tent.

It was lighted by an electric Jantern,

and on a plain deal table in the cemter
lay something covered by a white cloth.
For the first time then I saw the figgure
squatting in a spidery huddle at the far
end of the tent. He was an Indian,
dressed In ragged dungaiees and a blue
shirt, and with a dirty bandanna bind-
lng the lank, straggling lecks of his
tar-blaek halt.

[S,” said Harlan Temple, nod-

ding toward the crouching gar-

goyle, “is Sam Leoking Hawk. Sat is

& very smart man and has made him-

seff eneugh fmeney tenight te de him

fer a lene time—a thousand geed
American dollats, to Be exast.”

But Sam Looking Hawlk didn't seem
exactly pleased. Though his wrinkled,
saddle-colored face betrayed no emo-
tion, his sunken black eyes gleamed
with a feverlsh unease as they wavered
from eur faces te the thing en the table
and rernained there.

“He got the egg for you?” I asked.

Harlan Temmple nodded. “Sam’s a
member of the cult himself. But he's a
bold fellow and would rob even a god
for a thousand dollars.”

He stepped up and, like a stage magi-
cian, flicked off the white cloth.

The soft gleam of the immense
spheroid struck me like a blow between
the eyes, forced a gasp between my
teeth as I bent nearer. It was some-
what larger than a regulation football,
and its slightly pltted shell had been
covered with a glaze of gold. I den't
knew why 1 feund the sight 6t the thing
§6 eornpelling, but as I stared at it lit-
tle ehills ran aleng my back. It seemed
to held eur eyes hypmofdicallly, like a
erystal glebe in whieh the shadews ef
2 baleful future meve.

“It's amazing!™ Nell cried.
lovely. But Harlan—"

He laughed, pleased, but with a
certain nervousness in his chuckle.
“You're wondering what it is? So am
I. It's most certainly a genuine egg. I
scraped a little of the gold leat away
and exarained the shell.”

“But what bird—"

“Ah, there you've got me!” He
touched the gleaming surface of the
monstrous egg gingerly. “It resembles
the egg of the extinct Aeppyrousis titian,

(nltvs
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or elephant bird, a long-necked creature
with massive legs on which it stood ten
feet high. I have one of them in my
owh eollection—eost me ten thousand
dollars. But this egg,” —he paused to
sefatch his thinRiAg Rair="this egg is
larget. Besides, I never heard of ene
Being feund in this part ef the werld.
T'lh%“ 8ne I have eame frem Madagas:
€af.

Nell had drawna cautiously nearer,
was reaching out her delicate tapered
fingwss to caress the golden surface.
Suddenly she drew her hands away,
gave a little shudder, lawghing.

“Ugh!” she exclaimed, "it gives me
little chills—like touching a smnake.”

“Your imagination,” I said, but the
sight of it was making me uncomfor-
table, too.

Then Gates Dunning had to put in
his oar again. He laughed, and I turned
to see that he and Rand had come in
and were standing behind us.

“Funny,” Dunning drawled, “that
you should have said that, Nell—about
the snake. The Mexican god, Quetzal-
coatl, was called the ‘Feathered-Ser-

ent.’ Queer suggestion there of the
itd-shake, of dragon idea.”

I scowled at him. The others were
silent, and on that silence the weird,
shrill shriek of the wind fell like an au-
dible warning.

“He was also called ‘Lord of the
Winds,” ” Dunmning added.

“WBUT I thought the creature up
R there in the cliffs was called
Camaebsz,” Nell said,

Gates Dunning shrugged. “What's
in a name?” he asked. "Careaeptz was
a Mayan demon, a bat-dragon who de-
capitated his victims. But all mythol-
ogies are but different pictures of the
same thing. It's struck me for instance,
since hearing that girl's mad chant to-
night, that there’s another myth even
closer to the local monster-legemd. a
myth which incorporates the creature's
weird attraction for women.*

“Probably the women are doped,” I
growled.

“Perhaps,” Gates Dunning said
blandly. “But what I'm thinking of is
the story of Leda and the Swan.
You've seen the pictures—the vast bird

smothering the woman’s body in his
great wings, and the woman not
struggling, but rather seeming to an-
swer to his embrace.”

Maybe it was his tone, maybe his
smile, but something about him sud-
denly infuriated me. "I told you,"” I
snarled, “to pipe down on that rot. One
more crack, and by hell—"

Nell seized my cocked right arm.
“Cool off, Charlie,"” she laughed, and be-
gan pushing me toward the tent door.

Outside I turned. "Anyhow,” I said,
“you've got what you want, Harlan,
So there's nothing to keep us any
longer. Let’s start packing.”

Spurgeon Rand glared at me. "To-
night?” he rasped. "Wihat the hell's
gone wrong with your nerve?"

I looked at the man. A bearded, burly
giant, I had known him since the days
when we were both oil scouts in South
America. His reputatiom had always
been unsavory and I had once fought
him for a remark he made about Luke
Temple’'s death. Now I wondered if
he meant to provoke another quarrel,
wondered, too, why he was so angry at
my suggestion that we leave this hellish
place.

“Ramd,” I said coldly, “I advise you
to watch your tongue.”

He laughed, an ugly snort. *’Fraid
I might talk too much, eh? Oh, I kmow
you've said things about me, but you
ought to be careful. Maybe you’ve for-
gotten that I was in Yucatam when all
that happened—when you and your
present wife, who was Luke Temple's
wife then, went off and left him in the
jungles.”

I took a step toward him, my fftts
knotted. I'd have slammed one of
them into his leering face if Harlan
Temple hadn’t stepped between us.

“Rand,"” he grated, “I won"t stand for
any more of that libel. I know all about
the case. I went there myself, found
my brother’s body and talked to In-
dians who knew what had happened.
Charlie Groves and Nell couldn’t have
done a thing for him; he was dead when
they escaped.”

“Maybe they pulled your leg,” Rand
snarled. “I tell you, Harlam, there were
no Indians in that country savage
enough to pull a stunt like that on their
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own imitiative.”

He went too far then. With a growl
I flung Harlan Teraple aside and
lunged at Rand. I rocked him with a
left hook and slamred a right te his
chin that sent him sprawling. Then I
stood over him and told him that if he
wanted any more to get up and take it.

"Go to hell,” he growled, rubbing his
chin. But he didn’t accept the offer.

OMEHOW, I'd rather he had, for

the hate was still smoldering in

his eyes. Temple was pulling me away.

“After all, Charlie,” he said, “we've
other things to worry about.”

“The thing to do is to pull out now,”
I said.

He shook his head. “Torby's fanat-
ics,” he answered, “will be on the war-
path. I'd rather meet them here, armed
and ready, than on some steep trail
where they can wait for us in ambush.
We'd better wait until morning.”

That was common sense and I
couldn’t deny it. Here we could have
our rifles loaded and be ready for any-
thing that might start popping. 1
didn't think they’d have the merve
to attack us here, anyhow. As for
that idiotic monster-myti, I certainly
couldn’t afford to let Gates Dunning's
morbid ravings get my goat. That was
probably what he wanted.

“All right,” I agreed, and turned
away, took Nell’'s arm and started for
our tent.

But we didn’t get there; a shrill chat-
tering from behind whirled us about.
We stared in amazement. The Indian,
Sam Looking Hawlk, was rushing from
the tent. He had snatched up Temple's
carbine and was stumbling out in a
queer halff crouch, his eyes lifted to the
sky while his lips dribbled a conglomer-
ation of excited sounds, the only in-
telligible words of which were, ‘“Cama-
zotzetCdinaeaoz!"”

I hadn't heard anything until mow,
but suddenly, as Nell’s hand tightened
on my arm, I caught the fearful sound.
My blood jelled; the hair on my scalp
seemed to crackle like charged electric
wites. From somewhere in the dark
reaches of air above us it came—a
swishing rush that rose above the dis-
tant wind-wails, the wmmistakable

sound of some huge body moving on
invisible wings through the blackness.

Then Sara Looking Hawk was shoot-
ing, the gun mmuzzle snouting up as it
blazed jet after jet of flarne inte the
darkmess. Almest instantly the screamits?
came—Iindeseribably terrifying, the
high-pitehed shrieks of 3 weman in tef:
ment, drifting dewn frem abeve
through the WIAd eUrrents, a weman
geafgammg iR an agemy eof terrer and

in.

Then I was running, for as the riish-
ing, invisible Thing cartied its scream-
ing burden over and past us, the shrieks
of the worman had jetted down, then
choked te silenice and, leakiﬁg. up, 1 had
seen for just an instant a white eBbjeet
hurtling dewn, and abeve it meiﬂmg
vast and dark, semething that blotte
the stars brieHy and went en, some:
thing that had the vagéss But ynmistak:-
able shape of 3 Menster-bird with sui-
spread pinions.

Rand and Hatlan Termnple were pant-
ing behind me as we pounded over
tocks and crunching gravel and kicked
through beds of eactus teward the
peint in the blackness where the shrill
sereams had ceased.

Then the beam of the torch in Har-
lan Teemple’s hand, cutting its livid
swatches through the blackness of
night, came to a wavering halt on some-
thing that la( almest at my feet, I
jerked te a halt to keep from stumbling
en it, drew baek ifi a eroeuch, horrof
ghawing at the pit of my stémach.

It was the girl we had seen on the
catafalque—or what was left of her.
Her body lay, face up, over a ridge ot
tock, and you could see by the way it
was folded limply that the back was
brokem.

But what curdled the blood in my
veins was the nude and bloodstained
body itself, the fearful gashes from
which the crimson life-stuff still
spouted. One breast had been almost
gouged away, and the flesh of her whole
torso was a ripped and shredded mess
—=taw, bleeding flesh that still pre-
served the raking imprints of the men-
strous talens that had clutehed and
tern her!

No one said a word. We couldn't,
Rand and Temple both crouched there
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and the fHashlight shook, and its re-
fleceed light showed dough-pale faces
that the stupor of hotrot had frozen.
Mine must have looked the same.
Finally Temple turmed away; Rand
with a gulp did likewise. Someome, I
don’t know who it was, said:

“We'd better get a sheet . . .

“We can’t let Nell see this,” I was
thinking. Yet there was a queer thank-
fulness mingled with the horror that
numbed me. At least I had seen in
time, at least I knew the abysmal peril
that threatemed us, at least I would be
able to save her now that I was fore-
warmed.

We were stumibling into camp when
suddenly it struck me that the place
looked singularly deserted. Dunning
and Nell must have hiddem in the tents,
I stumbled to ours.

“Nell?” I called out. I parted the
flap, looked in. The place was empty.

I whirled about as if I had been
struck. “Harlan ! I shouted. “Where's
Nell? Find her!”

He ran to his tent, turmed back,
looked in Dunming’s tent. I hurried to
the others. They were all empty.
There was a horrible clutching tight-
ness at my throat mow.

“Nellt” I shrilled into the blackness.
“Nell! In God's name, darling, answer
me!” And when there was no answer,
I began to curse. " Dummimg, you heast!
You devil! Wihem I get you!™

I ran to my tent and came out with a
riffe. Harlan Temple was hurrying
from his tent, a revolver in one shaking
hand. Rand was standing by the fiire,
his eyes bigger and whiter than I had
ever seen them,

*Aren’t you coming with us?” Har-
lan panted as we passed him.

“Not me,” Rand growled.

I fllang the most vitriolic curse I could
think of at him and ran on.

CHAPTER 11l
“Temarr Rulks the Danidiing Skies . . "

MWRTATURAILILY we had no idea of
whete Nell might be; the valley
was vast and black and the wind’s wails

swallowed our cries. But some imstinct
told us that those dark cliffs at its far
end, those jagged battlements that the
wind wailed through and where the
monster was supposed to lurk was the
place where we must go.

We ran on madly, panting, our lungs
burning, our feet and knees bruised and
torn by rocks and cactus. Harlan
Temple was beginning to break. The
light in his hand was wavering more
wildly and he began to sob: "My Ged,
if anything's happened to Nell! God,
I can't stand it! She's been like a
daughter to me. No man ever loved a
daughter more!"

All of which was true, but didn't help
matters.

“Save your breath, Harlan,” I said,
*You'll need it."

But there was a fiierce tenacity in the
mam, and despite the fact that I was
younger, yet felt mysslf on the verge
of collapse, Harlan Temple kept plug-
ging doggedly behind me. Then we
reached the foot of the black cliffs and
it was no longer a matter of running.
We couldn’t now. There was no trail
and we began to crawl and claw, fifgdit-
ing our way up the steep and rock-sharp
slope like a pair of wounded flirs.

I don’t know how we made it. It was
a confused and tormented miigitimare
that went on and on interminably un-
til numbed brain and numibed flish
could feel no more, and only some un-
dying impulse kept our bodies imching
up like robots.

We reached the ledge fiimally, dragged
our bodies over its sharp rim and lay
panting. Above us the jagged cliffs
loomed blackly, and the wind that
howled like a wollf pack as it blasted
through almost hurled us back into the
darkness of the abyss.

*That dammed Dumming,” I shouted,
when I had recovered my breath and
crawled up, “must be in with Torby's
bunch! He’s framed this devilish
scheme to steal Nell!™

“He's crazy about her all right,” Har-
lan Temple stammered, “but whether
he'd go that far—"

The wind swallowed the rest.
Doubled low against its blast we were
making for the shadows beneath the
cliffs. Temple’s flash beam shot out,
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spotted the narrow opening of a cave.
Guns ready, we pushed in. The light,
reflected on the low ceiling, kindled the
darkness to a ghostly glow. It was a
small charbet and srhelled vilely of
the aerid furnes of pepize. Strings of
dried herbs, stuffed bate and ether
ereatures huﬂg aleng its walls, and at
ene end, in a niehe abeve a leng, filat
altar stene, steed the remains of 4 shat-
tered glass ease.

“The egg,” Harlan Temmple panted,
“was in that. Sam Looking Hawk told
me. This is their temple all right, but
we seefh to be too late.”

We backed out. Again the wind's
howl blasted our eardrums. My heart
was pounding a wild tattoo against my
tibs. Nell wasn't here. Had we
guessed wrong? Or had the fiends al-
teady saceificed her to their abysmal
god?

“Nell?” I screamed wildly. “Nelll®

The wind seized my cry, tossed it
like a dry chip in a whirlpool. Then,
from some indetermimable point in the
bawling blackness a faint cry replied:
“Chatllie, Charlie—"

WHIRLED on Harlan Temple.
“You heard that?"
“YXQUbt&QaWhEPéﬂ“ His face was
cor s’é‘hk@uhlww&rquaﬁiﬁ face was
corredten this dahees a&akm " T said.
TheN ateHa ttRe QoM ALPNIAHTA. hid 19aHH
Ih@nahmadchgd the flash from his hand
anglaghydsedtned to have come from
thd NREETUNEEANSVdO MRME tedpe fham
PB%J& tasdNd sedPyered TAIOn e BAF
WEderded WhEDEN dartl Oupbeardifh
x\éafhles pRdedquviterss sharped i PNerdcla
seHeg A QwQelﬁina\owww thaudag
{oPGEAN Ne1ediMAniev evaFd | ¥ewn dteind]
BudetheMellganams £u8WerfeWowtens
Srhghede nigdier "QrARBIE] SNY- anl
uégleagewmr el ShEAO s BF:
gest led9paped deskeds darsho Ruedpda
{RItAE andk@l O5F WeRp Pt debriteWier dnd
focihe notch of a huge crevice in the
rogk. jooked at first like a rude hut
wHicHOgkgde aﬁrlﬁ{ﬁwgkga@aéédﬁmém
WAYENmM S0 REHOHENED-8/V B8 HEHBAL
R efawrﬁmsmﬂ@ftﬁutfg%ym%
Byok, thdel Sy Shadpdhecdpirdahabwa
rﬂ&f ad Bi6ertdld beeaPe=Laper seltiand
{ER f%@r%\feelsduﬁegm«enyaoﬁaaetr Rl

égt@;}'iﬂf HeWANg a8y vitals | real-
ized what the thing was.

It was a nest!

Brute panic numbed me theam. For
the sudden sight of this monstrous
thing, the theught of the imeredible
creature that had built It, the memory
of the rutilated werhan and that briet
glimgse of vast wings had awakened in

fain the Ridesus germs of mad-
HGES But the theught et Nell, my Nell,
in that menster's elutehes waul have
$ent me leaping at the devil himself.
Gripping guR and dlahlighe iR 6Re
Rand, 1 redched up, seized & QEQGFHQ
ing tree 1imB and R 1§E€€| MY 4p:

Digging my toes in for a foothold,
clawing my way toward the rim, I quiv-
ered with fear, thinking that the Thing
I hunted might be erouching in its lair
waiting for me. Then fay head was
over the nest's edge and I saw that it
wag lined with yellowed buneh grass
and pife needles. Pushing a little
higher, I teek My esurage iR My teeth
and flung the dlesh's Beam in.

Hotror tote at my frayed nerve ends
then, gagged me, twisted my entrails
inte a knot. Through the whole ordeal
a hepe had lingered in my mind that
the whele inctedible business was biit
a rRenstrous heax cencected by Gates
Duaﬂiﬂ%% eunning Brain. New that
possibilt yseliapéea ABW the stark and
abysmal terrer of the supéraatural
feeli%é m §€B§%§ For the thing that

% a £% iHB%F wall ef the
Eha hed €g ea ey, aal&% eed
iH& EPAH EHE te lg @l HBEEiH

E QW-% &4 H%Bﬁ%%
3W§ HS§E wWas Gales BHRHHQ

He was hanging head down. His
body, with ragged tatters of clothing
still elinging to it, was impaled on a
sharp tfee limb that thrust through.
He was dead, and on his blood-smeared,
figid face, with gaping mouth and
Bulging eyes, was the look of one who
has died staring inte the mouth of hell.

There was nothing else in the nest
save a pile of bleaching bones at its
bottotm.

I whirled about, instinctively staring
into the black blanketed skies envision-
ing the winged horror sweeping across
the valley with the body of Nell in his
talons, dropping her, torn and mangled,
like that other victim of his imbwuman
appetite. The curses that grated
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through my teeth then were for the In-
dian, who either in terror because of
his theft of the egg, or through sheer
treachery had lured or forced Nell and
Dumnning into the monster’s clutches.

UDDENILY I froze. From the
darkmess of the lower ledge, risimg
above the wind's shriek, came a cry.

“Chanllie, quick! Help!™

It was Harllam Templle’s voice, shrill
with hysteria, swallowed by the wind.

Instantly I dropped down. My feet
slammed stinging against the rocks,
and with the fiflsilightt’'s beam lacing
the dark with white streamers, I began
sturmbling down the trail again. Slip-
ping, lurching, I reached the long lower
ledge, jutting like an outthtust lip
from the cave's mouth, jerked to a halt.
All was guiet new save the wind,

“Harlan!"” I shouted huskily. “Har-
lan!” No answer, no movement among
the rmassed shadows.

“Harlan!” I staggered toward the
cave’s narrow opening, the rifle gripped
under ry right arm, my fiimger on the
teigger. The light spurting through
the dark crevice revealed ne movement,
but I halted like a beast sniffimg the
air, feeling, rather than seeing of hear-
ing, the presence of serme hurking
fRehaece.

Them it came. Not from the cave, as
I had expected, but from the shadows
of the boulders above and about its en-
tramce—a white surge of moving life,
swarrning silently on me like yushing,
white-capped breakets—the sheeted
fellowers ot Joshua Torby, the blood-
lusting Angels of Light!

Instantly I whirled, and realized the
disadvantage of a long-barreled gun in
a close fifigit. For as I turned the gun
bateel struck a jutting rock and the
shot blasted harmllessly dowm. The
fext instant they weke en me,

They fought in fearful silence, in a
cold, drugged, deadly frenzy. While
thete was still light from the flesh, with
which 1 battered at their massed heads,
I glimpsed the wild, slobbering faces;
fhasks of bestial depravity,

Then the light was gone and there
was only the crush of their bodies about
rme, the rake of their clawing hands,
the stench of their drug-soaked breaths,

the throaty, whining bleats as my fil-
ing fiists battered their faces and bodies,

But for every sheeted mamiac I threw
back, two others seemed to charge in,
and my limbs were entanglled, arms and
legs pinioned. They weren’t trying to
kill me, I knew. They were taking mc
alive. That thought firedd me to fresh
desperatiom and I jerked and threshed
and butted like a worm under an ant
swarm.,

Them horny hands were at my throat,
were throttling my curses, choking off
my breath. I felt myszlif sinking down
into a slimy morass, pain tearing at my
throat and lungs, fifeestiresdedd darkness
blotting my brain.

CHAPTER 1V
“HAnd Wengaencee, Smattieredd, Niever
Dies . . ."

—

NEVER quite passed out. I was

dimly conscious when they drew
back from my crushed, batteied body.
I heard the murmble of their voices as
they consulted. I was aware whemn they
lifted mme, begam carrying me toward
the cave.

But as full consciousness ebbed back
and an awaremess of my imminent peril,
the cunning of desperation seethed imto
my mind. I allowed mysslf to hang
utterly limp in their grasp, I kept my
eyes closed, I forced my breathing to a
slow and automatiic rhythm.

Wihem at length they filung me on the
altar stone and a torch flared I allowed
mys#llf to lie in an awkward sprawil, so
still and deathlike that one of themn laid
his hand on my ribs to feel my heart-
beat. There was a constant murmur;
excited discussiom. Through slitted
eyes I saw the bony Joshua Torby
bending over me, his red beard bris-
tling, his sunken eyes alive with crawl-
ing lights.

“We ain’t got the egg back yet,” he
croaked, “and the wrath of Cdiamaecatz
is terrible. But we've give him one
victim tonight, an’ he’s gone out an’ got
others for hisself. Welll give him an-
other now—another live 'un for him to
see the blood spurt. Maybe when he's
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gorged hisself, he won’t bother us to-
night. That'll give us tifhe to git the
egg back.”

Lying there in that simulated coma I
was appallled, felt my incredulous brain
pushed even nearer the frightful con-
clusion that things utterly beyond
fan's knowledge were epefatiﬂ% in
this mountain fasthess. For the leok
en Tokby's face told me plainly that he
was 8 fere sehemer, A8 hired assassin,
working eut sefme man’s Blaaag flaﬁ&
He was sineere—a madmah, But 8iA-
eere—a Believer, a fearful wershipper
hirnslfe ot the Thmgg that lived, gorg-
iag {tselk on human Bleed, iR the men-
strous eyrie ameRg the eliffs:

I sensed the nervous stir at Torby's
words, the uneasy shifting of white-
robed bodies, caught from beneath my
lashes the fearful glances cast toward
the broken case whete the sacred egg
had reposed.

“Better give him the Bowl of
Dreams,” a guttural voice said. “Bet-
ter make him ready for the sacrifice.”

Torby bent over me again, his coarse
red beard almest scraping my chest.

“He don’t need nothin’,” he said.
“He"s near enough out. The god likes
a little fiight in 'em; he likes to see "em
wiggle when his claws bring the gore
speuting eut.”

I fought to keep my face from twitch-
ing. I had scored one point at least.
Fot while the picture his words con-
jured—the picture of the god-bird's
talens clesing on my wriggling body—
was horeible enough, it wasn't as bad
as the thought of belng drugged or tled.

The chanting was beginning again;
sweaty hands were lifting me. The
torchlight flaredd and wavered. I made
my body limp, swung like a dressed
beef in their clutches as we passed out
through the narrow entramee, emerged
inte the hewling wind which sent
sparks from the tereh flying, and began
the slow aseent to the grisly ledge of
saerifiee.

I had time now to think of what was
coming, to envision the end in all its
ghastliness. But strangely, a cold and
iron calm was settling over my fevered
genses, as it all my remaining resotirces
were bunehing like muscles for the fiial

struggle.

NE]JL was gone; a thousand to one,

she was already dead. Wit did

anything ratter exeegt that my limbs

were free, that I eould die fiighting the

g‘lhi;ug that had murdered and tortured
ef

I noticed that as we neared the ujjper
ledge the chanting dropped lower, grew
more freighted with abysmal terror,
more like a prayer that is sobbed
through knocking teeth. Then the
ledge was reached and I felt myselt
fluny rather than dropped on the
focks, and saw the white-elad woft-
shippers recede with a fearful rush. 1
knew that this was as near the dread
fest as they dared eeme. They had
flu@ig e here and rushed back te the
Fahl.

I lay unmoving as I had fallen, but
my teeth were gritted, my eyes fixed
sharply on the nest, my muscles bunch-
ing for the finall strugglle, while I racked
my brain for some plan of battle,

“Camaziatz, Camezotrtz!” the shrilled
invocation drifted from Joshwa Torby's
lips as he huddled before his quaking
followers. “Camazotz, take this vie-
tirh and have merey! Spare us, Cama-
#0Zz, and there will be ether men for
yoeur rage, ether virging fer saerifice.”

There was a scuffling sound, and I
realized that with this parting prayer
the frightened devotees were scamper-
ing for safety. Bul the wavering light
lingered, and I tutmed rmy head and saw
that the toreh had been thrust ifite a
erack in the rocks. The fanaties had
vahnished.

My eyes narrowed. So the god liked
light for his banquet? And he did not
like to have his worshippets about. So,
I thought, the situation would be if a
fere man, for instamee, happened to be
the menster and didn’t want te give his
game away.

I sat up, turned, and my desperate
hopes scattered in a blind panic of sheer
madmness. Was I already insane, or was
that thing which had risen above the
grass-fringed rim of the monstrous nest
an actuality?

It could not be human; yet neither
could it be beast or fowl, though it had
both wings and arms. The wings, now
halt extended, would have spread at
least sixteem feet. The arms, covered
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like the wings and the upper body with
gleaming feathers of red and green,
terminated each in a single curved claw,

But the face! Projecting from a
sheath of feathers that covered the
head, ran low on the forehead and out
to the cheekbomes, it was vaguelly, hor-
ribly human. No mask, I knew. For
though it was yellowish and erimson-
splotehed like semething rhade ef wax,
the eyes, red and vieieus, gleamed with
hideeus life. It had searcely any nese
f—%uﬁi black heles—and the mouth was
lipleds, a harribie exposure of Bare, faw
gums and teeth, like the naked jaws ef
a skullf

How long we stared at each other—
monster and mam, destroyer and prey
—I do not know. But abruptly my
paralysis snapped. Beast or dewil, it
did net matter. This thing had stolen
Nell, had tertured her. 1f before dying
under its peinted claws, 1 could wreak
fhy ewh vengeanee on iis hidesus bedy,
I weuld be satishied!

My hands, resting palms on the
ground supporting me. began to grope
feverishly, encountered a jagged frag-
ment of rock. My tight hand closed on
it, and abruptly I lunged upright.

E Thing hadn't moved, hadn't
realized that I wasn't drugged and
incapable of swift movememt. It was
startled at ray sudden leap to life. It
screeched a sheill cry, jerked back, but
too late to escape the flying missile
which I had hurled as might a discus
throwet. With a cry of triurmph, I saw
the heavy, jagged rock smash into the
monstet’s face, saw it topple back with
an inhummam cry of pain.

Instamtlly I had stooped, pounced on
another boulder and, gripping it
fiercedyy, was scrambling up the laced
tree limbs of the nest. I was hallf mad,
savage, desperate, caring nothing for
my own life so long as I could spill that
monstet’s blood. And I knew now that
it could be spillled!

Raising my head above the mest's
edge, I stared dowm. The feathered
demon was there, but I saw something
else, too—a gaping hole in the nest
where pine boughs had beem pulled
away, and into this hole the bird-beast
was crawling, whining and jerking

about as he tried to pull the huge folded
wings into the narrow aperture.

I reared mysalf higher, flung the sec-
ond rock. It struck him at the base of
the skull. A cry of pain blasted again
from his hideous mouth and with a
convulsive jerk he pulled himself
through the hole and vanished into the
darkmess.

I vaulted over the nest’s rim, lamded
on the bone pile at the bottom and
scramiblled up. Picking up the whitened
jaw-bome of a cow, I hefted it in my
hand. It was fairly heavy, still studded
with teeth; it would do. Clutching it
in a tense fist I plunged into the hole
after the monster.

I was in utter darkness now, and the
tunmel turmed and twisted. I did not
know at what curve the abysmall Thing
might have turmed to fifgdit. But it was
too late for cautiom. I had injured it,
seriously, I believed. At all costs 1
must come to grips with it before it had
time to recuperate.

Them ahead of me light glowed—a
dim luminescence from a vaulted cham-
ber in the rock. It was a pine torch
burning evenly. I couldnt see any-
thing else until I staggered, panting,
into the opening. Them I stopped,
stunmed, as if a sledge hammer had
struck me in the face, and the cry that
whimpered from my lips was the wail
of a mam who realizes that his braim has
cracked, that stark insanity has fas-
tened on him.

“Nell?” I bleated, "Nell!
name, Nell—"

She was there, or at least my mad-
dened braim had evoked her image.
Omly it couldnt be real; it was am hal-
lucination! For she was seated on the
cave floor, her legs outstretched and,
lying across her lap, its feathered body
half hiding her, its hideous imbuman
head cradled in her arms, was the
monster!

In God's

S

CHAPTER V

“Use Yaur Ears, Uswe Yaur Eyes”

high point of horror then; beyond

l SEEMED to have reached the
this there could be no mote awful
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agany.

The Thing was in her arms! One of
her white hands rested against its nau-
seous, blood-smeated face, and the fear
in het eyes was net of the menster
but for it. Her sobbed ety rmade that
doubly elear as with a savage rush 1
started teward it, the teethed weapen
in My Rand upraised.

“Charlie!” she shrilled. “Charlie,
don't! Don't kill him! You can't —"

I halted above them; my temples
were throbbing, my brain whirling; a
red mist of murder fogged my stinging
eyes. I was a madman then and I
might have killed her teo—I admit it—
it suddenly, as I stared ifite that awtul,
fautilated faece, now rigid in death or
uneenseiousness, I had net seen seme-
thing vaguely familiar. Then Neli's
éfy eame agaif.

“Don't kill him, Charlie! He’s not
responsible; he’s not sane any longer.
Don't you know whe he is? Chatlie,
it's Luke!™

“Luke Temple!™

I could only repeat the words dully
as my numbed brain fought for com-
prehension. Then I simply stared
while she gently slipped her body from
berieath the feathered shape, laid its
head earefully dewn, and steed u
faee me. 1 saw then that the feat ers
that eevered Rim frem head te feet
were woeven inte a skin-tight garment,
that the wings were artifieial, theu h
EURRIAGLYy made aRd attached te
shoulders. Nell's hands weee @M@ﬁm
Mike, AeF veiee elamering for My at
tRRHER.

“Listen to me, Charlie. It's Luke.
See his pitiful face? The Indians did
that to him; they distorted his poor
brain teo, with tortures and drugs. But
they dida't kill himm. And he became
obsessed with the idea that we had
tricked him, hired the Indians te de it.
They kept him a prisener fer a leng
while, but finally Sam Leeking Hawk,
whose real name is a Mayan ene, Heiped
hirn te eseape, Breught Him here. Luke
was mad, But the vengeamce idea rede
Hir, Made Rim EUHE\EB% He made that
hidesus costume for himselff and Be:
£ame the ged of Teorby's ignerant fa-
Raties:”

“But Nell,” 1 interrupted, "you don't

mean it was a mere accident, a coinci-
dence that we came here where he was
hiding?”

She dropped her eyes, began to fum-
ble in the bosom of her sweater.

“No, Charlie,” she said, “it wasn’t. 1
lied to you, but I could do nothing else
at the time.” She handed me the folded
enivelope she had takem out. “Three
months age,” she said, “I got that
theough the mall.”

I looked at the envelope. It was ad-
dressed to Mrs. Nell Temple Groves
and bore the postmark ot the little
mountain town from which we had
comne that morning. I pulled the folded
sheet of niote papee from the envelope.
Scrawled on it were these enigmatical
Verses:

Where the Bird of Darkness filies,
And the chained-up maiden lies,
Terror rules the darkling skies,

And vengeance, smothered, never dies;
Use your ears; tise your eyes!

UT it's unsigned!” I said.

“But I recognjzed Luke’s
handwritiRB¥! at | onEeCOUGME hnslvd ke
PaTHON i1 8w akheNEBstntRfk. angweied,
tHdEthdt SEchmfva Q@ Knat Ih KOS
LBeRe 3L L HE Sr"i’ﬁ?s ré{@e EF:

SEHTEWMRNGr €c gg aFSt
meeae e na T s *é
EE & e e m? it ;9
Eﬁ R T
o Vgg i Bt 1 R SimeH ooy
n W
F&g W 8Hf iﬁ €8
66‘&2’5 i %?E a8 Bgrﬁﬁé
my rﬁwag Wived. -
AR T
'HFHI ing EH 35 E é’
He Jay as if 7
m theiF mthsrse glavss ae refa; s .
letting al fhs § 3219 hay hesks the
had grasped: [ shuddersd, thinking
the herrible use te whieh the magman
had ut them.
@mgm," Neil weﬁt en; "I was ter-

rified when 1 heard the gifl's sereams
coming out of the skies, but I knew |}

must discover if Luke was behind these
frightful things. So when 8am Look-
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ing Hawlk slyly offered to show us the
monster’s nest while the bird-god wai
gone, 1 rmade Gates Dunning go with
me. Wiheh we came to this ledge Sam
Looking Hawk killed Gates and kept
fhe eaptive in the nest uAtil Luke came
baek. It was he who Breught me in
Rere. I think at sk he intended te
kill me, but 1 talked te him calmly,
tried to make Ris erazed Brain realize
that we really didn't desert him i the
junghes. HE eouldn't talk very well
With Ris Mouth mutilated that way, but
i got & part 8t What Re £3i4”

She paused; tears came into her
eyes.

“It was really his lingering love for
me that won,” she whispered. *“He
didn’t touch me—though I'm afraid he
would have murdeted you.”

“But look here,” I put in, staring
about the bare cave, “"are you sure he
told you all the truth? He didn't live
here. And these wings certainly didn't
carty him over the valley with the bed-
les ot his wietims.”

She frowned, nodded. “There was a
part of his talk,” she said, “which I
didn't understand. Something about
an imvention.”

“Invention!” I echoed.

“Yes,” she said. “"He wasg working
on some sort ot ifivention before we
went into the juagles twe years ageo.
He was so secretive about it that I
never knew what it was. But I wender
it it wasn't the same—"

Her words broke off with a startled
scream. I whirled. Standing in the
cave's entramoe, a leveled revolver in
his hand, was Spurgeon Rand.

“Did I hear someone mention an in-
vention?” he asked and laughed.

“You did,” I answered. *“But what's
the meaning of the stick-up?"

He merely came forward slowly, his
eyes roving over the place, the gun held
steadily on us. A flicker of imterest
kindled in his face when they lighted
on Luke Temple's grotesque body.

“H’mmm,” he grunted, “so you killed
him, eh? Gawd, but that was some
fancy get-up. Reckon he must have
finidleed the inventiom, eh, since you
got rid ot hirm?”

“Wihat the hell are you driving at?”
I smarled.

IS eyes met mine steadily; his fea-
tures were drawn into a sneer.
“I'm not so durb,” he said. “And
gince Harlan and I came out here yes-
terday I've done a lot of snooping. 1
found this damned fake nest, even
caught a glimpse of the feathered fel-
lew there once. But I haven't yet
found what I was looking for.”

“What's that?”

“Oh, I guess you know,” he replied.
“I always suspected it wasn’t an acci-
dent that the Indians got Luke Temple
in the jungles. But I thought it was
just on account of the womam. It
wasn't until I came here that I got wind
of the invention.” He paused, reached
inte his pocket with his left hand, pro-
duced a faded newspaper clipping and
handed it to me. *I found that yester-
day,” he explained. "It was clipped to
sorne crudely penciled designs that also
had Luke Temple’s name on them, and
it had blown under some bushes at the
far end of the valley and was half cov-
ered with sand. It was lost, I imagine,
or blown by the wind out of that secret
workshop which I haven’t yet found."

I held the clipping nearer to my eyes,
read with armazermemnt:

FLYING BICYCLE INVENTED BY
RUSSIAN AVIATOR

Moscow, Aug. 4 (US.)—The Soviet
Union, land of strange inventions, recently
received a new one, a fliying bicycle with
flapping wings which are intended to permit
a single flyer to hop from place to place, us-
ing his own muscles as the only motive
power.

The device has been made at a Moscow
factory from designs furnished by M. Chera-
novskv, the Soviet aviator who built Rus-
sia’s “fiisimg wing™ type of plane.

Odd and risky though the fllying bicycle
appears to be, laymen and a half dozen

lider pilots have volunteered to test it.

he source of rising power of the “erni-
thopter,” as the inventor calls it, are twe §ix-
meter (about nineteen-foot) wings, hinged
to a fuselage. The pilot stands en a tread-
mill, which oscillates i the manner of the
driving plank of a bey's scestet.

As he crouches and shoots erect, the plank
moves and the wings rise and fall, The
machine is equipped with a rudder and ailer-
ons. It may be started from the greund
with a sling as an ordinary glider. 1t is
hoped that the ?laﬂe can aeccemplish the
same flights as-gliders, but in this case the
pilot would ehaese his swn directien instead
?gmsslmply foellewing prevailing wind &uf-
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I fimished] reading, jerked my eyes up
to Rand’s leering face.

“So that’s it?" I said grimly. “He
was trying to duplicate the Russian’é
invention and was using this place as
a testing ground. And all the hocus-
pocus was invented to frighten the curi-
ous natives away. That windy ledge
made an ideal place for a take-off, and
there was the sand at the other end of
the canyon to land on. But, hell, Rand,
you don't think that I—"

“Whhy not?" he said and lksughed
wryly. “Wasm't it yout wife whe was
making secret trips out here? Wasn't
it she who persuaded Hatlan Termple to
bring an expeditiom here? And it was
you who hired the Indians te get him
there in the jungle. But later you
found that his invention wouldn’t work.
So you smuggled him here, and with
the Indian to watch him, made him
work the thing out. Then when it was
finidteed you brought Harlan Temple
here to murder him, too, knowing that
your wife is mentiomed in his will for a
large sum which you would need to
promote the imvention.”

T was all so plainly plausible, yet so
uttetly false, that at fiirst I almost
wanted to laugh. But an instant later
I realized that such a convincing theory
might sound plausible to others besides
Rand—to a jury, for imstance,

“Why, you dammed fool!” I blurted.
“But it's all wrong, Rand,” I added
quickly, and began to tell him the whole
truth of how it had happened.

He listened, but I saw that he wasn't
convinced.

“If that’s true,” he said, “where’s
Harlan Temple? After all, you went
off alone with him, and he's gone, and
you stand to profit by his death.”

I was dumbfounded, chilled with
sudden dismay. Was it all to end like
this? After fightimg through this brain-
blighting horror, were Nell and I to
face the awful ordeal of public disgrace,
imprisonment, death? For already the
ugly hint? about Luke Temple’s mis-
fortunes in the jungle had paved the
way for that.

“What,” I asked bluntly, “do you
mean to do, Rand?"

“Take you back to camp,” he said,

“and turn you over to the authorities
as quickly as I can.”

“You'll have to kill me flirst,” I
growled. “I've got to find Harlam Tem-
ple; he may be still alive; we can’t
leave him.”

Rand’s eyes narrowed. “Some truth
in that,” he conceded. “But I'll be
dammed if I'll hunt him and watch you,
too. Tell you what I'll do. I'll take
yout wife baek to eai..p and you can
loek for Temple. If you fmake a get-
away, it'll e an admission of yeur guilt
and will damn her alse. And den‘t try
aai: funfy busihess. I'll Be waiting,
with a guh.”

I was so frantic that I wa@ willing to
seize any straw. I looked at Nell; her
eyes gave consent, though I could see
she was afrald.

“All right,” I agreed, “but you'd bet-
ter take good care of her, Rand.”

CHAPTER VI

Rewanyer Is Swieet

STOOD silent, watched them walk

away, then tackled the imwmediate
ptoblerm. I still had ne weapen biit
the toothed bene, But if Totby's fol-
lewers were holding Harlan, there was
a chanee that the drugs with whieh
they had maddened themselves had
worh 6ff. 1 fight be able te bargaln
with them, even promise the return of
the egg.

I worked it all out in my mind, then
started toward the tunnel that led out.
started toward it but halted suddenly,
In the black embrasure of the hole a
shadow moved, a fijgure emerged—
Harlan Temple.

His clothing was disheveled; his
dazed, feverish eyes flicked about the
cavern.

“Thamk God!” he blurted. *I
thought I'd never— But what's hap-
pened here?”

“Wihat happened to you?"” I asked,

“Torby’s bunch got me,” he said
hoarsely, coming nearer. “They left
me imprisoned, but I escaped into a
tunmel that led here.”

He stood close to me, staring down
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at the body of the feathered madman
while I groped for words te break the
truth to him—that the mutilated Thing
was the brother he thought dead. Then
suddenly I jumped. whirled, as some-
thlnF prodded my ribs. It was the cold
steel muzzle ef a revelver in Harlan
Temple's hand, and he was smiling.

I didn't say a word. There are times
when the brain works doubly swift, and
in that instant I realized, with a curse
for my own stupidity, the whole ugly
truth.

“Wedll, Charlie,” he said slowly, “I
guess you understand.”

The blood rushed to my head. My
eyes bored into his leering face.

“Yes,” I said, “I've got it now, Har-
lan. And I know, too, that the worst
monsters wear a norrmmal shape. You
were hiding there and heard Rand
tatk?”

He nodded. “A smart mam, that
Rand. He had it all down straight ex-
cept one point. It was I who did all
those things instead of you. It was I
who encouraged Luke to go on that
Yueatan teip, I who hired the Indians
to kidnap him, and preduce another
bedy te shew for his, I who smuggled
him here te fimish up the imvention
whieh 1 feund was imperfeet. I kept
him werking in a secret eave aeross the
valley, and he weuld Bring the inven:
tien {8 this ledge te test it. The gelden
egg% was, ot ealirse, frem my ewn €el:
{ectign and I had Leeking Hawk te

anale TOrBy's Buneh — feeding them

Hes aRd teFrifying tRem iRte Waorship
? the MORSter. = There Was N8 danger
QM {Re ang it kept the other Aatives
Gway.”

“But why bring us here to murder
us?” I grated. “You had your imven-
tion.”

“The invention,” Harlan Temple
said, “wasn’t all I wanted. I wanted
Nell; always have. Luke stole her
from e, and then when he was out of
the way she fell for you. But I used
that en Luke—told him that you had
hired the Indians te kidnap him, and I
Efemi%e@ hifm vengeamee In return for

is werk. When the thing was per-

fected, 1 suggested that he write the
get% ;Ee Nell 3ad in that way lute yeu
Bre.

CURSED him fervently. “And it

won't wetk, Haelan,” I told him.
“That weorkshop will give you away.
Rand already kmows—"

He laughed. “Ramnd thinks it was
you,” he answered, “and he’ll keep on
thinking so. As for the workshop in
the cave, I've already seen to that. I've
already sent complete drawings and a
small model of the glider-plane to a
safety deposit vault knowm only to me.
And tonight, when I signal from this
ledge, Sam Looking Hawik, who is
waiting there, will set off a charge of
dynarmite that will blow the place to
atoms. I'll come out of this adventure
as the hero of the piece and Nell will
marry me."

“Never!” I swore.
believe that 1I—"

“What does that matter?” he said
calmly. “Everyome else will, and she
won't be in any position to make ac-
cusations.”

I didn't have to ask him what would
happen to me. The moments of my
life were ticking away, slowly, horri-
bly. And not only was I facing certain
death, but I would have to die knowing
that this slinking abysmal fiend was to
have Nell! My brain groped like a
drowning man for a straw, found none.
Death, grisly-faced and terrible, was on
me, and I was left with no alternative
but to flight against hopeless odds, like
a trapped and helpless amimal,

I gripped the bone I held, lunged
sideward, swinging the toothed club
toward his neck. It struck him, but his
left arm broke the force of the blow and
at the same instant his gun exploded
and fire scorched my left side as the
bullet hammered through my fiksh,

It was like a whip, stinging despera-
tion to madness. Instead of falling
backward,. I went forward like a leap-
ing cat: The swinging bone struck his

un arm as the revolver blasted again,

ain stabbed my thigh, but my left
hand had seized his wrist with a savage
twist that ripped his fimgers loose from
the weapon. It fell. I slammed out
with the bone, but he sidestepped. 1
lest my balanese, and as I lunged for-
ward his up-jerked knee caught me in
the groin. I lurched back and he was
on me, slamming a blow to the temple,

“Nell will never
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forcing me down with a rush. My
head struck the floor and it stunmed me
for an imstant,

Wihen I opened my eyes the knife
was at my throat.

It was a long hunting knife that he
had snatched from a sheath at his belt.
And as he held its murderous peoint
against my jugular vein, I stared up
te see his sheewd, calm face trans-
formed Inte a twisted visage of a
maniae.

“Better this way,” he panted. “Bet-
ter this way anyhow. The knife will
seern motre matural.”

Hope was gone now, the delirium of
approaching death fastening itsellf on
my brain so that when I first saw the
creeping Thing behind him I teok it for
an hallueination. Then I realized what
it was. Luke Temiple, with the great,
peniderous wings et his costume drag-
Flﬂg like an injured vultuie, was efaw-
ing aeress the fleek, ene of the Mmurder-
gu&ahay heeks gripped in Ris right

and.

OPE flared briefly. He had recov-

ered from his coma in time to
hear, to learn all his brother’s perfidiy!
Mutder was shining in his sunken eyes.
But it was too late to help me. The
knife was already at my threat, one
gouge would be sufficient—

I found my straw then, and I did
what I pray that when death really
faces me no torture will make me do.
I began to whine, to moan and beg and
cringe with all the abject signs of utter
cowardiice. T won’t repeat all my whim-
pering, disgusting pleas, my sobbed
prayers and moans. But I made them
loud enough to cover the sounds of
Luke Temple’s approach.

A gloating look came over Harlan
Temyple’s face. He was savoring a
sweeter tribute than he had ever
thought he could force from me—sniv-
eling, groveling appeals to his mercy.

“In God’'s name, Harlam, don't do
that! You can even have Nell. I’ll go
away, out of the country, do amything
you say!"

Yes, I really said it. But as the repul-
sive words blistered my lips, I saw the
creeping Thing now close behind him
straightem up, saw the iron claw of the

hay hook reach . . .

I flung the last of my strength then
into a shrill cry of terror that forced
Harlam Termnple to whitl—too late to
save hirmselt, As the knife left my
throat, swung 1n a gleaming are toward
the menstrous attaecker, I heaved u
iy bedy, filuAg Harlan Temple off bal-
anee, flung him straight ente the reaeh-
ing Ray heek that ﬂgp@d_ﬁt his threat
in the same instant that Ris knife blade
struck the feathered Breast.

They went down in a wild tangle of
flailimgg limbs and grotesquely flipmiing
wings, and when the agitation of that
hideous tangle ended as I was strug-
gling to my feet, one body lay stll—its
throat ripped away. The othet, Luke
Termplle's, 1ay on its baek, the awful mu-
tilated face upturmed, bloed stainin
the feathered eleth en his breast, blee
funning frem the esrners of his meuth.

But as I stumbled toward him the
dying eyes seemed to lose the feverish
glow of madmess, seemed to grow calm,
with the old courageous, generous
spitit of the Luke Tewmple I had known.
And suddenly, weakly, his right hand
was lifted a little, extended for me to
take.

I took it and crushed it in my own,
fieredly, while the tears welled in my
eyes and my theoat choked. Then the
eyes went glazed, the hand fell from
fay grasp. 1 tuened away. .. .

OUGH I was weak from loss of
bleod, my wounds proved to be
superficial. Hurfying out through the
datk tumidl, I crawlled into the nest and
over its rim and felt the cool wind
about e gratefully. In the niche
whete the followers of Torby had left
it, the sturap of the pine torch still
glowed with dying filktiers. I smatched
it up. Nell and Rand probably hadn't
teached camp yet, and I might be able
to signal them te come back.

I began to wave the torch. The wind
fanned the dying flame to a blaze and
I waved it frantically. And then sud-
denly, from the black reaches of the
canyom, came the unexpected reply. A
bursting plume of fire shot into the air
and, following it, a dull and distant det-
onatiom, and I realized what I had
done. The waiting Indian had taken it
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for Harlan Temple’s signal, and had
blasted the cave wotkshop to atoms,

Well, I didn’t care, not even after we
discovered that the plans and the
model which Temmple had sent away
were hopelessly lost.- We never found
the safety deposit vault whete they
were hidden. But Nell and I den't
need therm, don't want them. We're
happy enough with what we have—
each other—and a life from whieh the
last ugly eclouds ot secandal have dis-
persed.

I'll have to give Rand some credit
here. It was he who caught the Indian
Sara Looking Hawik, as he was fléeding
from the wreck of the blasted cave.
Things might still have been black for
Nell and me if he hadn’t. But that cap-
ture turned the teick, and if we used a

few third-degree methods on the
Mayan that night, the result justified
it.

Somewhere back the line, Sam's
Indian blood—supposedly a lkip-sealing
fluid—mostst have been tainted. His
confession was full and satisfactory,
and it won him a speedy and humane
death at the state’s hands.

Torby's cult was speedly dissolved,
The wretches, harmless before Tem-
ple’s agent had drugged and terrified
them, were given moderate semtences
and a chance to reform.

I don't know whatever happened to
the golden egg. It vanished, and I
think Rand stole it as a souvenir and
a reward for his trouble. I never asked
him about it. If it hatches any more
trouble that will be his look-out.

)
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INVASION FROM
THE FOURTH

Abuve har floatedd tihatr weiicd ghavingg henroor of wampedd andl twinteed aandies.

In the Darkness of a Cowntry Night, a Gleaming Poltergeist Hums
Its Unearthly Dirge of Foreboding Doom!

By HENRY KUTTNER

Axsbror of “laagigtbrer of the Doadd,” “Wanbdwo Danibh,” eric

*OT a very good place for a *He didn’t say a ghost, Jack. He
ghost, eh?” Jack Hayward wasn't sure what it was.”
commented, steering the “A shining thing that wasn't

roadster expertly through the rolling, human"” Hayward chuckled as he re-
recky hills that bordered the read. He membeted the furtive whispers of the
griiled dewn at his ffiancee, Marlan gaunt, bewhiskered oldster who had
Kirby, who was curled up en the seat supplied them with gasoline at the
beside him, her Blend head &R his tumbledown service station a few miles
shoulder. She epened sleepy brewn baek.

eyes. “I've heard too many of these yarns,
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dear. Any reporter knows what's
behind ‘em — usually whiskey,” he
chuckled.

“Here’s the place,” Marian said pres-
ently. The road ended in a little valley
between high, rock-strewm hills, at
a dilapidated two-story farmhouse,
burned paintless by years of glaring
sun. Broken windows reflected the
sunset. A plume of smoke drifted up
languidly from the chimney.

“Wihat a dump!” Hayward com-
mented. "I can’t imagine Nels Andrea-
son wanting to buy it. Even for senti-
mental reasons.” He grinned as he
thought of the stolid, heavy-featured
Swede, who had made so many mil-
lions in oil.

“Welll, he was born here,” Miarian
said. “You don’t know him. Mr. Len-
nox says he's sentimental as a child.”

Hayward grinned. *“A good thing
for your boss, too. That was the only
time Lennox got the short end of a
deal—when he bought this land. He's
lucky anybody wants to buy it. I wish
you'd quit your job, Marian. When
are we going to get married? I don't
like your working for a—a cheap pro-
moter,” he told her.

“He"s not a cheap promoter,” Marian
flasheed. “Please don‘t talk as though
he’s a crook, Jack.”

Hayward lifted his eyebrows sar-
donically and steered the car into the
rutted, grass-covered track that led to
the sagging porch. Maybe Lennox
wasnt a crook, but he was certainly
willing to take advantage of every op-
portumity. Take this affair, for in-
stance. Andreason had offered to buy
this land—a white elephant on Len-
nox's hands—and instead of jumping at
the chance, Lennox had invited the mil-
lionaire down for the week-end to close
the deal.

“He's sentimentazll, anyway,” the
dapper promoter had told Marian.
“And if I get him in the house where
he says he was borm, he’ll probably
loosen up and plank down a few more
thousands. He can afford it, all right.
Can you come down, too? I want you
to fype the contracts while the iron's
hot. Bring your fiance along, if you
want. Then it won't seem so dull.”

A stolid-featured, barrsl-bodied man

came out on the porch. Hayward rec-
ognized Seaver, Lennox's man. No
doubt he had been sent down early to
put the house in sermi-habitable shape.

“Hedllo, Miss Kirby,” he greeted
them. “Howdy, Mr. Hayward. I'll
take your bags.”

“Thanks,” Marian said.
nox here yet?"

A voice from the doorway answered
her. “Suie, Marian. Corme on in.
You too, Hayward—gllad to see you.”

Edward Lennox was a short, slim
figuree, gray-blond hair plasteted back
carefully, round face pleasant. He
helped Matriam uip the creaking, broken
steps and held open the door,

“Andreason is already here,” he said
in an undertome. “Be nice to him,
Marian, will you? He doesn’t seefa to
be softening up any.”

The house, in the hollow of the val-
ley, was gloomy, lit cheerlessly by oil
lamps. A sralll fire sputtered dispirit-
edly in the fitiegillace. Seated befofe it,
puffing at a blackened pipe, was Nels
Andreasen.

“Mr. Len-

TARING at him, Hayward got one
impression: vastmess. The man
wash’t fat; he was merely built on a big
scale, a huge Viking, yellow halr ¢are-
lessly ruemplled, blue eyes candid. He
got up, bowed te Marian, shook hands
with Haywatd, and rurnbled a greet-
ing.

“I have met Miss Kirby before,” he
said. “I've been sitting here with
ghosts—you lknow?”

“Ghosts?” Hayward asked, eyes wid-
ening.

“Old ghosts. Old memoties.
house is full of them. I spent my
childhood here. Every room has its
memoties for me—sorae pleasant, some
not so pleasant.” He smiled wrlly,
“Nothing but memoties. Welll, I miust
not bore you with my talk. Sit dewn,”
he invited them.

“It’s funny,” Lennox said suddenly,
after a long pause. “We thought this
place was deserted. But when we came
we found footprints all around.”

“Footprints? No! Tracks, yes.
They were funny,” Andreason grunted.
His blue eyes blinked, puzzled. “Too
long for bear—and there were never

This
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any bear in these hills. But thete were
claws like a grizzly’s. Funny.”

Hayward lit a cigarette, scarcely lis-
tening. He was looking forward to a
dull week-end. Before he could reply
Marian caught her breath in a little
gasp and sprang up, staring at the win-

oW,

“Look!” Her voice was umsteady.
“Jack—there?”

Hayward swung about, his eyes mar-
rowing. He caught a flashing glimpse
ot something visible through the grimy
glass—something that seemed to shine
with a queer, cold radianee in the dusk.
Then it whisked aside and was gone.
With a leap Hayward was at the win-
dew, tugging at the rusted fastenings.
Hopeless. They were fast. Serubbing
at the glass with his palm he peered oiit
inte the shadews:

There was nothing visible. He be-
came conscious of heavy breathing be-
side him, turmed to see Andreason
peefing over his shouldetr, Lennox be-
hind him.

“Whhat is it? A man—"
stared into the gloom.

“Gone now, anyway,” Hayward
gtunted. “Some tramp, probably.”

“It was shining,” Andreason said
oddly. “I saw that. What—"

“I—I thought it was a face at fifiss;”
Marian murmured. “Then—aoth, it
couldn't be! The thing was all planes

The Swede

and angles.”
“Wihat's that?” Lenmox exclaimed
skeptically. “Plames and angles?"

Marian hesitated. "It looked like that.
Shining planes and angles, with gaps
and holes. I—I can’t just describe it,
but it couldn’t have been a tramp.”

Lennox grunted. “Probably some
reflection of the light. No tramp—"

Cutting through his words came a
scream—high-pitched with shock and
terror, edged with agony; a man's
gcream, sickening in its clamorous
abruptmess. It ended; theee carme the
gound of a Heavy fall, In the heavy
silence a eurieus seund drifted Inte the
feem—a humming neise, eddly ea-
denced, weirdly musical. 1t faded and
was gene:

They found Seaver, the man-of-all-
work, on the porch. He lay in a crum-
pled heap, blood oozing from an ugly

gash in his scalp. His face was drained
of blood.

A cry from Andreason brought them
around sharply. The giant Swede was
staring into the night. Hayward, fol-
lowing his gaze, felt an odd semsation
ot uneasiness. Then it gave place to a
shoeck of arnazernent as he saw the shin-
ing thing.

He could not make out its nature, nor
its distance from the house. A shining
cone of white fire was topped by an
extraordinary ampdbemeestionn—Hay-
ward theught of Marian’s words—ot
planees andi angites. Nething held them
together; they were broken efratically
ll? patehes and gaps of blackness. Yet

ayward felt as theugh eutieus eyes
were 8n Him, watehing intently.

“Wihat the devil's that?” Lennox
ripped out. He teok a tentative step
forward—

E shining thing vanished! It

seerned to switl and weithe in the

darkness—and was gone! Swallowed
up by blackness!

There was a tiny filashligitt in Hay-
ward’s leather key-contaimer, and he
utilized this as he leaped from the
porch and raced forward. It was a
hopeless search—rock-strewm hillside,
tangled grass and bushes, and no trace
of any imtruder.

And then Hayward stopped. The
tiny beam of the fliashligitt centered on
something at his feet—something like
a footprint, vague in the dust of a liittle
open patch that was free from vegeta-
tation. This was no footprint, however
—no humamn track. It was unnaturally
elongated, ending in four deep, pointed
depressions which might have been
made by claws. Hayward swept the
light around swiftly.

After a moment he turned and went
back to the house. Seaver was stirring
under the ministrations of the others,

“Here, drink this,” Lennox ordered,
holding a flask to the other’s lips.
Seaver gulped, coughed, and choked.
His eyes opened—and he screamed.
Screamed like a woman—shmiill, terri-
fied.

“What's the matter?” Lennox’s arm
was about Seaver’s shoulders, support-
ing him. “It’s all right, old fellow.”
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“I'm blid?”’ Seaver shrieked, his
hands fumbling out vaguely. “I'm
blind! Oh, God—I can't see!”

Swiftly Hayward bent, peered into
the man’s eyes. Seaver’s pupils were
tiny pinpoints, scarcely visible.

“Keep your eyes shut. You're not
blind,” he said crisply. But imwardly
he wasn't sure. What monstrows, in-
credible power did that weird shining
in the dark possess?

Hayward whipped a handkerchief
from his pocket and bandaged Seaver's
eyes, while the man, whimperimg, made
futile clawing gestures at the air. Len-
nex bent, geipped his shoulder.

“What was it, Seaver?” he de-
manded. “Wihat happened?"

Seaver quieted. “I don't know.
Something hit me as I came out on the
porch to smoke—and that’s all I know.
Now—I"eh bhliafl—"

He tore the handkemthigf from his
eyes, blinked. An expressiom of stupe-
fied, unbelieving delight spread over
his stolid face.

His hand groped out, touched Hay-
ward's coat.

The reporter’s face cleared. “You
can see, eh? Good."

“Yes! I can see.” Seaver blinked
experimentally.

“Not much, but—it's getting brighter.
I guess I'm all right after all,” he ad-
mitted a bit shamefacedly.

“Wedll, come back in the house, then,"
Lennox grunted. Seated aroumnd the
fire they discussed the phenomenom of
the shining planes and angles.

“I have been wondering—" Andrea-
son said in his deep voice, “understand,
I am not superstitious—but I am won-
dering whethetr thete might not be a
natural but—wedll, unknown explana-
tion for such things. They are not
unigue, you knew. Chatles Fokt wrote
of mueh mere amazing things — feet-
Brints in the snew made by Ao earthly
ereit%m; peltergeistic visitations, and
§HeR:

"Poltergeists?” Lenmox asked skepti-
eally. “Ghosts?”

“Not ghosts. Beings—living beings,
alien to our three-dimemsiomal world.
That has always been an idea, a hobby
of mine. That is, that we're not iso-
lated in this three-dimensional world of

ours. That other beings, in other di-
mensions, can visit our earth at will—="

“It doesn’t sound very pleasant,”
Marian broke in, shivering. “I think
I'd even prefer an old-fashioned ghost.
At least, one knows what a ghost is apt
to do. But your fourth-dimensional
things—ugh!” She laughed somewhat
nervously. Hayward glanced at her be-
neath lowered eyelids.

“It’s fantastic, of course,” Andreason
admitted. “But not necessarily un-
pleasant. Such things—granting that
they do exist—may not be inimical to
humams. But, of course, there is always
the possibility that creatures so utterly
alien to mankind cannot help but be
dangerous in their contacts with hu-
manity. Just as a being made out of
chlorine gas would be harmful,"” he
added.

WHER, rubbing his eyes, mut-
tered sornething under his breath.
Thete came an interruption them. A
sharp thud seunded against the wif-
dew pane.

Hayward jerked his head around
quickly. For a moment he did not rec-
ognize the mam whose face was visible
through the grimed glass. Them Mar-
ian’s whisper touched a chord of mem-
ory.

“Jack—the man at the service sta-
tion! It's—"

The cogs of memoty clicked. The
gaunt, bewhiskered old man who was
fumbling at the window with Ineffee-
tual fiingers was the same one who had
warned therm of the “shining thing (Rat
wasn't human.” Lennox got up and
walked to the window, and, after a
short struggle with the fastenings

opened it.
he asked

“Wihatt
shaeply.

The oldster flung himselff ever the
sill. He scrambled into the reem and
stood for a moment utterly immebile,
h_i; big-knucklied hands dangling at his
sides.

Then his bewhiskered, haggard faee
lifted slowly. Dull eyes siared directly
into the elegtrie light.

is it, Morton?”

“I seen it!” Morton whispered.
“The shining thing.”
Hayward stepped forward and
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gripped the man’s shoulder. ‘“What's
that?” he demanded. “Wihat's the mat-
ter with you?”

A sickly smile twisted Morton’s face.
His gaze still held fast on the electric
bulb, but his head lolled limply on his
shoulder.

“It heard me talking against it. After
you left—it came. It put something in-
side my head—"

Andreason’s white face loomed up
like a mask as he moved forward, his
eyes intent on Morton. The oldster
kept on in that horrible, dull whisper.

Y—inside my head. Something cold,
that keeps moving and whirlimg—my
brain don’t feel right, somehow. Hol-
low, like. It turmed my brain into
ice—"

Them — “Who?” The whisper came
past Hayward's shoulder; he did not
know who spoke. The change in the
oldster was shocking. His jaw dropped
wide open,

“The shining thing!” he choked. “It
ain’t human—"

Suddenly his face grew sharp with
feral cunning. “I come here,” he mut-
tered. “I thought it couldn't follow me,
or git me ’less I was alone. But —
but—

"My head!” he screamed, his face
contorted with agony. “Ah, Gawd—my
brain! FhiSs eatingg my bbadin!"”

He whirled. Before Haywatd could
move the man had plunged across the
room, scramibled through the open win-
dow, and was gone, racing away imto
the night. His mad shrieks died away,
growing fainter and fainter until they
were no longer audible.

Lennox poured a drink with unsteady
hands. His round face was white.

“Tihiis isn’t a very propitious might,”
Andreasom said nervously, rumpling
his yellow hair. “Either the man’s in-
sane, or there’s something wrong. Very
wrong."”

“I believe in nothing I can't see or
feel," Lennox said quietly. Andreason
smiled.

“Do you believe in gases? Can you
see or feel carbon monoxide? Yet it ex-
ists, and it's dangerous, too, Well —"
He shrugged heavy shoulders. “I can
take it. But Miss Kirby—this is not
very pleasant for you, I'm afraid.”

Marian was sitting close to Hayward,
her small hand imprisoned in his big
one. She smiled shakily,

“I can take it, too,"” she told Andrea-
son. “Thete’s really nothing to be
afraid of, is there?”

Lenmox was biting his lips. “I don't
think so. But if I thought— Perhaps
we'd better go back to the city, eh?
We can settle our business tomoriow,
Andreason.”

“You may be right,” the millionaire
agreed after a moment. “Playing with
fire is dangerous, and it isn't well to
take unnecessary chances.”

PPOSITION came from an unex-

pected quartet. “I'm not afraid,”
Marian said suddenly. “Wa'we not
been haremed, have we? Besides, you
want to see the place by daylight, I'm
sure, M¢. Andreason.”

Seaver rubbed his head and muttered
an objection. But Lennox stood up, his
round face set in hard lines,

“You're right, Marian. We"re not a
pack of hysterical childrem. Eh, Hay-
ward?"

Hayward nodded absently. He was
thinking—

He was still thinking some hours
later, lying relaxed on his bed, fully
dressed save for shoes and coat. Think-
ing of what Andreason had said about
other beings, other dimensioms, and of
the curious behavior of old Morton, the
service station owner. Were there
truly alien dimensions coexistent which
the three dimensions men knew?
Science had not disproved such theo-
ries, at any rate.

Life in such a dimension would natu-
rally assume forms dissimilar to earthly
ones. And probably such other beimgs
could not be clearly glimpsed by three-
dimensional eyes. They might con-
ceivably appear as a shining comglom-
eration of planes and angles.

Haywardl, too, had read Charles
Fort's strange books. He knew of the
eceentric savant’s arguments, his belief
that earth was visited often by beimgs
from Outside—things that were not of
three-dimensiomal or terrestrial origin.
Things that left queer footprints in
sand and smow!|

Hayward had read the “Secret Book
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of Dzyan™, that strange volume on
which Madame Blavatsky based her
“Secret Doctrine”. He remembered the
story of earth’s creation, as told in the
“Book of Dzyan™ — of the “Alien
Lords” who visited this planet when it
still seethed with the fires of creation.
No, man was net necessarily the pin-
facle of evelution’s pyramud. There
might be—eothers!

At last Hayward dozed. Strange
dreams came to him. Dreams of weird,
uncanny lights that blazed and shone
with fantastic brilliance, illlumimating
great vistas where half glimpsed beings
moved obscurely. He awoke with a
start.

It came again — the sound that had
awakened him. A scream—from out-
side the hows¢!

“Jack—Jack!"”

Hayward sprang from the bed,
leaped to the window. A full moon il-
luminated the ground below. The
white face of Marian seemed to leap up
at him, stark and twisted with fear.
Above her flvated that weird, glowing
hotror of watped and twisted angles.

The girl's scream was choked off ab-
ruptly. As Hayward whirled toward
the door he heard a hubbub from
nearby, as though others had been
awakened. He paid no heed. He was
racing down the creaking steps, plung-
ing toward the deor, sprinting out into
the meenlight.

Marian was gone! But after a mo-
ment he saw the shining thing, bobbing
and dancing in the air. As before, it
was impossible to gauge its distance.
Cursing under his breath, Hayward
huetried in that direction.

The weird light vanished. Without
warning the shining cone swirled into
nothingmess, the fantastically angled
planes were eclipsed. They wete one
with the dimness whete the shadow of
the high hill was east by the moenlight.

Hayward almost stumbled over Mar-
ian. She lay in a crumpled, unmoving
heap, her fllimsy nightdress half torn
from her white body by the umderbrush,
A horrible fear leaped up within Hay-
watd as he dropped beside her. But she
was still breathing. He made a metien
to put his ceat around her, and then
realized that he were nene. IR lieu of

it Hayward picked up the unconscious
girl and, cradling her in his arms,
started back to the house.

The others met him — Lenmox, An-
dreason and Seaver. They had
emerged too late to see the shining
thing.

“What is it?" Lennox asked, his voice
not quite steady.

EFORE Hayward could speak
Seaver broke in, his stolid face
glistening with sweat,

“That damned thing—it got Miss
Kirby! Is she—dead?”

“No,” Hayward said tonelessly. He
strode toward the house, the others
trailing at his heels. As he reached the
porch Seaver gasped something imartic-
ulate, clutched at his arm.

Hayward turmed. Weird in the dim
moonlight, shining with macabre radi-
ance, was the alien horror. The gro-
tesque mass of angles moved slowly
from side to side above the shining
cone, as though the thing were watch-
ing the little group intently. The un-
canny, strangely cadenced humming
drifted to their ears.

"Listen,” Lennox said under his
breath. “I'm going to get at the bottom
of this thing. Right now! Seaver,

ou take Miss Kirby and stay here.
ayward — Andreasom — are you
game?”
~ Without a word Hayward put Mar-
jan's limp body into Seaver's arms, and
the servant hurriied into the house. The
others went racing into the dimness,
Lennox in the lead, straight for the
shining enigma in the distance.

It seemed to draw back with an odd
air of indecision, and the eldritch hum-
ming shrilled out angrily and then
breke off. The swirling of milky radi-
ance began, and abruptly the thing was
gone. But Lennox shouted something
gver his shoulder and plunged on.
Hayward, too, thought he saw some-
thing in the gloom—a darker shadow
fitting away.

It was gone. But Lennox kept on,
untill he stopped at last, panting a little,
before a boulder that lay tilted against
the hillside,

"I—TI lost it here,” he said, breathing
heavily. “See any footprimts?”
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Hayward utilized his tiny fldsbshigdit.
There were some indistinct scratchings
in the dust at their feet, but it was im-
possible to make out what had caused
themn. Lennox kicked the boulder
shatiply.

“I wonder—" he murmured Sud-
denly he put his shouldet against the
roek, thrusting strongly. The boulder
swung outward slightly, leaving a
space behind it wide enough for a man
te sgueeze threugh.

Hayward pushed Lennox aside. “I
saw something move down there,” he
said curtly, “Let me go fifisst”

The tunmnel slanted down inte the hill-
side, a narrow passage carved out of the
earth, braced with planks and timbers.
As Haywatid moved forward ecau-
tiously, his fiiadhlighit held at arm's
length for fear of a bullet, he heard a
fauffled whispering behind him.

“Shut up! We don't—" he said over
his shoulder in a fiierce undertone.

“Seaver’s here,” Lennox imterrupted.
“He came after us. Marian’s all right,
he said.”

Hayward grunted. He didn’t like to
think of Marian alone in the old house,
but if his hunch was right, the thing
that had menaced theth was at the end
of this passage. He switched off the
flasHlgpht, for a dim radiance was be-
ginning te ereep eut of the depths of
the tunnel.

A crudely-constructed door of rough
planks barred his way. Light crept
through the cracks. Hayward tried it
gently. It was locked, but one heave
of his shouldees bukst the flimsy barti-
cade. He flung himsellf through the
opening and leaped te ene side, pivet-
ing swittly.

But there was no danger. He saw a
small cave hollowed out of the earth,
with an oil lamp set in a niche in the
wall, illuminating the chamber with
pale radiance. The room was bare,
save for an old packing case on whieh
lay several objects that made Hay-
ward's eyes widen with sudden undet-
standing.

And crouching in a corner, was a
curious figwee — a man, his body
shrouded in a sweeping black cloak,
with a mask of dark cloth hiding his
face. He gave a squeaking cry of fear

and tried to scurry past Haywand to the
door, where he blundered into Lennox.

“What the devil!” Lennox grunted.
His fimgers were tearing at the man's
mask,

T came off, but under the black clath

was anothet mask—a curiously con-
structed affair of planes and angles,
painted upon a helmetlike metal globe
that covered the man’s head. Even in
the lamplight it seemed to shine with
faint gleamings of phosphorescence,

This mask, too, came off in Lennox’s
hands. And Hayward recognized the
gaunt, bewhiskered face that stared
around with the gaze of a trapped ani-
mal—Mortomn, the oldstes who had fiist
warned therm away, the owner of the
tumbledowin service station a few miles
away.

Lennox thrust his captive forward.
Morton stumbled against the packing
case and crouched, his thin lips quiver-
ing.

“So e behind this!” Lennox
snapped. “I've a good mind to—"

“Wait a minute,” Hayward broke in.
“Let him talk.”

The oldster bobbed his head. *I'll—
I'll talk,” he whined. “Only don't send
me to the pen! You'll go easy on me,
won’t you? TI'll tell you ewerything—
it's worth meney to you, Mf. Lennex.”

“Go ahead,” Lennox said coldly.
Morton pointed to the objects on the
packing case.

“He made me do it,” the man said.
"I wouldn't have, only he said he'd pro-
tect me. I was to scare you away, $0
you wouldn’t have any chanee to Jook
your land over, Mr. Lenmox. Here="
He lifted twe pleces of leathet whieh
looked like shoe-goles with thengs dan-
gling frem their sides.

“I slipped these over my shoes to
make the queer tracks. I carved ’em
out of the leather, and they look just
like footprints. And that humming
noise—welll, I made it with this.” He
exhibited a familiar-looking tapered
eylinder.

“It’s a kazoo. You hum in it—"

“My eyes!” Seaver exclaimed. *You
blinded me?”

Morton looked at the ground.

“With a fidadillight. After I knocked
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you out I opened your eyes and held my
light to them.”

Hayward's glance fllicked swiftly
around the little cave. Lennox was
staring down at Morton, his lips parted.
Seavet's stolid face was impassive.
And Andreason stood in the doerway,
frowning,

Lennox ripped the cloak from Mor-
ton’s shouldets. “Seo this is how you
did it, eh?” he snapped. “Luminoiis
palat on one slde, and black eloth on
the other. And 1 suppose when you
wanted te disappeafr, you just pulled
the black mask ever the lumlneus ene.”

Morton wet his lips. “Yeah. But
you'll go easy on me, Mr. Lennox? It's
worth money to you! That’s why I
was supposed to scare you away, S0 you
couldn’t look over the land in daylight
and find out—"

“Find out what?” Lennox demanded.

“About the oil!” Morton burst out.
“Your land’s full of it! Ewven here—
look at that.” He pointed to a glisten-
ing, scummy black pool on the filwor
nearby. “There’s millions on the Jand
—biit he wanted te buy it before you
found out.”

“Who?” Lennox asked, very cilm.

“ifitt!” Morton’s skinny forefimger
pointed at Andieasom. “He made me
doiit? Prommised me a thousand dollars
it he got the land without you suspect-
ing it had oil on it.”

Andreason moved forward, his face
grim.

“Wihat are you talking about?” he
snarled. “Are you accusing me—"

“Hold it!” Lennox snapped. “Don't
try to shut him up, Andreason. It's too
late now.”

“What d'you mean?”
rasped.

“I mean that you can't get away
with it. Your millions don’t mean a
thing to me. Hayward—Seaver—
you're witmesses. All of you! This
is one time— By God, Andeeason, I'm

ifg to spread this over every paper
torh New Yotk to "Frisco!”

Andreason’s face was a frozen white
mask.

“So it's blackmaiill, eh?” he grated.
“And I'm supposed to shell out—so you
won't throw dirt on my reputation? I
don't think it's worth ig!”

Andreason

ENNOX laughed then. “I may be
just a promoter—I haven't got
eur millions=>but I’ no blackmailer.
ou esuldn’t pay e enough to hush
this thing up. 1 den't like belng played
for a sucker, Andreasen. ARd that's
why t'm geing te see you Behind bars
=6t kRew the reasen why!”
Andreason’s hand dropped to his
pocket, but Lennox was too quick for
him. Abruptly a gun appeared in his
hand, almed unwawveringly at the mil-
lionalre's heart.
“Don’t try that, either,” Lennox
grated. “Hayward, get his gun.”
“Don’t be a fooll” Andreason
snapped. “It was my handkerchief—"
Hayward's eyebrows were raised as
he deftly searched the millionaire and
brought out a flat, stubby automatic
from a shoulder holster. The reporter
held it negligently, smiling a little.
“I don't think we’ll print the story,”
he said quietly.
Lennox stared at him.
not? You cam't—"
"We may print a story,” Hayward
pointed out. “But not this one. 1've
been wondering about certain things,
and I think I've got the right answers.
For instance—why did Andizason wait
for Morton to implicate him?”
Lennox stared. “He didn't think
Morton would dare!™
“Yeah. Maybe. But he had every
chance to get the drop onh you—on all
of us—whille we were listening to Mot-
ton's stoty. And Andreasonm isA't a
foel, you knew. Neither am I, LeAnex.
Sefnetimes a puzzle has mere than ene
answer.”
Hayward's voice was harsh. “You're
a promoter, Lennox. You've Ween
mixed up in shady scheres before.
Suppose your plan did wotk out. Sup-
pese 1 spread this story ever every pa-
pet in the country—that one of eur
wealthiest il millienaires tried to gyp
you eut of valuable gf@peﬁy.. Blaek:
fail wash't @geuf seheme. “Yeu had
semething beltesr than a shakedown!”
Hayward’s hard smile was sardonic
as he went on. “You had an oil com-
pany up your sleeve. I'll bet there
wasn't a pint of oll on this land, ex-
cept for what you've planted here. But
with a million dollars’ werth of free

“Eh? Why
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advertising, you wouldn't find it diffi-
cult to orgamize a company and sell
enough stock to make you rich.

“If Andreason tried to steal, your
land, it must be worth milliicms—tihat's
how your investors would figgure. And
you'd pocket the profits when the in-
vestors started wondering what hap-
pened to their money, and skip the
country. Morton wasn't working for
Andreason. He was working for yymu!”

“You're smart,” Lennox said softly.
His round face was chalk-white. “Bet-
ter not fire that gun, though. I'm aim-
ing at your belly, and I'll shoot the
second you do. I don't think you want
to die, even if I die with you. Just
step aside so I can get out of here.”

Hayward looked into Lennox’s pale
eyes and saw death there.

“Okay,” he said. “That's all right
with me.” He edged aside. “The
door's open, Lennox. Get out.”

Thunderous silence filled the cavern
as Lennox backed through the portal.
“Don’t come after me,” he warned. “If
you do, I'll shoot to kill."

The others waited, tense—

Wihen the scream came it sent Hay-
ward plunging into the tumnel, ice grip-
ping his heart. Marian! He cursed
the luck that had brought the girl after
them just in time to meet the escaping
Lennox.

The passage was very dimly lit by
the light from the cave. Hayward
heard a shot scream past his head, and
instinctively ducked, plunging forward
with his bedy doubled up to present as

small a target as possible. He caught
a filsshing glimpse of a black figure
standing spraddle-legged above a
crumpled white form, and crashed
down as he blundered against the wall.

Hayward twisted his body in mid-air
and hit on his left side. He heard a
bullet scream and crash against wood.
He snapped a shot up at the vague dark
figure, felt a sledge-hammer shock jar
his shoulder. Instantly racking pain
dug into his arm. The gun dropped
from his convulsing fiiigers.

E dark figure made no move.
Then suddenly Hayward was
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Crimel Disappearing Cadavers| Hallucinations!

A Grislly Hddllucwation

fER cousin had tried to keep her

H away. Two yeats older than

she, he had not been hit by the

death of George Mont as she had been.

Natwrallly. George Ment was unele te

Philip; to Louise he had been an adered

father, indulgingﬁher in everything, tak-

— ing the plaee of beth father and mether
te her. Realizing this, Philip Ramsey
IMFREWIR had said, when He met her at the aif-
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These Horrors Waare Louise Mont's Welcomel
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Witthowt CORPSES

port: “Dont go to the house, Lou. Go
to a hotel instead. Everything in the
place will remind you of your father.”

Louise, the target of every woman's
eye in her French clothes, had shaken
her dark head.

“I want to be reminded of Dad. I
haven’t seen him for nearly twe years.
Now—1I'll never see him. Dying while
I was off in Patis, ffinishing a silly art
course— Buried while I was racing
home by boat and plane— Give e the
key, Phil.”

Still Ramsey had demurred. His

frank, good-looking face was doubtful.

“It isn't as though you were coming
home—in the true sense of the word,
After the old home was destroyed by
fire, your father bought the Grover
place, and—"

“The Grover place?” Louise Mont
gasped. “Wihy, he didn't write me it was
titett place.”

A picture of the ancient, lichen- and
ivy-smothered manor set back in a wild
and unkempt area of gnarled oak and
leprous cedar trees fieshed across her
mind. The homestead, a pre-Civil War

See the Same Murder Committed Twice?
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mamnsion of decaying architectume, had
been uninhabited for years, desolate,
forsaken, alone with its ghosts and
memoties.

As a child Louise had passed by the
eerie old place almost on tiptce and
with bated breath, while fragments of
delicious horror from stories she had
read, or had heard from old Negro mam-
mies, drifted obscuringly across her
mind like the Spanish moss trailed
down from the twisted trees—like the
cobwebs draped across the dirty win-
dow panes in the manmer of an old
witch hiding behind her spidery veil.

PAMTTNCLE GEORGE restored the

WL old place,” Ramsey was quick
te add. "He preserved the original plan
and style of the house, but it's all done
over. It will be a strange place to you,
Lou. Under the eircumstamees, I don’t
think you ought to plan on staying
there. No servants, no supplies, the
nearest neighbor fifty yards @way—the
present sadness—oh, damn it, Lou!
Don't let the tears come. I'm sorry,
but—"

*Give me the key, Phil.®

Ramsey contemplated the clear, dark
eyes of his cousin, the stubborm set of
her small, round chin, the sweet lines of
her lissom young fifgmure. She was a
lovely thing in French grey. What had
been the matter with that fool Bill
Jarwis, anyhow—letting a girl like
Louise Mont slip out of his life?

With a sigh of surrender, Ramsey
fished out and handed over the key.

“At least, I'll go with you,” he said
cheerfully.

“No, Phil," she answered him, her
lovely eyeB reminding him of those of a
wounded setter. “I’d rather be alone—
at fiist. Please.”

What could he do save acquiesce?
He did so, doubtfully. He stood and
gazed uncertainly after her as she
walked along the elm-shaded street imto
the shadows of late afternoon, shadows
which seemed to be reaching out cun-
ningly, slyly, to entangle this girl in
their intangible but nonetheless real
labyrinth.

Something of this silly sort of notion
assailed Louise Mont as she neared the
old Grover mansion. She noted with

approval the glistening white sides and
green shutters of the house itseif, the
evidences of intensive landscaping and
gardening, the general atmosphere of
something being done. But, with it all,
there was an air about the place that a
thousand painters and gardeners could
not have dispelled.

She felt it distinctly as she paused at
the front gate and peered toward the
house through the filttereti red glare of
the setting sun. In spite of its renova-
tion of white, the colonial facade was
poorly decipherable through the dip-
ping and snarled branches of trees and
clumps of shrubbery that had thus far
defied the hand and knife of the land-
scapes. Insects were droning their eve-
ning vespers to the departing day, but
the moment she passed through the
gate it seemed that even this insect
noise was left outside the boundaries of
the Grover property. She had to force
hersellif step by step along the flilggstone
walk.

At last she stood on the lofty ver-
anda. The oppressiveness of the place
bore dowm on her untill she thought she
would smother. A deep instinct, intui-
tion, men called it, warmed her not to
enter this gloomy old pile alone.

But the thought of going to an im-
personal place like a hotel, with callous
lights and unheeding noise and laugh-
ter all aroumd her, was unbearable.
She straightemed slim shoulders and
walked up to the front door. The key
rasped loudly as she put it in the lock.
The door squeaked as she opened it, as
though it had not been opened for years,
though the home had been tenanted by
her father and two servants up to a
short time ago.

HE stood in the front hall, metien-
lesg for a morment, before reaching
for the light switeh at her right.
Through broad double desrways te
right and left she eould see furniture
with sheeting ever it. The elumps of
white looked ghestly in the dimness.
The hall was eeld in spite of the waFm
spring hight.
Louise sighed, and turhed on the
lights. She closed the doet behind her.
Wiith the lights, a bit of warmth erept
into the house. And then she let out a
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small sound, halt sob and half cry, as
she saw a coat hanging on the rack near
the door. A shabby but still distin-
guished looking old tweed thing that
he had stubboraly refused to give away.
It hung there new, perhaps had been
the last garfent he were befere his
swift illness struek Rim.

She ran to the rack and buried her
face in the coat. She smelled the red-
olent tobacco odor that took her back
to childhood, when she had run te meet
her father on his return from his office
at night, and had smelled that maseu-
line tweed-and-tolbated arema.

She cried a little and then went on
down the hall toward a doorway in the
rear. She knew what that deorway led
to. Dad had sent her diagrams ot the
place. It was the rear reorm He Rad
fixed up as his special den and library.
In there weuld be his mest prized per-
senal pessessiens—the pipe raek with
the deg's-head helders, the imk-stand
used By jeffersen, her pieture iA its sil-
VeF 3Rd BRamel frame.

The warmth of that thought akmost
butied the deeply driven chill that had
sttuck het since her first glimpse of
this place which was her here, but in
whieh she Had never set foot before.
Almest buried jt—but net quite! The
ehill grew a bit as she walked teward
the libFary.

Her high heels tapped loudly in the
gravelike silence of the empty house.
Tap, tap, tap. She found herself grow-
ing curiously breathless. They had
called Louise psychie, in Pakis. Now
the tap of her heels seerned to be trying
in serne psychic way to tell her some-
thing.

She stopped at the library door. It
was closed. She could hear the beat of
her own heart as she stood there; could
actually hear the rasp of her dress over
hee breast as she breathed.

Then she opened the door. It stuck
a little, only half opened. But that
half-opening was enough to reveal to
her a sight that froze her whete she
was. She stood with wide eyes and
blood-draimed face while her Hheart
geefried to stop.

E room was fairly light in spite
L of the dusk, with twe big windews

letting in the graymess of day’s death,
In that grayness she could see a deep
alcove in the middle of the right wall.
Theie was a desk set halt in the alcove,
with a ehalr drawa up to it. And in the
chair sat a man.

The fiigure was dreadfully familiar,
She could see the man’s profile a little,
though he sat almost with his back to
her and with his head sunk on his chest.
She could see his right hand resting on
the desk. Thete was a big scarab ring
on the middle finger that she had seen
faany, many times befere.

Breath came back explosively to her
lungs.

“Dati™ she cried. “Oh, my God!
Dad! They told me you were dead—"

Her words stopped as though a knife
had sliced through them. For sud-
denly, in the graymess, there were two
figuses. Hee father, making no move
whatever at the sound of her voice, still
sat with his chin on his chest before the
ggsk\ And a man had ctept up behind

ien,

The man was masked. He wore a
dark suit, with the coat collar up so
that no lightness of shirt front showed.
A black and deadly figute, he stood be-
hind the seated man, who seemed abso-
lutely unawate of hls presence.

There was a long, thin knife in his
hand.

“Dal! Lookk aut—"'

She took two reeling steps forward.
And the knife plunged down. Squarely
into the back of the seated mam 1t
plunged. She could hear the sickening
contact of steel with fikssh.

She swayed there in the dieorway,
eyes glazed, sobbing for breath. The
body of her father had sprawled for-
ward on the desk. A crimson fliwod
coursed down his back and dripped to
the earpet beside the chair. The masked
fan stood behind the chair, paying no
attention whatever to her.

Louise heard a scream rip out, re=
alized dimly that it was from her own
lips.

pTIh:elm her knees buckled, and she fell
to the floor, senseless, The gray of eve-
ning faded in the blackness of night,
with her motionless body revealed as a
dim light patch in the darkness near
the dioorway.
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OUISE lay back in the great
leather chair in the far eorner of
thelibrary. Around here were Phil Ram-
sey, a plump woman with sympathy
showing in her pleasant face, who lived
next doot and had come over when she
heard the scream, and elderly, frosty
looking Joha Grahaem, her father's at-
torney and oldest friend.

“I told her not to come here,” Ram-
sey kept saying to the lawyer. “I told
her. She should have gone to a hotel.
It was crazy of her to come here, and
be alone in this big old place.”

Graham said nothing. But in his
cool old eyes and the lean dryness of his
face there was sympathy as plainly to
be seen as in the face of the plamp
neighbor. The latter leaned toward
Louise.

“Feeling better every minute, aren't
you, honey? You poor dear! You
were at the breaking point. That long
trip home, after the cable about your
father. You shouldn’t have been alone
when you came in here.”

Louise tried to stop her ears to the
sympathy. For that sympathy was a
horrible thing. The sympathy—and the
way the three were looking at her.

“T tell you, I did see it!" she ex-
claimed once more. “I saw Dad—my
own father—sitting at that desk in the
alcove. I saw a masked man in black
steal up behind him and—stab hiim!"

Her cousin sighed. His handsome
face was a little strained looking. His
glance met the lawyer's. raham
cleared his throat.

“Let’s try to take this methodically,
point by point, Louise,” he said. “You
say you saw your father. But George
died six days ago, and was—put inte
his grave—three days ago. You say
you saw him seated at that desk in the
alcove. But the desk, as you see, 1§
in the center of the room. Amd there
is no ahlone!"”

Louise’s eyes went to the point in the
wall where she had seen the deep
recess, in which the desk had been half
contained. Her gaze had gone wildly
to that spot time and again. She saw
now what she had seen before; plain,
blank wall, with a small book-case
where the big recess had been.

“You see,” Ramsey said gently, “we

-

don't get anywhere with this. You
couldn’t have seen some one else whom
you mistook for your father in the poor
light—and who seemed to have been
murdered before your eyes—because
there is no body here, and not even a
trace of blood on the carpet. Besides,
who would be sitting at that desk in the
dusk in an empty house? And again,
this room is not even like the room you
describe.”

He touched her hand, gently, sooth-
ingly.

“You were seeing ghosts, Lou. Ghost
figuress in a ghost room. Qverstrained
nerves—"

E horror was no longer in
Louise's datk eyes. But a grim
doubt was thete which was worse.
That tertible scene she had seemed to
observe—and which she couldn’t pos-
sibly have seen! The looks in the eyes
ot her cousin, the dry but kindly old at-
toraey, and the sympathetiic, plump
worman who lived next door!

They thought she was mad. And she
could hardly blame themm. She won-
dered herself.

But she stopped that awful wonder.
She had not only seen the man at the
desk—her father—killed— she had
heartd the knife strike his back. You
didn’t witness “ghost scenes” as clearly
as that? Or—did you?

“Well leave here now,” Ramsey said.
“You're coming home with me. Isabel
and I will take care of you for a few
days, till you feel bhetter.”

Louise’s eyes clouded. She didn't
like Isabel, her cousin’s blond wife, or
trust her. She shook her head a little.

“I'll be all right at a hotel, Phil."

“Oln, but I insist,” said Ramsey with
kindly fiimmmess. “You need a few days
in bed, with no movement or effort of
any kind. A few days with a nurse in
attendamce.”

And suddenly Louise’® breath
caught, as she got the true meaning of
his words, and the way the neighbor
woman was nodding her head.

It wasn't physical attendamce they
thought she needed; it was mmeental
help.

“No!"” she panted. “No! I won't—"

She looked around the libraty in
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which they had found her lying.

Desk in the center of the room, in-
stead of to the right in an aleeve. No
alcove there, of anywhete else in the
library. Neo slightest trace of bloedy
murdetr. Her father iR his grave, se
that she ceuldn't pessibly have seen
hifa at the desk.

She closed her eyelids wearily over
the gnawing doubt in het eyes.

“All right,” she said. “I'll go with
you, Phil. Maybe for a few days It will
be best.”

CHAPTER 11
A Wil Is Missing

‘““EER 1L, you don't think I'm—in-

AP sane?”

It was a tortured whisper coming
from the girl's lips. Her eyes were
wells of darkness in her white face.

Private Detective Williamm Jarvis,
who had just flown down on the after-
noon plane from Chicage, caught
Louise’s hand in his own big one. The
sight of her lying helpless there, look-
ing like a kid of fiffiteem instead of a
woman of twenty-three, was doing
funny things to his breathing. The
sight of her had always done that since
high-school days, even after he had
gone up to Chicago to be a ptrivate de-
tective, and she had gone east to an ex-
pensive fitnishingg school. There had al-
ways been a special place reserved for
Louise Mont in Bill Jarvis's life. But
he’d never tried to do anything about
it; she was a rich man’'s daughter. He
was private law, getting a good imcome,
but never able to save much of it.

“You don't think I'm crazy, Bill?"

Jarvis grinned. It made his rather
homely, heavy-bomed face look quite
nice.

“For nearly two years,” he said, *I
haven’t seen you. Not since 1 saw you
off at the pier in New York. And you
greet me with a question like that.”

Louise did not smile back. Her lips
looked as if they had lost the trick of
smiles.

“You'll admit there's reason for ask-
ing you the question,” she said som-

berly. “And the others all think I'm
mad.”
“The others?”

“Phhil and Isabel. Mr. Graham. Even
Doctor Rufe.”

Jarvis lit a cigarette, after Louise
had refused one.

“Tell me the whole thing in definite
order. I've heard scraps, but no com-
plete story.”

Louise moved her knees up under her
chin. She was sitting up in the bed
they'd persuaded her to lie in, with pil-
lows propped behind het. She looked
younger, mote kidlike, than ever.

“I got the cable in Paris that Dad
was suddenly and frightfully ill. Pneu-
raonia. I started at once. And then, in
less tham forty-eight houts, I got a
radiogram that he had died. It was
pretty bad on the teip, Bill. Yeu know
what Dad meant te me. And his go-
ing like that="

AS her lips trembled, he patted her
shouldet reassuringly.

“I went at once to the Newark air
field from the boat, and took a plane
hete. Phil, my cousin, met me at the
field. He had the key to Dad’s house.
He wanted me to go to a hotel, was
afraid ef the influence the empty house
fight have en fe. But I insisted on

eing there. 1 let myselff in and went

ewn the hall te the library. I epened
the desr. And the instant I did, I saw
it. The desk hakf iR the aleeve, with
ggagf sifting at 1t with his baek te the

“How did you know it was your fa-
ther if his back was toward you?" Jar-
vis eut in.

“It wasn't squarely toward me. 1
could see his profile. That big, funny,
horhely nose of his. And the long jaw.
And I saw his hand, with his big scarab
ting on it. I called out to him. And
then I saw a man walk behind him with
a knife ifl his right hand—"

“Where did the man come from?"

“I don’t know. Some dark corner of
the room, I suppose. It was almost
night. I couldn’t see too well. And I
was watching Dad so hard that I didn't
see the other man at all, till suddenly
there he was. As though he had ap-
peared from thin air. I tried to go for-
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ward, but the man brought the knife
down—God, I can hear it now! The
sound it made whemn it hit his back!
And then I fainted.”

“And when you came to, Phil and
Grahamn, and this woran from next
door were with you,” nodded Jarvis.
“"How did they get in on iit?”

“The womam next door said she
heard me scream. She came over,
couldn't get in the front door because
it had locked when I closed it after
me. She was geing te call the police,
when she saw Phill coming up the walk.
He had cerne after me, i a few min-
uites, to make sure that I was all Fight.
He elimbed in a windew, and then
phened Graham.”

“Wihy 2"

“Mr. Graham lives only a block
away. He was Dad's oldest friend.
Phil said he phoned just en itmpulse.”

Jarvis drew at his cigarette and
watched Louise’s face. He didn't like
the circles Wnder her eyes, or the way
her round chin trembled now and then,
or the look in her eyes.

“Bill, I swear to you I saw what I
describe. There's no possibility that it
was a hallucination. I saw the knife
go into Dad"s back, saw the—blood—
flow. 1 musée have seen if!”

“So?” prompted Jarvis gently.

“Oih, don't speak to me like that!
Soothingly, humeringly! The others
do that. I think they'te actually con-
sldering having e sent te an—insti-
tution."

“Hardlly that,” said Jarwis. “You're
no crazier tham I am, if that’s a recom-
mendation. Wihat do you want me to
do?”

“Find out what actually happened in
that room,” said Louise. She caught
his hand. “Something must have, Bill.
Fe musse haned! Because if it didn't—
then I should be shut away some-
place!”

Jarvis ground out his cigarette. He
stood up, raw-bomed, tall, with his
clothes immaculately clean, but as
rumpled looking as if he had slept in
them. They always looked that way.

“Okay, kid,” he said. *“Meanwhile,
keep a stiff upper lip. If you say you
saw something—you saw it. I'll go
find the pieces of it.”

E left the upstairs room where

Louise lay, and walked down
the stairs. At the frent doer Phil Ram-
sey steed talking with a middle-aged
fman with a V&h&éﬂ@. The fian had a
blaek physician's Bag in his hand.

Ramsey turned eagerly at the pri-
vate detective's approach.

“Wihat do you thimk, Mr. Jarvis?"

“What the hell is there to think?"
said Jarviis, a little roughly because he
was so disturbed. He didn't like to
admit to himsalf how much he was dis-
turbed! "“Miss Mont certainly is sane.
And I don't think she's the type that
hag visions.”

“Of course she must be sane,” con-
curred Ramsey. “But—" He bit his
lip, then turmed toward the man with
the Vandyke. “This is Doctot Rufe.
Mk Jaewis. Or I should say Detective
Jarvis?”

Rufe looked at Jarvis out of heavy-
lidded brown eyes. His face was thin,
colorless. Heavy blue veins stood out
on the back of the hand he offered for
Jarvis's clasp.

“Detective?”
ingly.

“Ratiher, an old friend of Louise’s,”
said Jarvis. “Dom't you remember
me?"”

“Bill Jarvis?! Of course!” The doc-
tor's hand tightemed on his. "You went
to school with Louise. That was be-
fore your mother, George Mont's sis-
ter, moved here with you, Phil.”

With an ease of manner that he was
far from really feeling, Jarwis said,
"What de you think of all this, Dec-
tor?”

Rufe shrugged. “I don't think it's
anything serious. Lowise went into
that house, at the end of her rope—
from a fiefvous standpoint. She had
had a tertific shoek, and then days ef
grief on her way heme. She teld me
she felt guilty at leaving her father fer
s6 leng. She entered his heme, a place
fAew 6 Her, and she seemed te see {he
ersen she had been thinking of s8 iA:
ensely, her father. Then sfie g@fﬁi@

I el V?;

he repeated imquir-

{8 see Hif murdered. That,
}ﬁ?nm expression of Her gullty feel:

"ﬁut that seems to indicate—"
vis stopped, biting his lip.

Jar-
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“Madness?” inflected Doctor Rufe.
“Not at all. Simple hallucination
brought about by sheck and nerve
strain. I'll go up and see how the pa-
tient is, if you'll parden rae. I think
she'd better get up., new. She was énly
in bed for the rest she needed, not be-
cause she is physieally ill.”

He went on up the stairs. Jarvis
mutteted a polite phrase to Phil Ram-
sey, and left the house. He went te-
watd the business bloek of the tewn.
It was about foufr in the afterneon, and
he wanted te cateh Attormey Graham
in his office. Presently he was geing
to the Mont heuse, the eld Grever
place. But firsk, methodically, he
wanted to krew all he eeuld &t the
baekground set up By the death o
Gesrge Meént:

OHN GRAHAM was just leaving

ag Jarvig got to his effice, an old-
fashloned feor in an old-fashioned
building, with an eld-faaidish Jooking
secretary presiding ever the office ante-
foom. Jakvis intreduced himself. Gra-
hath stared.

“Detective?” he repeated with raised
brows, much as Doctor Rufe had.

“I'mm here more or less unofficially,”
said Jarwis. “Just snooping around
to find out what the devil Miss Mont
did see. It couldn’t have been her fa-
ther. who lies dead in his grave. And
she couldn’t have seen some one else
murdered, because there was no body.
It's the damnedest thing I ever heard
of.”

“It's nothimg but overstrained
nerves,” declared Graham fifirmiy.
“Don’t you go thinking it might be
something else! What did you want
to ask me?”

“About the fiimancidl setup since Mr.
Mont died. What did he have in his
will?"

Graham touched his fifingertips pre-
cisely together and leaned back in the
chair in which he had seated himself
when Jarvis emtered.

“You've touched on an odd thing,”
he said. “As far as we have been able
to find, there is no will.”

“That would be odd,” said Jarvis
slowly. ‘“Mont was a wealthy man,
wasn't he?"

“Yes. There’s about a quarter of a
million dollars in securities and prop-
erty.”

“Men with that much of an estate
don’t usually die intestate, do they?”

“They don’t,” agreed Graham. “And
I can't believe, yet, that George Mont
did. He made a will, years ago. I
drew it up for him. Three people of
the town duly withessed it. But that
will ean’t be found. I hesitate to think
that George Mont destroyed it. But
we have leeked ameng his effeets, in
his safe depesit boxes, everywhere,
witheut filding it. Perhaps he tore it
up, intending te draft a new ene, and
gied '586 §esn. That Ras happened be-
8f8:

“Wihhat was in the old will?"

“Mr. Mont left three-quarters of his
estate, personal and real, to his daugh-
ter, Louise. The other quartet to his
sister, Doctor Rufe and I were to be
co-executors of Louise’s share till she
was twenty-ohe. Sinee that time, his
slster, Mary Ramsey, has died, and
Louise has leng passed the twenty-ene
fRatk, §6 that the exeeutor elause is if-
valid.”

“If the will is not found,"” asked }ar-
vis evenly, "what happens?”

“The division will not be quite as
Mont intended. Under the law of this
state, when a man dies with no will,
halif of his estate goes to hls wife and
childrem, half te his ewn family and,
of, their ehildren. In the present case,
that fmeans that Leuise will get half,
and Philip Ramsey, sen ef Mont's sis-
ter, will get the ether half.”

Tarvis was silent. Graham saiidi:

“What is this leading to, Mr. Jarvis?
You think there is some connectiom be-
tween a lost will and the queer thing
Louise thought she saw?”

“I don’t know,"” said Jarvis. “I've
never tried to chase visions before.
Thanks for the information.”

CHAPTER 111

Muydbty Encore

T was five o'clock when he reached
George Mont’s house, in the litwrary
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of which Louise had seen a dead man
murdeted, or had thought so. There
was still plenty of light. But he found,
when he had let himsedlf in with Lou-
ise's key, that the hall was dim.

It was very quiet in the house. His
footfalls were loud as he went down
the hall. He started a little as he saw
some one meoving in a broad doorway
to the left, then grinned at himsellf as
he realized that he had only seen his
own image in a great plet-glass at the
far end of a sitting reem. The grin
gobered at enee. This was a retten
Elaee for a girl as hard hit as Leyise

ad been te enter alone. Yeu eould
gee almest anything in a jeint like this,
partieularly if your nerves were at the
§happing peint.

He got to the library and went in.
The sun slanted in at the two windows,
revealing everything with almost mi-
croscopic clarity.

There was a big desk in the center of
the room, with a chair drawn up to it.
Here the dead man was supposed to
have been sitting. Only desk and chair
had been to the right, hallff in ar alcove
there. Jarvis walked to the place where
Lowise had said there was an aleove.

Plaim wall there, with a small book-
case. He drew out the bookcase. He
found again, plain wall without a break
in it. A faint dark outline showed
whete the bookcase had been for many
months, while dirt gradwally left its
gilheuette against the ivoery paint. He
tadpped the wall carefully all along that
side. In ne spet did it have a hellew
gound, indieating that an alesve lay
eoneealed behind panels. But, te be
sure, Jarvis went te the next reem in
frent et the library, and paced it eff,
then paeed the distamee in the Rall.
THe partitien was abaut six ineRes
thick, perhaps less. ‘e hadn't been
really foeking for anything as dramatie
as 4 double wall; Bt he preved deH:-
Ritely that there was ReRe.

He went to the windows and ex-
amined the sills. If a man had been
killed before Louise’s eyes in this
room, the body might have been taken
out the window—

But a thin film of dust had accumu-
lated since the house was shut up. And
this film, on the sills, was entirely un-

disturbed. No one had come out this
way. And the neighbor was supposed
to have run over too quickly for any
one to have gone out the front door
with a corpse. The rear door? It was
possible—

Howewer, the annoying thing was
that the library, in so fundamental a
fact as a large alcove, was not as Lou-
ise had described it. There was one
plain wall, an henest, untouched par-
tition; and the othet three sideg of the
room were booklined to the ceiling.

Jarvis got down on his knees with a
lens and began going over the carpet.
Blood had flowed, according to Louise.
Quite a lot of it. And ne bleod spot
can ever be entirely cleansed.

But in no part of the twelve-by-fif-
teen carpet did he find the slightest
sign of a stain. The carpet was light
in color, and was almest brand new, as
most of the furnishings in the newly-
bought home were.

Jarvis fiimally ran water through the
carpet around the spot where Louise
had thought the chair had been, and
whete blood was suppesed to have
splashed. He caught the fluid in a bot-
tle, He weuld test that, te see if there
were faint traces of bleed that might
have been cleaned up se well that ne
reranant of it shewed to the naked eye.
He heped te Ged he weuld find seme
sueh traee.

He left the house with his homely,
bony face screwed up with wotty. For
the life of him he didn't see how there
could be any matetial basis fer what
Louise Mont theught she had seen.

But if there were no materiall basis,
if that scene existed only if het mind—

He moistened her lips that had sud-
denly gone dery. Murder hallueina-
tions had implieations that were net
pretty!

OUISE was alone in the Ramsay

home. The furse had been dis-
charged. Louise was 56 agitated By her
presence, so afrald that she was fe-
tained just to see that she did Aething
further to indicate mental wabalanee,
that Rufe had theught it best t let the
wornan go. Ramsey and isabel were
having dinner with friends en the 6ther
side of fown.
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Isabel had brought dinner up to Lou-
ise before they left. Louise pushed the
tray aside now, and stood up. She was
in negligee. She began to get dressed,
her firm, round chin stuck out a little.

It was nearly eight. Bill Jarvis had
left her over four hours age, and had
not phoned since. That seemed to in-
dicate that he had found nothing in the
library of the Mont home. But there
must be some trace in there of a tangi-
ble scene she had witnessed! She
meant to go now, herself, and examine
that room.

She slipped out of the house and
walked toward the old Grover place. It
was six blocks away, but it felt good to
walk in the open air after her many
hours in bed with her mind torn at by
the whips of self-doubt.

It was not quite full dark as she stood
a second time in front of the gate and
looked at the rambling place in its half-
block of lawn.

The lawn was unkempt now; the
house had a look of desertiom, of neg-
lect. Again she felt a strange, premoni-
tory chill touch her spine. But she
walked up to the door and opened it
briskly, trying to disregard the chill.
She was only being reminded of the
dreadful thing she had seemed to see
here before, she told herself. She would
see nothing like that tonight. Her
nerves were not so taut and strained to-
night.

She clicked on the light in the hall.
This time, on an impulse she hated to
acknowledge even to herself, she did
not close the front door after her.
Leaving it slightly ajar she began walk-
ing down the hall toward the litsrary.

As before, the tap of her heels echoed
through the empty place with imtoler-
able loudness. Her heart was hammer-
ing again with baseless fear. She was
childish enough to walk on tiptoe for a
few steps, to hush the drum-tap of her
heels. Then she frowned and began
walking normally again.

She got to the library. She would go
over the room within inch by inch! She
could remember exactly how it had
looked to her. Surely she could fiind
some trace that the appearance had not
been all a thing of the mind!

The door was closed, as it had been

on that other night. She put her hand
on the knob. And het hand was frankly
tremabling. Damger, a voiceless in-
stinct seemed trying te whisper to her.
Somuthing hortille in tKMeate!

She bit her lip, actually started back
away from the door. Then she took a
deep breath and turned the knob. Non-
sense! Everything was all right. And
she must examine that room.

She opened the door, which stuck
again when halff ajar.

Strangely, she was almost prepared
for what she saw. Her senses reeled,
as did her body. But primitive instinet
had warned her, dee[: dewn, enough se
that conseiotisness did net fade at enee.

E library was unlighted, but illu-
mination came 1A from the Hhall
chandelier fairly cleatly. It shene ef
the desk—to the tight, hallf contained
by an alcove. It rested on the echair
drawn up to the desk, and on a fifgwe
seated in the chair. The figuie of a
man, with his hands on the desk and his
body inclined forward 86 that his head
rested on his hands, as though he were
very tired,

She could see part of the profile—a
large, homely nose, a long chin. On one
of the hands there was a large scarab
ring.

Her father!

This time Louise did not cry out. She
stood in the doorway, eyes glaring at
that figure which simply could not be
there. A sort of moan came from her
lips. The figure seemed to stir just a
little, as though it had heard.

Then there was the second figure
again—the man in black with the black
mask over his face. Abruptly, as if ma-
terializing out of thin air, he stood be-
hind her father. In his hands some-
thing glittered. He raised it high.

“Dad!”

It was a scarcely audible croak that
came from her lips. “Dad—"

The glittering steel plunged down.
She could hear it as it struck the de-
fenseless back. The figure in the chair
jerked once, settled forward again. A
carmine stream came from around the
hilt of the knife.

Hilt of a knife? No. This time the
tragic fligure at the desk had been
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stabbed by something different. From
the dead back protruded the hooked
handles of a pair of shears.

That much she saw, and then, as be-
fore, she sagged to the floor, senseless.
But there the parallel ceased. She knew
now that her mind was crumbling. She
was going mad!

She had a dim sense of much time
having passed when her eyes opened
again. She cried out suddenly, and
strugglled to sit up as she remembered
the last thing her gaze had rested on.

The cry changed to a sob of bewilder-
ment. She was not on the floor of the
library. She was in a bed, in a room
that looked familiar. It was the room
given her at the Ramsey home. And
there were people around her.

She saw Isabel’s white, scared face.
She saw her cousin, and saw that he
was shrinking away from her. And
then she saw two men with stony, ac-
cusing faces. One was in police uni-
form.

The four were looking at her so
strangely, so terribly. She cowered
back on the bed from them. And then
she caught a glimpse of something on
the floor beyond them. Something
white.

T was a body with a sheet over it.

It could not be anything else. The
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his head. She heard, painfully and in

fragments, the sentence, “—arrest you
—murder of Doctor Rufe—"

One name swam in her reeling brain,
She panted it out.

“Bill Jarvis! Call him at once! Oh,
my God! Whaat has hdpppersi?”

CHAPTER 1V
Thhe Bloodlkss Corpse

ARVIS sat in the office of the chief
of police. His face was strained,
white, a little sick looking.

“She’ll be kept under observation at
the prison hospital till the trial,” the
chief repeated. “She won't be sent to
the chait, of course. She's insane. Mov-
ing around in a dream, thinking she
saw her dead father stabbed, and ac-
tually stabbing and killing a man while
she dreamed that.”

“She’s as sane as I am,” said Jarvis
obstinately. Before his eyes was the
picture of Louise’s face, hlanched,
wild, pitiful. And in his ears rang her
words: “Bill, I didn’t do it! I cowldn't
have done it and not have known it,
could 1?7

The chief shook his head.

“We've traced everything that hap-
pened. She called the doctor at his
home. The doctor’s housekeepet veri-
fied that. He went to the Ramsey
place, and upstairs to her room. When
his back was turmed, she stabbed him
with those shears. By the way, her
prints are all over them.”

“But you've heard her story,” said
Jarvis. “She says she dressed and went
out of the house. She went to her fa-
ther’s place to look over that library,
There, she saw again the thing she had
seen before—her father seated at the
desk, and being stabbed. Do you think
that’s all a lie?”

“No,"” replied the chief, “I don't think
it's a lie. I think she really seemed to
see that, after having seemed to dress
and leave the house. But while she was
thinking she saw her father stabbed
with the shears—she was actually muf-
dering Doctor Rufe with them ™

“Why on earth would she want €6
kill Rufe? Thete's ne reason.”
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The chief sighed. “You don't look for
reasons with lunatics, And Louise
Mont is just that, Jarvis. Wihether the
death of her father touched her off, or
there’s a strain of insanity in the family,
I don't knoew. But she’s wndeubtedly
crazy. As I said, that will spare her
life. She'll be sent te the state heme
for the iMsane="

“She might better go to the chair,
retorted Jarvis bitterly. Then, “You've
found no trace that she actually did go
to the Mont house?™

“Nome. No one saw her leave Ram-
say’s, of entet the Mont place, The ffinst
time she was seen was when Mr. and
Mts. Ramsay came back from dinner
with ene of hig eut of town eustomers,
and feund her lying on the bed with
her negligee terh—amd Decter Rufe
dead oA the fleer with the shears i his
back and the tern bit of negligee
gripped in Ris right hand.”

The chief bit the end off a cigar and
lit it.

“As sure as God made trees,” he said
regretfully, “she stabbed the doctor at
the exact minute when she thought she
saw some one stabbing her father in an-
othet part of town. And she’ll have to
be shut away for life, under guard, to
gee that she doesn’t have any more
erazy visiens—in which she kills mere
peeple!”

“I tell you she's not crazy!” Jarvis bit
out, all the more vehemently because
of his own sick doubts.

“[f you can prove that,” shrugged
the chief, “I'll be as glad as any one.
But you can‘t, Jarvis. There is simply
ne sane answer to the affair.”

ILL JARVIS'S face was grim and
desperate as he opened the door
of the Mont place and shapped on the
hall lights. He was hete on a last bat-
tle for the girl he now admitted, in the
secret places ot his heart, he loved. He
was ffightingg against the doubts that
simply would persist in his own breast.
It seemed so damnably conclusive that
Louise was subject to fits of homicidal
mania—

He walked down the hall toward the
library. A figure moved within a room
to his left, and he was so unstrung that
he exclaimed aloud, drew his gun,

Then he swore as he saw that he had
been fooled a second time by the same
thing, a moving reflection of hims=lf in
a great pier-glass at the end of the
foorh.

He continued to the door of the
library. It was closed. He sighed.
There was no sigh whatever that any
one had been in the house this might;
neithee Louise ner any one else.

He opened the door. It stuck about
halfway open. He lit the lights from
the switch to the right of the doorway,
and walked in. He saw just what he
had seen earlier in the day when he had
left here with water run through the
carpet, water in which there was no
trace whatever of huran blood to sub-
stantiate Louise's fantastic story. There
was the desk, In the eenter of the roem.
There against the right wall was the
small book-ease, with As hint ef any
alesve.

Jarvis got out his lens and once again
went over the entire floor of the library.

There was no trace that a body had
ever lain on that floot, or spilled blood
on it from a chait. He moved once
more to the wall whete Louise had
thought to see a deep alcove. Ruth-
lessly he dug inte it with the heav
blade ef his knife till he had a Hele
thr%h plaster and lathe. He feund
himselk leeking inte the next reem ; the

artition was a8 Henest as it seemed 6
g

He went back to the hall and came
into the room again, trying to recon-
struct in his mind the thing Louise had
said she saw. She had opened the door;
he opened the door. She had stoed in
the theeshold and looked to the
right. .....

Jarvis suddenly stopped in his efforts
to do exactly as the girl had done.
Again, when he opened the MNibrary
door, he noticed that it stuck when a
little less than halfway ajar. It came to
hifn suddenly that it had not stuck this
afternoon when he entered here. It had
epened easily the entire way.

He stepped around the half opened
door and looked at the other side to see
what was holding it. For thirty sec-
onds he stared down, Them, with his
eyes narrowed to hard slits, he sank to
his knees. He had found the first thing
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to hint that something besides an
imagined ghost scene had actually
transpired in here.

E reason the door only opened
halfway was that behind it a nail
had been driven into the floor to act
as a door stop and allow it to swing
only so far!

Jarvis got to his feet without touching
the nail. Why would any one want to
prevent the door from opening all the
way? Perhaps to ensure that whoever
entered the room would, for a moment
at least, be able to see only the right
hallf of the roem. The door swung left,
would ecut off a view of that side. But
the right wall of the room was blank
partitioh—

Jarvis was breathing a little fast
now. He remembered that pier-glass in
the room across the hall. He went to it.
It was a good mirror, though old,
nearly five feet wide and six tall. The
pride of Louise’s mother's dressing
room, probably, before she died. Jarvis
carried it to the library and set it in
frent of the small book-ease, aleng the
tight hand wall,

He stepped to the doorway, walked
back to the pier-glass and swung the
far end out from the wall cighteen
inches or so. Then he returned to the
threshold, and stared at the great glass.

With the door stuck half-opened, and
cutting off the left side of the room,
practically the only thing his eyes could
rest on was that pier-glass. And in it
he saw the left, egpesite side of the
room as if it were the right sidel

Jarvis’s jaw was a bleak square. He
stared at the reflected side of the room,
saw that it was a wall covered from
floor to ceiling with books, and noted
which books were centered in the mif-
tor. Then he walked to the beok-
shelves and began taking those bHeeks
aut.

He stacked them on the fitcor. Nearly
all the shelves were bare before he
found the thing he had been wvaguely
hunting, a smalll catch at the back of
one of the shelves. He pressed thHe
cateh. Nething happened. He pushed
against the shelves.

The entire section, from floor to ceil-
ing moved back soundlessly and easily.

He bent down. The section had been
mounted on ordinary furniture ¢asters,
well oiled. Tt would push back as easily
loaded with books as it had empty—
would push back into a deep alegve
which was just the size of the shelve
section!

When the big case had rolled back a
foot, Jarvis could see around its edge
into an alcove at least five feet deep.
With the movable book-shelves pushed
back against the end of the alcove, one
would see a shallower alcove immocently
lined with books, as most of the walls
were lined.

But when the case had moved back
less than a yard, it stopped. It was not
yet against the end of the alcove, so
Jarvis squeezed around the edge of it
and looked in, his ffashlight raying over
the place, to see what blocked it.

The light jumped as it played on
something that looked like a corpse.
Then it steadied as he saw that this
wasn’t all it appeared to be.

It lay on its face, a tailor's wax
dummy in fair condition, clothed in
worn blue serge. In the back, the serge
was slit twice, and around each slit
were stiffened patches where some flluid
had leaked and then dried. His ffiggmrs
investigated the slits. Under them was
an ordinary hot-water bottle, from
which the fluid, something resembling
blood, had come.

Then Jarvis rolled the fiigure over.

¥Good God!"” he breathed.

The face staring up at him was the
face of George Mont. It had been years
since he had seen Louise’s father, but
he could not be mistaken. It was her
dead father's face to the last detail!

Anger so intense that it left him
tremibling, swept over Jarwis as he
stared at this mute testimony that
Louise had seen every last thing she
said she had.

She had stepped into this room, fiirst
in the dimness of evening and then with
only light from the hall, and had seen in
the pier-glass the alcove formed on the
opposite side of the room by rolling the
book-shelves back. She had seen, in re-
flectiom, the desk and chair hallf set in
that alcove. She had seen her father in
the chair, had seen him stabbed, had
seen blood, or what looked like it, com-
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ing from the wound. All this had ap-
parently taken place on the right side
of the room—actwallly 6n the left.

The anger subsided, and Jarvis was
an emotionless manhuntet again. Why
had this bizarre act been arranged?
And by whem?

He bent over the wax figure again,
stared at the faithful reproduction of
George Mont's face, That could have
only been obtained by taking a mask
from the actual features, A death
mask. And ne ene ceuld have dene
that, or eould have taken the seafab
fing shewing en the middle fnger of
ene of the wax hands, witheut seme:
bedy knewing it. Bedies were A6t
eommenty leff wawatehed.

Jarvis came back out of the alcove.
He pulled the shelving back into place,
and began putting back the books he
had taken out. To the best of his
merhory, he replaced thera in just the
order they had been before. Then he
stepped to the phone in the hall and
called Lowise, at the prisen hespital.
He was allewed te speak te her,

“Darling,” he said, “the Marines are
coming. Keep your nerve up till they
gallop in and rescue you.”

“Bill'” He bit his lip at the frenzy
in her voice. And he heard some wom-
an—an attendant who had come to the
pheone with Louise—say, "Easy, Miss
Ment."”

Her voice came, more composed.
“Hawe you found out . anything, Bill?"

“I've found out plenty,” he said
grimly. “But for the moment don't
say anything to any one about it. Can
you tell me what funeral parlor han-
dled your father's body?”

“Yes.” There was wonder in her
voice, now. And a tone of disappoint-
ment. “It was the Heksher Under-
taking Establishment. Phil told me.
It was one time when he was trying to
tell me hew impessible it was that I
gould have seen Dad at the desk. He
said Dad had been duly embalmed and
Buried b)é Heksher—but why de yeu
want te know, Bill?"

“That's my secret for another hour
or tweo. Meanwihile, don't forget the
Matines.”

He hung up and flipped through
the phone book. He found the address

of the Heksher parlors, and the home
number of Harty L. Heksher, their
proprietor. He called the Jatter.

“Mr. Heksher? This is Detective
Jarvis speaking.”

He made his voice harsh, heavy.
There was an instant of silence. Them:

“Dedeetivive Jarwis? Wiy would a
detective be calling me?” came the
gasping veice of the mortician.

“It’s about a mask made from the
dead face of Mr. George Mont in your
embalming room.” Jarvis hesitated a
moment to let that sink in. “I'd like
te know whom you pefraitted to make
it.“

“My dear sir,” spluttered the man
at the other end of the wire. “You're
mistakemn. No mask was made of Mr.
Mont, or any one else. I positively as-
sure you my establishment does not
allew="

“Cut it!" snapped Jarvis. “I hap-
pen to know such a mask was made.
And it couldn’t have been made with-
out your knowledge. Also a ring was
taken from Mont’s fitigoer. That's very
serious. I'll be around to see you in a
little while, and yeu'd better have the
answers!”

CHAPTER V

Jarvis On the Job

ARVIS broke the connection on

the man’s excited protests, and
walked down the hall to the street
door. He snapped the liglht-switch,
plunging the hall in darkmess, and
made sure the door was closed and
locked. Them he went back to the li-
brary.

He carried the big pier-glass back to
its place in the other room, returned
to the library, and turmed off the light
there, too. The whole house was in
darkness, now.

He crouched behind the desk in the
center of the room and waited.

Less than five minutes had passed
when he heard the whine of a motor-
car, driven fast, on the quiet street out-
side. It passed the house. Down the
block he heard it stop. Them, after a
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time, he heard a key inserted softly in
the lock of the street door, followed
by stealthy footsteps in the hall.

Jarwvis drew his gun, and crouched
a little lower. He heard the dioor-knob
turn softly, then heard the door open.
And he heard a little gasp as the door
stopped hallf epen.

There was a click as a flilsbhigiht
snapped on. He could not see who
held the light. But he saw the beam
point down at the nail in the filoor and
saw a hand grasp it and work it till
it came losse. Thete was agitation in
that hand. The Aail should never have
been forgetten whemn the stage was be-
ing eleared of traces of the last simister
play-aeting!

The light clicked out, with the nail
removed. The man who held it didn't
want to risk its being seen through
a window. Jarvié heard him move
softly in the dark to the Ikhookcase.
Then, still in the dark, there was a
muffled sound as shelving and books
rolled back till there was an opening
inte the forgotten alcove behind.

Jarvis got up, slowly, so that his
clothing wouldnt rasp and give him
away. He levelled his gun in his right
hand and his flash in his left—toward
the alcove.

He heard the shelving being pulled
forward agaim, and snapped on his
light. A man screamed with surprise
and fear, and whirled squarely in the
beam. The wax figure with George
Mont's face was over his shoulder. The
shelving was not quite out in place
again,

“Don’t move,” said Jarvis softly.
“Keep your hands right where they
are. Don't give me an excuse to shoot,
because I'd like to—very much.”

E man said nothing. Panting,

blinking in the light, he stood
with one hand on the shelving and the
other bracing the grotesque ffigure
slung across his shoulder.

“[ thought our undertaker friend
would give you a quick call after be-
ing contacted by the law,"” Jarvis said,
backing slowly toward the light-
switch. "And you came right over
here to remove the evidence from be-
hind those bookshelves. All accord-

ing to schedule.”

He got to the switch, turmed it on,
and pocketed his fiilshhigit. Glaring,
panting like a beast in a trap, Attor-
Aey John Graham faced him.

“Sueh a brilliant guy,” said Jarvis,
through thin lips. “But you had to
forget that one little nail. And that
gave the show away."

“You have nothing on me,"” panted
Graham. “This fiigure, the alcove—
there’s nothing criminal imvolwed!™

“You have a convenient memory.
You can even forget murder.” Jarvis
walked forward with handcuffs out.
“Please recall that there was a dead
fman, fAet a wax durfhy. connected
with ofie of those little acts of yours.

lli' refer to Deetor Rufe. You killed
im."”
“No, no! Miss Mont did—"

“You carried her back to the Ram-
sey house after she had seen her father
stabbed the second time. Drugged her,
didn't you, to make sure she wouldn't
snap out of it tee seon? From there
you called Rufe, in a falsetto, woran's
veice, and teld him te come right over.
You killed him with the shears, and put
Louige's prints on their handies and a
Bit of her nAegligee in his dead hand."

“I swear I didn't,” bleated Graham.

And without warning he pushed the
durmy at Jarwis, and sprang.

The detective never would have
dreammed there was such strength in
the lawyer's spare body. It was like
whipcord. He struggled to hold him,
felt a gun barrel touch sideways aloeng
his cheek, got the wrist behind it

He wrenched. The gun roared, but
the slug missed him. A morent later
it dropped to the floor as he twisted
the thin but sinewy weist. Graham
was sobblng curses and banging at his
head with the filashlighit he still Reld,

arvis's senses reeled. Abruptly, te
is ewn dulling amazement, he was al-
mest lieked. But he mugt net be
Beaten. The man weuld kill Rim, and
there weuld never be any traee ot What
he had dene {6 Lowise. She weuld
spend the rest of Rer life ameng he
eriminally insane.

With the last remnant of his strength
he caught the banging fidshiight. He
hung onte it till he had recovered a
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little, then wrenched it free. Graham
was striking out at him with knees and
fists. But Jarvis could take that pun-
ishment, and did, while he pushed the
man away from him for an effective
blow.

His right fist swung from his hip.
It had behind it the pitiful eyes of a
girl who was more than halt convinced
that those who called her insane were
right. It had in the exploeding anger
Jarvis had felt sinee the morment he
gsaw the pleces of a plan desigmed to
place that girl ameng gibbering mani-
aes for the rest of her life.

His knuckles cracked on the side of
the lawyer’s jaw. And Graham went
down without a sound, with a curious,
uneven line along his jaw where the
bone had broken.

Bloody-faced, still a little dazed from
the battering of the ffalightt, Jarvis
went to the hall phone and called the
chief of police.

“W]OR money,” Jarvis said to Lou-

ise. They were in the Mont li-
brary. He had the stage set again as
Graham had set it, to eonvince her
enee and fer all that in ne particular
had she deviated frem sanity and elear
seeing. “He did it for dirty dough, as
mest things are dene.

“Your father's will was never lost.
He had it in his safe, with himsalf and
Doctot Rufe named as executors. Your
father died. The executor clause didn't
fean anything since you were twenty-
6Re. But it would mean something
again it you were judged legally irre-
spensible—insame.

“He prepared for the insanity judg-
ment with a dummy, a death mask, a
pier-glass, and a walled up and forgot-
ten alcove. You saw your own father,
supposed to be dead, stabbed twice.

The second time, shortly afterward,
Rufe was murdered with your shears
in your room. That clinched the case
of criminal mania against you, removed
the other executor named in your fa-
ther’s will, and left Graham in full
charge of your three-quarters share of
the Mont fortune.”

Louise shook her head. She was very
pale, but the horrors of the past few
days were fading from her datk eyes.

“You mean he meant to steal the
money?”

“Nothing so crude as that,” said Jar-
vis. “Stolen bonds, darling. More re-
alisticallly, hot papet. He has told the
whole thing. A fenee In Chicago had
hot bends for sale at forty cents on
the dellar. Grahamh ecould buy nearly
two hundred thousamd dellars werth
for eighty thousamd. The bends would
be buried in a safe depesit box in your
name, and 6 sink eut of sight as leng
28 you wete ‘insane,’ Which would be
ferever. And Grahamh would peeket
ever a hundied thousand dellars elear.
Thak's a great deal of meney. He fig-
ured it was well werth a murder and
two attacks en a tailer's dummy.”

Louise looked at the revealed alcove,
the pier-glass, the wax figure seated at
the desk, the door stopped at its half-
opened position by the nail. She shud-
dered and came close to Jarvis.

“If things like this are apt to happen
to somebody just because she has
money,” she said tremullously, “then
that somebody ought to have a nice,
blg, homely, beny detective to help
keep her out of trouwble. Den't you
think se, Bill?”

Jarvis’s mouth opened, shut again
when he could find no words. She was
standing on tiptoe. He bent down.

He did thimk so. And after that kiss
he kneew so!
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Murder Eeast
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RICHARD TOOKER
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Caniblas's,” die.

OUR dead eyes glared up under

the pile of bloody straw in a

vacant stall as "Curly™ Brannen
stepped boldly up to the sagging, cow
barh doot and looked out at the
weather-beatem farmhouse a hundred
yards away.

It was morning chore time, just be-
fore breakfast. A calf was bawling
hungtily from the weaning pen. Curly
was breathing a bit fast as he looked
off at the house. His butteny black
eyes glittered eddly bright in the stelid
rnask of his pimply brewn face. He
was twige a murderer new, and preud
of it; he was eaget te add three fmere
te his tally.

He wondered if old lady Umdahl or
Harwey, the oldest boy, could possibly
have heard anything during that last
tussle with Ottie. The kid had yelped
a little before he went down in a spurt
of bleed. But the cream separatot had
been golng full speed in the baek reem
at the heuse. He could hear the vibrant
hurmmming of it Aew as he listened.
Ceuldn’t hear much with that neise ge-
ing.

The fiirst two had gone down easily
enough. Oldman Umdahi’s head had
been caved in with a hammer blow from

Thee hanmaer swashhéd diown
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behind, as he bent over to sit down to a
cow. Brannon had dragged the body
hastily into the pile of straw bedding in
the empty stall, covering it deep. Har-
vey Umdahl had been out on a trip to
the house with a full milk pail te emipty
into the separator, so ten-yeai-old Ot-
tie had been next, as he carne whistling
from the calf pen with an empty feed
pail.

Again, the hammet from behind—a
quick, smashing blow that drove a hole
clean through the skull; another bleed-
ing corpse dragged hastily into the pile
of bedding before it had ceased to kick.
Then a quick scattering of straw over
the blood stains. The cows had begun
to snort and blow at the smell of blood.
So had the horses, on the other side of
the barn.

Curly Brannon turned away from the
door and walked back along the drain
behind the row of cows as he saw Har-
vey Umdalhl come out of the house with
an empty milk pail and set down to
milking again. Young Umdahl was
eighteen and a pretty tough customer,
even for a stocky heavyweight like
Curly Branmom. It would be harder to
get him if he suspected amything.

Thete was an old .32 pistol in Bran-
non’s pants pocket; but he didn't want
to use it if he didn’t have to. That
would warn the old lady in the house.
Besides, pistols left signatures in bal-
listics, he’d heard, and there mustn't
be any such clues to the vanishing of
the Umdalhl family—not if Curly Bran-
non could help it.

ARVEY UMDAHL was coming
in with his milk pail screaking on
the bail ears. Brannon leaned closer
inte the flank of the cow, milking
fieisily. The rustle of a corpse kicking
in the straw sounded faintly, He'd have
te work fast, before Young Umdahl
caught on, whem he didn't see or hear
anything of the old man or Ottie.
Stamping down along the drain, Har-
vey Urndahl stopped behind the last
cow to be milked. He looked around
before he sat down. lie couldn’t help
feticing how the cows were smnorting
and blowing. Branmom thought he
might have seen a spot of blood some-
whete, too.

“Hey, pa!” young Umdathl called out,
uncetrtainly.

He started to look out the back door
of the stable, then Cutly Brannon
rushed him from behind, jerking the
bloody haramer fiom his hip pecket.
Uradahl whitled at the sedden sguish of
Brannon's boots ifl the mucky earth be-
hind the drain. His Norse Blue eyes
started frem his Head as he saw the mad
killer light in Curly Brannen's blaek
eyes—the hammer sSWinging up fer the
death blew.

“You devil!” he yelled and grabbed
a manure fork leaning against the wall.

The tines of the fork came up as the
hammer smashed down. Brannon
grabbed the fork by the handle, shoved
it down as he struck again at Harvey
Uradahl’s head. The fork and hammer
cofinected at the sarme tirme. Umdahl

roaned as he went dewh te his knees;
the fork tines, driven by his falling
weight, sheved inte Brannon's left feet,
erunching en the bene.

Another smash with the hammer and
young Umdahl stretched out. A long-
drawn “Ah-h-h" escaped his sagging
lips as his lungs emptied of the last
breath. Again Branhon dragged a
guweﬂﬂg bedy inte the plle of bedding.

o faf, §8 gaaed;; new enly the eld lady
and the baby. . . .

Steadying his breathing determin-
edly, Curly Brannon tried his weight on
his left foet that the ferk tines had
guﬂetum when he went down. He

adn't fliguredd on that weund. It was
a damned bad break of luek, even
theugh it eauld have been werse. That
fest weuld likely swell up and give him
a4 nasty handiedp. Dirty manure fork
iege'f, 3 man esuld get bleed paisen that
way.

He waited a few minutes to see if by
any chance the struggle with Harvey
Uradahl had been heard from the house.
No sign, though. The cream separator
kept right on grinding.

His breathing steadied down to nor-
mal again. Carrying his part full milk
pail, he started for the house, trying to
walk as it his left foot didn’t hurt.
The handle of the hammer, sticking out
of his hip pocket, was hidden by the
skirt of his greasy denim jacket.

Old lady Umdahl suspected mothing
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when Brannon came in behind her
where she was turning the separator
crank in the back roem. She didn't
even look areund. Her baggy, retund
figute swa{@d up and dowh pender-
eusly en the separater eraRk as she
pumped it reund and reund. He drew
the hammer frem Ris baek peeket
steadily and let her have it ever the
Baek of the head. She keeled aver with
a gfum,, struek the flosr Reavily. He
Rit her again t8 make sure.

E milk ran over in the separator
bewl, and he turned off the faucet
frem the feeder tank as the machine
ran dewn. His stubby fiingets weren't
gven trernbling as he turhed te the
kitehen deer, with the hamrmer held
Behind him. He'd always knewn he
esuld do the trick witheut turmipg a
Ratr. Mast rurderers wer $appyi
{h%‘y, got exelted and made mistakes.
Net Bim!

He heard three-year-old Olga start to
cry. The kid had been sick with a cold
for several days. He tramped on
through the kitchem toward the sound.,
of the crying. As he stepped into the
bedroorn, the little girl looked up at
Him, startled. Something in his eyes
frightened her. Her sticky mouth
eramped open. She screared “Mam-
ma'” but it didn't bether hirm any. He
thrust the bleedy hammer iAte his
jaeket pecket, gritted his teeth, strode
Bver 8 the bed, %fabl%@ the feebly
strugghing child By the Aeck. IR a MiA-
Hie it was all gver:

He left the limp body of the baby on
the bed, tramped outside and looked
around coolly, favoring his punctured
foot. He was mighty proud of himself
thus far, He'd show 'em how to do a
fiice mmass rurdet and get away with
it

Not a soul in sight on the rolling
plains of that Montana landscape. Off
in the west, the Little Horm Hills
ranged like monster wigwams against
the golden blaze of the morning sun.
Six miles to the nearest neighbor—fif-
teen riles to town. Not a chance of
any ene seelng or hearing anything at
that heuf.

Visitors were few at the Umdahl
place. Old Knut Umdahl had been an

unsociable old cuss, his family mostly
work slaves. Their relatives were all
in the old country. They had rented
from a big land cempany, and the dis-
trict manager would have ne cause to
come around for a menth of se.

Besides—and that had been the mas-
terly fimishinmgz touch to his plot—the
Urmdahls had planned te drive to Ore-
gon in their car in search of better pay-
ing land, and Branmoh was to have
stayed behind te take care of the ranch
in their absence,

He had a pal out on the coast, with
whom he was in touch occasionally by
letter. His pal had already done time
and would be glad to play the part of
Knut Uradahll. He could forge all the
lettes instrueting Cufly Branmom to
dispose of the ranch prepefty and live
stock, the Uradahls having deeided to
gtay in Oregen.

“Tihey Tl never hang it on me in a mil-
lion years,” Brannom mutteted as he
turned back to the house. "All I've got
to de is clean up and keep my meuth
shut. T'll cash in mete'n a thoisand
bucks and ne tisk. Easy pickin's!”

He went into the bedroom, picked up
the baby, put her into a wash tub and
carried it out to the barm, hiding the
small body in the straw with the old
man and the two beys. Then he car-
ried the tub baeck to the house.

E old lady was a biggee job,
especially with his feet starting to
hutet like hell. With two geed stemp-
ers undetr him he could have eartied her
in ene lead, weapiped in a tarp t6 make
certain ne one saw him frem a distanee.
But the way his foet felt, the less strain
he put on it the betiter.

So he carpeted the back room heavily
with old newspapers, rolled the body
over on the papers, got the axe and
hacked off the legs, arms and head.
That made two loads in the wash tub.

After they were all out in the barn
under the straw, he burned the bloody
papers and scrubbed the axe and ham-
mer. His foot was getting feverish by
this time. As soon as he turned out the
stock to pasture, he took off his shoe
in the house and examimned the tine
holes. Nasty gouges, blue and dirty
through the slow-oozing blood.



MEAT FOR THE MANY 97

He wished the foot had bled mere.
He had a vague appreciation of the fact
that blood washed poison out of a
wound. Heating some watet, he
washed the foot in a bath as hot as he
could stand, bandaged it tightly and
worked it back inte the shoe.

“It'll be hell workin® that spade to-
night when I bury 'em,” he growled as
he limped around on the foot, making
pretense of getting himselif some break-
fast. He wasn't so good at it that he
could be hungty. "Only tough break
I've had so far,” he gruated. “Damn
that fork anyhow—but it's a good thing
he didn’t punch it through my belly at
that!” He cackled at his own joke, and
didn't like the sound of his veice.

Now all that remained was to wait
for darkness to cover the grave digging.
He had the spot all picked out behind
the cow barn. The soil was moist there
from the drain and not trammplled hard
as it was inside the barn. Easy digging
and things rotted fast in hot ammonia,
with grub worms boring like big, fat,
white pigs.

The car would vanish comvincingly
on the “trip to Oregon” in that quick-
sand sinkhole down in Antelope Creek,
which wound along through scrubby
clumps of cottonwoods and willows
half a mile from the ranch. He had
considered dumping the hodies there,
too, but it would be taking a chance to
haul five of them that far in the car; a
rabbit hunter might see him. Besides,
bodies had a way of getting washed out
of quicksand during high water.

The car would anchor itselff pretty
certainly. Now, if it had been a sedan,
so he could lock the doors on the bodies,
the quicksand pit would have been an
ideal way to get rid of them. As it was,
he had to bury them, and hope that the
rats and grub worms would speed the
process of decay.

He counted especially on the rats
helping him out. It had been a dry
year and rats were hungry and mumer-
ous. They'd make short work of the
bodies once they found them. Every
rat in the neighborhood would be there
when the word of a barbecue got
around as it always did among rats by
some unknown grapevine of the rodent
world.

His foot was swelling a little when
he put in the cows and did the evening
chores. He hurried through and was
done by dark. Then he got the spade
and went to work back of the cow barn.

E suffered a lot from the sore foot
as he dug. He could shove down
the spade with his right, but he
had to steady himssdlif at least with his
swollen left foot: it began to throb and
pineh inside the shoe. He'd fijgured to
get all the bodies under cover that
night, but the dammed foot handi-
capped himm. He was plumb tuckered
otit by one o'clock, with a hole only big
efiough for theee. Hed have to leave
the Umdahl boys under the straw until
tomotrrow night.

With the three bodies covered, he
rested a long time flat on his back, then
limped out to the garage and started
the touring car. He drove it out without
lights and down into the creek bhottoms.
It wasn’t much of a trick to plunge it
over the low bank into the guicksand
hole. Before he jumped for solid
ground, the car had mired two feet
down. He waited in the dark, watching
the car sink from sight.

It seemed to him that something was
breathing loudly somewhere near.
Then he grunted when he discovered
that he was making the noise himself,

“Dammn it, what makes me breathe
that way!” he grumibled. “I'll be scar-
in’ mysalf if I don't watch out.™

He limped back to the house through
the dark and went to bed exhausted,
sleeping heavily in spite of the fever-
throbbing foot, from which he had re-
moved the shoe with difficulty.

In the morning the foot was swollen
so badly that he couldn’t put on his
shoe. He got one of old man Wmdahl's
Number Twelves and drew that on
over the bandages. Everything was all
right when he went out and put in the
cows for morning chores. He drove
the cattle over the triple grave back of
the barn, until the surface was well
tramyplled.

The two left under the straw hadn't
been disturbed, except that the rats had
been at them. They had eaten half of
Harvey Umdahl’s face, and Ottie's eyes
were just a couple of bloody holes.
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Wihille milking he noticed a couple of
big rats wabbling sluggishly along the
sill of the stable, as if they were sick.
The monstets were just about found-
ered, and he knew what was bogging
them down,

“Tamk up, you devils!” he muttered.
“Quicker you get rid of that meat the
better I'll like it!™

His guffaw gabbled back at him from
the echoing walls. He didn't like the
sound of it at all. A cow looked around
at him with an odd expressiom in her
eyes.

He spent most of that day doctoring
his foot, which had begun to worry him
no little. That night he gritted his
teeth to the pain of the diangerously
swollen member and buried the Um-
dahl boys alongside the others. He ob-
served with satisfaction while he
worked that the rats were getting thick-
er, just as he knew they would. He
hoped they would strip the bones until
there was nothing left.

(HE foot kept him awake that night.

Right after chores were done the
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don’t expect him back. Said maybe
he’d have me sell out for him."

Brannon was standing on one leg,
and the buyer noticed the big shoe.

“Hurt yourself?” he asked.

“Yeah. Poked mys#lf with a fork.™
Curly Brannon ground his teeth to stifle
a groan of pain. “Too much work for
one man.”

“Better see a doctor, boy. You're li-
able to lose that foot if blood poison
sets in."

“Oh, it'll be okay,” Branmom mum-
bled.

He cashed the cream check, bought
some medicine for the foot and drove
back to the ranch. He knew now that
he was in for a fiight with blood poison.
The fever from the foot was boiling in
his blood, making his head light.

He saw funny-looking things out of
the corners of his eyes. Once, it looked
as if old lady Umdahl was rolling after
him down the road, without any legs,
arms or head. He caught himsellf talk-
ing aloud a good deal and cursed him-
self for the indulgence. He had to stop
that along with the laughing or he'd go
raving mad.

Making a couple of crude crutches
from a length of shiplap, he was able to
get around without too much strain on
the foot. Even Knut Umdahl’s big shoe
was too small now; only a huge lamp
of bandages would fit the foot.

"I may have to saw the damned leg
off myself," he babbled that night while
milking. “But I ain't callin® a doc or
anybody. I got to go it alone, if it kills
me. Wish my pal was here. But I guess
he couldn’t get here in time to help any-
how. Better play safe till I get well.”

BEFORE he fiimishel the eveming
chores, he saw a dezen 6r mere
rats creeping around the barn, all 1@%}‘
from theit gorging in the graves. Tak-
ing the lantern out baek of the stables,
he saw the blg, grey demens burrewing
fresh holes into the graves, erawling in
and out, making funny grunting neises.

“Go to it,” he chuckled. "“The more
the merrier. I'll bet halff the rats in the
whole damn county is makin® for the
Umdahl place right now. After you git
through I'll move the bones some-
wheres else.”
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That night he slept deliriously from
sheer exhaustion, dreaming dim, hor-
rible dreams that bathed him In icy
sweat, By morning he was barely able
to drag himsellf through chores. When
the hegs were finally fed with skimmed
milk it was neatly neon. The place
teerned with rats, mest of them gorged
and slew. But seme were e i
they hepped around like tiny deer—the
enes that had eeme in tes Jate.

He raved and babbled to himself
most of the time. In his condition he
was afraid to risk another trip to town.
By mid-afternoon he was fmad with
pain and fear of death by blood poison-
ing.

“It’s got to come off! It’s got to come
off!" he howled.

Hobbling into the machine shed, he
looked up at the saw, hanging on the
wall. The sweat broke out on him in
tivers of ecrawling horrot. He couldn’t
de it himself—net yet anyway. Be-
sides, he'd have to cut the feat fiist
and lay epen the bene. He jerked
around and ran as fast as He eeuld én
his hememade erutehes te the heuse.

To avoid the handicap of working
after dartk, he started the evening
chores early. The rats were overrun-
ning the farm even in daylight. They
didn’t seern afraid of him at all. In fact,
he noticed they were even Interested in
him, entirely tee familiar,

Several old fellows, with whiskers
like gray beards, came up to the edge
of the drain while he was milking and
lifted their noses questinglly. They
looked mote like half-starved tom-cats
than rats, with their scabby noses wig-
gling. Thete was blood and caked
manuie all ever them frem theit buf-
rewing in the graves. Apparently, the
feat was abeut gene frem the bedies
behind the baen. The rats were 1o6king
for mere.

He'd figuredl the devils would leave
the place when the bones were clean.
His fevered wits groped sluggishly for
the reason they were attracted to him
until it struck him suddenly. His swol-
len foot, deipping with bloody pus from
the festering holes! That was what the
fats srhelled oA him.

He cried out hoarsely at the thought.
Frightemed, the cow he was milking

kicked viciously, durping him, pail and
all out over the drain. As he staggered
up he saw the rats darting in for his
monsteous foot. He cursed as he
snatched a manure fork and laid around
hifa. They ran off a little way and
looked back at him with their beady
eyes shining redly. He sneaked back to
the cow and started milking again,
ehilled to silence. That leg ef his weuld
have te geo er else=

ROM then on, it seemed that every-

where He went an afmy of rats fol-
lowed him. Ne use trylng te fijght them
off. They ate the few he killed, and
they'd eat hir, he knew, if they ever got
a €hanee. His feet smelled as dead as
those bedies eut baek and if he ever
went dewn, if he ever let them get
started. . . .

“Yo-0-ow!” he shrieked. “Yo-o-@w!
Get away from me! Leave me be!”

When he fiimally got into the house he
could hear rats scurrying around every-
where, gnawing under the floor, run-
ning up in the walls behind the lath. In
the dusk he lighted the lamp, teek it
into the front bedreor and lay dewn.
He was afrald to sleep, kept yelling. net
knowing what he did hallf the time. But
the fever drugged Rim at last inte a de-
lirieus stupek of sleep.

Burning pains in his leg brought him
to his senses again. He screamed as he
jerked up and saw several rats working
at his bundled leg, tearing the bandages
away. He leaped up and ran out of the
bedrootn, slamemed the doeft.

Too crazed to feel the pain in his
foot, he stumbled through the dark
house and out into the cool, starlit
night. He had to get away, anywhere.
Maybe he could reach a docter in time.
Nothing made any difference now.
He'd rather spill everything to the law
than let the rats get him.

Hallf fainting, he staggered for the
pick-up truck, standing in the yard. He
knew the rats were humping along
after him, following him from the
house, taking their time. He teied to
pay no attention to the monsters as he
switched on the ighition, staggered
around in front to the erank,

The old wreck never started easily.

(Concluded on page 113)
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Paul Jarrel Plunges Into a Diabolical Welter
of Crime to the Sound of
Clanging Metal

By CARL JACOBI

Autdror of “Siman’s Kiee,"' “Bledvs Riddes thee Plaeensi,’” etic.

ERKING a pipe from his lips, the
hotel proprietor leered at me
across the counter.

“No,” he said, “there ain’t no train,
and no one here can drive you to Remer
'til tomorrow mormin’. You'd better
figgeer on layin’ over for the might.”

I shifted my grip-sack to my ather
hand in irritatiom. *“Doesn’t amyone
have a car?” I said. "I'll pay ten dol-
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lars for the trip, to a responsible party.*
Farther back in the lobby four men
looked up from a game of cards and
stared at me through the murky lamp
light. The nearest of the four, a big,
bullet-headed Fiam, pushed baek his
chair and shuffled forward.
“Stranger,” he said, “if you're really
bent on gettin’ to Remer tonight,
there’s a bus of an independeat line
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comes through here in five minutes.
But if you want my advice, don't take
it. That road is the devil's highway to-
night. The bells—are ringing!”

“What bells?” I demanded. “What
are you talking abowt?"

The Finn made no reply for a mo-
ment. Behind thick glasses a look of
abject fear seemed to gleam in his eyes.
He strode to the door, pulled it open.

“Liismn-ll

Rain-swept blackness lay beyond the
door. Then I heard it—

From the north it came, a distant
bong, bong, bong. Rising and falling
with the scream of the wind, there was
something indefinably ominous about
that hollow metalllic cadence. It was
the ringing, the far-distant clangor of
huge bells.

The Finn closed the door, and a shud-
der passed through him.

“Bells,” he said huskily. “No one
knows from where they come. But they
are the bells of hell!™

AT had happened half an hour
ago. The wayside hotel was some-
where in the black miles behind now.
Remet wasn’t far ahead. Yet as I sat
in the jolting bus, with the rain drool-
ing dowm the windows, the Finn’s
strange warning persisted in my
thoughts.

Did I still hear the bells? I thought
I did, but they seemed to sound from
the east rather than the north now.

There were only two other passen-
gers in the bus. One, a girl, attractively
clad in trench coat and beret, occupied
the rear seat. The othet, a tall man, sat
in front, behind the driver. Since I had
entered he had kept his face hidden in
the shadow of a broad-brirmmed hat.
But new he turned abruptly, and I felt
myself reeeil in herrer,

I was gazing into a face of livimg-
death. From the eyes to the mouth,
the flesh was a greyish, putrid black,
as if in the last steps of decay. In hor-
rible contrast the broad brow was a
stark, bloodless white,

For a long moment the man kept his
black eyes riveted in my direction. Then
he jerked to his feet, made his way
down the swaying aisle and dropped
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into the seat at my side.

“You are going to Remer?” he asked.
His words came slowly, as if the slight-
est movement of his facial muscles
caused excruciating pain.

I nodded. But I could not hide the
feeling of revulsion that was over-
whelming me.

“From Crosty?"

“From Elk River.”

The man folded his hands before him.
“If my face bothers you,” he said, “you
may look the other way. An explosion
of acid caused the discoloration. I have
applied an antidete, and it will pass in
a few weeks.”

Somehow his explanatiom failed to
temper my horror. I glanced in the
rear-vision mirror at the front of the
bus, and in it I saw that the gitl in the
rear seat was watching us with dilated
eyes.

For five minutes no further word
broke the silence. Then without warn-
ing, it happened.

A scream of brakes, and the bus
carorned to a stop. Ahead, in the twin
headlight beams, a huge yellow and
black sign, leered back at us mockingly :

ROAD CLOSED. DETOUR.

The driver swore, peered uncertainly
through the windshield.

“Damm odd, if you ask me,” he grum-
bled. “This road’s supposed to be open
clear to Grand Rapids. Must be a wash-
out.”

The man at my side rose to his feet
and paced forward.

“You need have no fear of this de-
tour, driver,” he said. “It’s the old
Cloquet road, and my summer home
lies only a half mile off it. Take the
first turn to the left.”

A moment later we were moving for-
ward again. The gargoyle-faced man
turnmed back down the aisle. But this
time I saw he was heading past me
toward the girl in the rear.

She anticipated his move with a low
cry, flung herself erect and pushed by
him. While he stood staring, she slipped
into the seat beside me, grasped my
arm.

“Don't—domn’t let him touch me, Qh,
I'm so frightened. Those hells—"

“Yes,” I replied. "They're ringing
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agaim, aren’t they? Take it easy, Miss.
We'll be in Remer shortly.”

NCE more the bus coasted to a

halt. But this time I realized
brakes had not stopped us. The driver
was working frantically, trying to slip
free from a sea of black, clinging mud
that stretched from one side of the road
to the other.

Water geysered from the spimning
wheels. Ewen as the girl and I ex-
changed glances, I knew we were hope-
lessly mired,

The driver switched off the motor
and turmed with a sigh. “Guess you’ll
have to sit tight, folks. I'll hustle out,
see if I can find something to jam under
the wheels.”

He seized an electric flash and swung
out into the darkmess. Silence settled
over the interior of the bus.

But it was silence of only a minute's
duratiom. From the open door a high-
pitched scream stabbed into our ears.
Again it came, a cry of utter agony,
ending in a hoarse frenzied shriek.

For an instant I sat there rigid. Then
I raced down the aisle and leaped out
into the road. Ten yards I battled my
way forward in the glare of the bus
headlights. A moment later I came
upon a contorted shadow lying on the
road shoulder. A startled cry spewed
from my lips.

The uniformed body of the bus-driver
lay there. He was dead! His hands
were clenched tight about the black
handle of a knife that protruded from
his chest, directly above the heart.
From the wound a stream of blood
bubbled cutward.

I forced myself a step closer. There
was no sign of the man’s assailant.

“Oh, God, how terrible!™

The girl passenger had followed me
out of the bus and stood now staring
downward with wide-open eyes. Be-
hind her came the man with the gar-
goyle face.

“The man has been murdered,” he
said.

A harsh, hysterical laugh burst from
my lips. “Murdered, yes. I'm going
to_"

“You can do nothing in this storm,

THRILLING MYSTERY

My place is only a short distance ahead.
We will go there and later this can be
reported to the authorities.”

There was a note of fiimality in his
voice, suppressing all arguments. FEor
a moment I stool there, a queer thick
sensatiom in my throat. Them I picked
up the driver’s fliashligitt, waded across
the muddy road, pushed into a clump
of man-high underbrush. Rain and
wind smote my face as I continued my
search. But there was no trail, no foot-
prints of any kind. The opposite side
of the road was likewise devoid of clues.
It was as it the attacketr had wanished
into thin air.

Returning to the corpse I lifted it
and carried it back to the bus. I scrib-
bled my narme and address on a sheet
of paper and fastened it to the steering
wheel. When the bus failed te arrive
on schedule at Rerer, a search would
follow, and witnesses would be wanted
for imvestigation.

I went back to the man and the girl,
and I nodded slowly. "All right, let's

We began to plod down the black
road. Above, thunder boomed steadily.

“I'm Paul Parrel,” I said to the girl.
“Day foreman of the new Hibboholm
open pit mine just out of Remer. And
you?"”

“Grace Lanning.” Her voice was Jow,
tremulows. “I'mm visiting friends at
Remer. Oh, God, they told me net to
come this way. They warned me of the
bells. Tell me, do you heat them now?
Do you?”

I listened. But all I heard was the
wail of the wind and the hiss of the
rain in the thick woods that filenked the
road on both sides.

“I don’t hear them,” I told her. “But
what do you know about these bells?”

She shook her head. “Omly what My
friends wrote me in that letter. Na
one knows their soutce, and they enly
began a week or so age. No 6ne kAews
who rings them. But there i§ Seme
vague and awful mystery behind them.”

T'HE man with the gargoyle face
turned into a narrow sid

FollowingN@ils, Witertet g 84141 ?51
ladeUdiedl bEIR e 415N R0 Hxﬁﬁﬁ;%

oIIowmg this, we efmerged into
glade, and before us, towering upward
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like some huge mausoleum, was a great
stone house. By the light of a tertific
lightning flash I looked upen a black
many-gabled roof with twoe towers
mounted on Its highest surfage. A
premonition of impending evil beat
upon me,

Advancing up the steps, the man
fitted a key into the lock and opened
the door.

“I have no phone connectiom,” he
said, “but I have plenty of roorm for
both of you. You can stay ’til meorn-
ing, then walk to Remer.”

We passed inte a large room, lit by
a single lamp and an open grate on the
far side. The chamber was built lodge
style, two stories high, with a beamed
ceiling lost in the shadows. At each
side a curved staircase swept upward
to a gallery that ram the full width
above,

The man motioned to a divam, disap-
peared for a moment, then returned
with a tray and three glasses of wine.

Grace Lanning sipped her drink
slowly. I noted that she avoided gaz-
ing directly at our host and that her
eyes still held that wild look of fear.

A moment Jater the man excused
himself, passed up the staircase and
through a connecting door. We sat
alone in the shadews of that mon-
strous room. Over in a far corhet a
pefidulum clock ticked slewly. Ouit-
side the wind wailed and rain surged
against the Wimdews.

And them, flillingg the house from
wall to wall, came the clangor of all
hell? Vibrating from smmewhere
above, a deep-pitched, resonant boom
thundered into our ears. It was a
huge bell, and it struck five times in
faeasuked dthythm,

The sound died off, and the room
plunged once agaim into silence. An
instant later there knifed dowm to ws
a woman's shriek. Soul-chilling, ffilled
with hottor, it was like a cry from the
grave.

Grace Lanming leaped to her feet,
There were other screams now, five,
six, ten of them, mingling with hyster-
ical bursts of feminine lawghter.

And them, close at hand, a whip
cracked, and a voice smarled:
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“Be quiet, swine. What are you
wailing about? It is not yet your
time.” A second crack of the whip,
and the screams dwindled off.

Terror eating into me, I strode to
the staircase. “There's something
funny going on here,” I said. “I'm
going to find out what the hell it is.”

She was at my side instantly, mount-
ing the stairs with me. We opened
the gallery door, passed through. A
low natrow corridot stretched before
us. Striding toward us came the fiig-
ure of our host.

“I apologize for the disturbance,”
he said softly. “I neglected to inform
you that I am a physician specializing
in mental cases. I keep a number of
patients here in my summer lodge for
closer study. Doctor Ramsey Hale.
You have pethaps heard of me.”

“Patients?” Without cormpunction
I pushed past him, ripped open the
adjoining door. I found myself in an
illuminated corridot running parallel
with the fiirst. But opening onto it
were a series of rooms whose comstruc-
tion held me there stifff and wamoving.

Not rooms but cages! Iron grilled
cages—a double tier of them, extend-
ing one after anothet. Like the hous-
ing quarters ot a circus menagerie the
cages were flisoredd with wet moldy
steaw, Rusty feed pans and slime-
coated watet-buckets were fastened
te the eerner bars.

And in each of those cages was a
beautiful young girl!

I felt my throat grow hot and thick.
Nausea clawed at me. Behind me
Grace Lanning uttered a low cry.

The inmates of the two mearest
cages lay sleeping. Both were young
women in their early twenties, scant-
ily elad, with their matted hair hang-
ing low over their shoulders. Their
faces were fiilledl with exhaustiom and
the marks of long suffering. Yet in the
delicate molding of their features I
gould see that at some time not long
distant, each had held a place of re-
spect.

BOVE in two upper tier cages
two figures scuffed back and
forth, stopping at intervals to press
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white faces to the bars and stare at me.

The hoiTor of it all held me there
motionless for an instant. Them I
seized Hale by the shoulder.

“Patients?” I cried. "Kept in ken-
nels like beasts?"

His black eyes gleamed like evil
entities. “Mentally they are amimals,”
he replied. "Since you are imterested
in my subjects, step down the corridor,
and I will show you my lalboratory.”

He began to pace dowm the hallway.
Mechamically I followed a step, halted
as Grace Lanning clutched at me.

“Take me out of here. Oh, God,
don’t you realize where we are? This
is the house of the bells!"

It came without warming. A click
and thick darkness engulfed us. The
girl’s voice ended in a scream of ter-
ror. Evem as my hands groped out to
het, a heavy body rushed upom me
from behind. Cold flingers fastened
about my throat.

I know how to use my ffstts. Bossimg
mining camps, one learns to rely on
physical strength. Yet now as I
slammed my fists outward I knew I
wasn't fijghtingg anything human. My
fisss struck only empty air, and the
pressure on my throat imcreased.

Wiith blind instinct my hands curled
to claws, lashed outward. A maelstrom
of blazing lights swirled in my eyes.
Behind me mad laughter—Halle's voice
—tose up to echo dowm the corridor.
I made one last effort—felt myself
falling into a pit of blackness.

Hours seemed to have passed before
I regained consciousmess. In the dim
light I saw nothing at fiirst. Them my
eyes accustommed themselves to the
gloorn, and the realizatiom of my sur-
roundings came swiftly.

WAS a prisoner in one of those

cages. Grace Lanming was gone.
And that roar above was the rimging
of the bells!

Tremiblimg, I groped to my feet, stag-
gered to the cage door, wrenched at
the bars. Frantically 1 tore at the
huge padlock, strove to rip it free from
the connecting chain. But the door
and the lock were impregnable.

I stood there, listening. Steadily
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those bells boomed, in mad rhythm.
CIL4 N&G—oCE AN GNeCLANG—

Them, with startling suddenmess the
sounds ceased. Simultaneously a door
slammed at the end of the hallway
and footsteps advanced.

It was Hale. The man's discolored
face was a ghastly mask of triumph
as he stepped to the grilled door and
peered in at me. Behind him towered
a huge Negto, naked to the waist.

I jammed my hands through the
bars. “You damned fiendd ! I screamed.
“What have you done with Miss Lan-
ning?"

Hale gave no indicatiom that he had
heard. Slipping a key from his pocket,
he inserted it in the lock of the cage
next to mine. He opened the door and
entered, the Negro a step behind. Slow
hortor stealing over me, I watched.

A girl, young and lovely, with long,
blond hair pressed against the bars of
that cage. Hale slid a cigarette be-
tweem his lips and nodded to the
negro.

“Prepare her!™

The black’s thick lips twisted in a
leering grim of anticipation. He seized
the girl, jerked her toward him. With
a frantic lunge she fought to free her-
self.

Wihat happemed them will remain
forever in my memory. Wiith a sudden
side-swiveling motion the Negro
jerked his hand forward and back. A
ripping sound issued from the girl's
lips. Blood gushed from her mouth.

Merciful God! It was the girl's
tongue the black clutched dripping in
his hand!

The scene begam to whirl before me.
I closed my eyes, uttered a prayer
aloud. An instant latet, when I looked
again, the Negro was dragging the
blond giHl down the corrider. Behind
them, like serme monk of the Ingquisi-
tion, strode Hale,

They passed out of my sight, and I
stood at the cage door like a rham in a
trance. Grace Lanning! Had she too
been forced through a similae tef-
ture? O was she in ene of these
cages—walting?
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OPING against hope I jammed

my hands inte my pockets. And
then I was working frantically at the
padlock with a pocket nail-file.
Through the stillness the watch on
my wrist ticked away the passing min-
utes.

The lock gave! I slipped free the
chain, opened the doot and datted into
the corridor. Slowly I crept forward,
peering into each cage of the upper
and lower tier. Blank, vacant eyes
gaped back at me. They were watch-
ing me, those beastlike girls. But in
none of the cages did I see Grace
Lanning.

A closed door at the end of the
corridor barred my passage. Cau-
tiously I inched it open. Beyond, a
circular staircase twisted upward. 1
stole across to it and begam to climb.

At the landing I halted to calm my
pounding heart. Above me there was
no sound. The silence of the grave
hung on all sides.

And them, ricocheting down the
stair shaft a long-drawm-out scream
blasted into my ears. Agaim it came, a
shriek of utter fear. And distorted
though it was, I knew that vaoice!

I raced upward. At the top step 1
clawed instinctively for the door 1
knew must be there, twisted the latch,
flumg the barrier open.

A wave of horror swept over me!

The room was one of two towers 1
had noted from the grounds outside.
Windlomibss, the walls were crene-
lated by a series of small opemings.
Suspended from the ceiling were three
gigantiic bells.

They were bells such as one would
expect to find in the belfry of a coun-
try church or the spire of some bucolic
village hall. But oh, God, how satan-
ically changed.

The iron clapper of each bell had
been removed, and in its place hung
the head and torso of a woman. Up-
side down, the three corpses dangled
there. And I saw that each had been
embalmed, chemically treated in such
a manner as to turm the fllesh into a
hard, stonelike surface.

My senses reeled. But even as 1

slumped backward against the wall,
(Continued on page 106)
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(Continued from page 105)
the pull cable above jerked taut, the
three corpse-clappers began to move,
and the bells began to ring.
CILAMG-CIOL ANG—AT A NG—

The sound pounded inte my ear-
drums, ate into my brain. Wiith a seb
I stumbled to the door on the epposite
side of the tower, got it open and
rushed into a narrow tummel-like hall-
way.

The hall was brilliantly lit by elee-
tric lights, Half way my gaze fecused
on the side wall. Twoe men stood
there, arms and legs lashed wide apart
to four hooks in the masonry. Their
eyes were closed; they hung limp and
motionless.

Dead? As I stepped closer, I saw
they were not. They were unceon-
scious but still alive. I begam to work
at their bonds.

A moment later they were lying
side by side on the fimor. One was
slight of build, thin-faced with a Van-
dyke beard. The other, taller, heavier,
had an ugly knife wound in his left
arm.

I chafed their wrists until the eyes
of the smaller man ffickeredl open. He
looked at me dazedly; then a mad fllow
ot wotds issued from his lips.

“The last girl?” he cried.
other tower! Hurry!"

He sank back, the effort owercoming
him. But instantly I was on my feet,
racing dowm the corridor. Grace Lan-
ning! Terror-strickemn, I reached the
door, ripped it open.

Exactly what happened after that I
cannot be sure. I remember stamding
stiff and motionless on the threshold.
1 remembet fighting back a hoarse
screarn. Then a borab burst within me.

The chamber held but a single, enor-
mous bell. Beneath it stood the Negto,
apelike arms extended over his head as
he labored to remove the clapper. To

*Im the

the side Ramsey Hale was Bent ever
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tubes. And beyond, Aear the far wall
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That much I saw at first glance,
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QB'SEEN:DED directly over that
vat, dangling from a rope about
her waist was the figuice 6f Grace Laf-
ning. Het long, black hair trailed
downward. Her face was like lime.

Wiith a hoarse cry I lunged forward,
leaped on Hale and clawed fot his
throat.

“You dammed fiiend!!” I cried. “I'1}—"

It was a tiger that turmed to face me.
Hale dropped the vial he was holding,
darted nimbly aside and leveled &
brutall kick at my legs.

“Kiill him?” he yelled to the Negro.
“Kill the fool!”

Limping, I fought back, closed in.
Twice my fiists ground into the dis-
colored flesh of that face. Twiice I
saw hira wavetr before me. Then I
whirled to meet the danget I sensed
behind.

The Negro was upon me like a lung-
ing juggermaut. A terrific blow cata-
pulted into my jaw. Amn ifiner heavi-
ness seerned te rise up withim me,
Then, for a second time that night, I
felt mysailif falling ifte eblivien.

NSCIOUSNESS returmed slow-

ly, like the uplifting of a great
weight from my chest. I stood a pris-
oner at the side walll, wrists lashed
tight over my head, fastened to an iron
hook in the masonry. Opposite, still
suspended motiomless, hung the body
of Grace Lanning.

The copper vat had beem moved to
the center of the room now, and the
Negro was stirring its contents with
a wide-bladed paddle.

Ramsey Hale strode forward.

*I have recaptured the two prison-
ers you were foolish enough to release
in the corridor,” he said. “They are
dangerous men who came here to de-
stroy me, but they will not escape
agaim.

“But now, if you will watch closely,
you will find yourself witmess to an
interesting experimemtt. You will note
the bell above, the most perfect of the
four in this house. A bell that has not
three but five perfect tones. The hum
note is correct both in the funda-
mental and the nomimal. The metal is
a perfect mixture of copper and tin in

(Continued on page 108)
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(Continued from page 107)
the proportion of four to one.”

“Im God’s name,” I cried, *‘what are
you going to do?”

“You know something about al-
chemy, perhaps, my friend?" Hale's
face was a leering death-mask there
before me. “You have heard of those
medieval sorcerers who made gold out
of lead? Likewise they comstructed
bells ot master tone and silver har-
meny. And the efe necessary imgredi-
ent te their metal-molding was a curi-
eus thing.

“A curious thing, my friend. It was
the soul of a young woman. Do you
understand? Withowt that no bell
could be perfect; quality and beauty
of tone were impessible.

“Unfortumately I am not in a posi-
tion to cast a bell here. But that has
not deterted me from using the magic
formula. As you have seen, I have re-
fmoved the cold, iron clappers and ‘re-
placed them with humam ones. And
I have hardened the flesh by sulbimerg-
mg the corpse in the liguid in that
vat.’

With a peal of laughter he turned
toward the opposite wall. Grace Lan-
ning opened hee eyes abruptly, wttered
a scream of terror.

“Oh God, don't touch me!”

Her cry ate into me, lent strength to
my paralyzed muscles. And then at
that instant hope flashedl back to me.
The wall hook which held me captive
loosened in the masenty. Even as
Hale moved towatd Graee Lanhing my
stralning arms jerked free.

Across the flloor I lunged, wnmind-
ful of the Negro who flailed his atms in
a mad efffort to stop me. Hale whirled,
a startled cry on his lips.

Like blocks of wood we struck. And
then we were fijhtiigg savagely. Dizzy,
still weak from the blow on the head
of a moment before, I lashed my fits
outward, looked fer seme imstrument
of defense.

There was none—nothing but a
heavy, unwieldy jar fillled with some
liquid on the instrument table, three
feet away. Hale, sereammF prefanity,
suddenly broke away and leaped baek,
He too saw the table, and He reached
for a heavy knife that lay upen it.



THE BELLS

Simultaneously the Negro seized the
massive clapper he had removed from
the bell. He lifted it in both hands and
advanced toward me.

1 was eut offl

Hale threw back his head and
laughed. “Now, my fine friend, we
shall see what we shall see. Interfere
with my plans, would you—"

Poised there, they leered at me.
Suddenly with a speed borm of des-
peratiom my right hand shot to the
table, closed around the big glass jar.
I knocked off the loose cover, lifted it
and flung it straight at that mocking
face with all the strength I possessed.

The result was cataclysmic. The
Negro uttered a single deafening
scream. His head jerked back, and he
crashed like a poled ox to the fidear.

ALE seemed only surprised at

fisit. I could see the liguid
trickling dowm his face. And I could
see tiny holes appear like magic in the
skim as the liquid burned its way iin-
watd. Slowly the flesh begam to turn
white.

Them he turmed and ran. Headlong
toward the huge copper vat he ran.
His feet struck the outer waill of the
vessel. He staggered and pitched for-
ward.

An instant later there was only a
bubbling hiss as the crimsom liguid
closed over him.

In a daze I turmed to Grace LLanning
then. Gently I freed her bonds, chafed
her wrists.

“Are you hurt?” I asked thickly.
“Dild—""

She shook her head. Together we
moved toward the door, passed imto
the outer caorridor,

The two men were there at the far
walll. Lashed again to those wall hooks,
they looked back at me with terrified
eves. | leaped forward, tore at their
ropes.

Neither spoke until they were stand-
ing free. Them the professiopal look-
ing mam with the Vandyke grasped
my arm.

I nodded. “Ramsey Hale is dead.”

“[S he___\l

“Thamk God for that.” The man

(Continued on page 110)
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(Continued from page 109)
shuddered. “But he is not Ramsey
Hale. I am Halle, and this is my house.”

*You?"” I said.

Color was draining back into the
waxen face. “And this is my assistant,
Doctor Margam. You see, this is my
summet home, my private hospital, so
to speak. My practice has to do with
mentall cases. The maa who brought
you here and used my name is Serge
Botlov.”

"“But—"
words.

“Botlloy came under my study sev-
eral months age. I took him in be-
cause I was interested in his strange
background. Botlov is a Slav by birth.
I have his complete history. His
mother was burned at the stake some-
where in Tramsylwamia for witchcraft.
His father died under even queerer
cireumstaneas. Bell ringer at a church
in Serajevo, he jurmped from the bell
tower for some unknowmn reason to the
pavement below.”

Doctor Hale was slowly regaining
his composure. “From his earliest
years,” he went on, “Borlov worked
with bells. He erected themm, molded
them, designed their tuning and con-
struction. But at intervals his heritage
cropped out, and he changed to a
blood-mad fiéend.

“Im August 1932'he was wanted by
the police at Prague for molding a gi-
gantic bell and throwing a living
woman into the molten metal. In De-
cember 1933 he was hunted in Bel-
grade in connectiom with the dis-
appearance of three young girls. We
planned to hand him over to the Con-
tinental authorities after we had
studied his case.”

“But,” I interrupted, “if this is your
house, why are those cages on the
second filow”"

Hale pressed his filger tips together
nervously. “I have said my practice
concerned mental cases,” he said. “I
had a number of patients here, mostly
young women, who wete comvalescing
from slight mentall disorders.

“Borlov was a good patient for the
firstt few weeks. Themn one day he dis-
covered the bells in the towets, and his
background retuemed to him. I had

I fumbled slowly for

CANDID CAMERA CATCHES CO-EDS ™



this house built, you see, as a replica
of a small Spanish castle I had seen
during my travels abroad.

“Borlov leaped upon me, made me
and Doctor Margan prisonets. Those
cages wete installed for animals upon
which I sometimes make glandular ex-
petiments. Botlov locked the wortien
patients in them and began te put his
hottible plans inte action.

“He had one underlying clisession,
which accoumits for this young
woman’s presence here. He believed
the old sorcerer’s belief that a bell can
be made perfect in tone only by the
insertion of the body of a beautiful
young gitl in the bell casting. In none
ot my woren patients did he see such
a person. So—in a way you ksaow
better than I—he left the house and
get about to lure an outsider here—"

But I had heard enough. “Miss Lan-
ning—Grace,” I said. “The storm
seems to be over. Do you feel well
enough to walk to Remer?”

She nodded slowly. “Yes, Paul.”

I passed my arm around her and led
her slowly down the stairs.

HORROR-SCOHRES

(Continued from page 10)

diers. He looked forward to the day when
he could join the national guard. It was his
ambition to go to West Point. That was the
only reason he studied his lessoms, as his
mother confessed.

Then came the World War. Many of the
local boys enlisted. Charlie asked his mother
if he could join the army; but his mother
was adamant. Her father had been killed in
the Spanish-Ammticam War and she couldn’t
stand the thought of her only son being shot
to pieces. So she told Charlie she would die
if he enlisted. He promised her he wouldn't.
But from that day on he was a sad boy. He
became morose and melancholy, although he
was only sixteen,

At the end of the war, three boys in that
town had been killed; one had died in France
and two in camps. Their bodies were
brought home and placed in a special plot
in the local cemetery. Charlie made it his
duty to care for that plot.

Several months later, Charlie failed to re-
turn home one evening. Investigation proved
that he had been struck by a hit-and-run
driver on the main highway near the ceme-
tery, and although bleeding and fatally hurt,

(Concluded on page 112)
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he had crawled to the soldiers’ plot and had
fallen in death at the graves of the World
Wark veterans. They buried him right next
to that plot and even gave him a military
decoration In appreciation of his care for
the soldiess’ graves.

Then one day, after Charlie had been for-
often by most townsfolk, a former resident
of that town, Will Burden, returned to visit
relatives. Before the war he had gone to
school with Charlie Olmstead, but had not
learned of Charlie’s death.

About dusk, Burden drove up to the main
store of the town where many people con-
gregated for an evening talk, The natives
remembered Will Burden and greeted him.

Just as they were about to tell him what
had happened since he moved away, he
spoke up: “Just as 1 was driving up the road
near the cemetery, I saw Charlie Olmstead
walking past. I called to him and he waved.
1 stopped, but he ran over to the cemetery
as though he was in a hurry. What's the
idea of him still wearing a uniform? Doesn’t
he know the war is over?”

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

To Horror-Scopes: Is one who believes
that mothers can cause birthmarks on chil-
dren, looked upon as being silly and super-
stitious, by educated people? 1 know posi-
tively that I caused a birthmark on my
daughter, due to being frightened shortly
before she was born. But every time I tell
this to anyone, my friends try to shut me
up as being a moron.

MRS. GUS DEMOND
Dear Mrs. Demond: The medicall profession will
not admmit this as a fact—but you will find mamy doc-
tors and educated peopla whe will beheve lL Meothers
should be considerzd, not laughed at. your sto
whenever you with. Ne gentleman of Ina will llﬁufg
at you. You have one thing in yaurr ?'avai
actwal hirthmark on your daugier. (
it is coincidence. remains te be nwm&dl Bui mere
are many thousands of so-called coincidences.

To Horror-Scopes: Is it a faet that Jean
Harlow had a premonition of death?
G. R. HARKINS

Dear Mr. Harkins: According te several persens
quite close to Jeam Harllows, this {8 a faet.

To Horror-Scopes: 1 understand that the
husband of Amelia Eachart wired t6 a eef:
tain well knewn Epsyehie in New Yaork,
shortly after Miss Earhart disappeared, ask:
ing if there was an meesag}e of the What
was the report at that time SIMMS
Dear Mr. Simms; The psychic whe reeeived this
telegram consulted two other psyehics, ope of WHOM
uses a stramge instruieht {6F FREBFAIRG maa 1= wavss
Tha mmumm ranea t8 piek up a €€§ J@B&FE

indicating death. Btk
litilg hae?é &iher. g, Bg%ﬁ% &

To Herror-Scopes: Did the ancients believe
in ghosts? H. LAMAR

Dear Mr. Lamar: Back as far as hisie Qés—
there are stories of ghosts. :@ﬁ%ﬁﬁ%
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He felt evefythin%gelﬂg fed and Black ILODESTONE F Lepend repaten, Ov
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sputtered, died. He started 8 heave oA AR e LK. QLR

the erank agaim, but esuldnc get it over
center semehow. His head Whirled
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he was on the ground under the stars,
if front of the truck. But why did his A BOOK OF
leg feel so good? PLAIN FACTS FOR

He moved weakly, started to get up.
His eyes bulged as he looked down
across his stomach. Rats! A heaving

mass of rats, nursing where his leg
Read thia anllghtgnlng And o

should have been. coamgiag fook Doscibes the
i t
Screaming, he beat and clawed at the P McCleary treatmont fo

gteedy horde. A few pulled away grog-
gily. The others clung on stubbornly
to a leg that was mere raw bone and

blood-dewed tendoms. BE A DETBCT'VB

He strove to get up, crawl away.
But he couldn't make it. He was faint , Work home or travel Experience umnecessa

from loss of blood, dying. That was
why he felt better. Panting, he sank Wm

back.
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ing & sound
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Anyone €an LearnToTypewrite
By Using This Simple Method
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Take it with you everywhere
the Cugboowd Carmpidg Case that's 50

mmwmltbcn'l: m:nn.ialil%v_lbet used m an
overnigl ag! Don't fail to lnvuro
this offer now—NMAIL COUPON TODAY!

ACCEPT THIS
SPECIAL OFFER NOWI
Here is your opportumitty to get a bramid sew
Remington Naoisaisss Ponahle for omiy 10z a
You can have a typewriter all yow

—Speuial Carrying Case . Compllcu Typin,
Course plus 10 ggys Free Tril b%y,gmg
But you must act N '+ while thue low

prices and special terms are in sffect Rush
tbe coupon for complete facts!
REBMNCTON RAND INC.. Dept. 169-1
| Weshiostia 8t., Buffale, M. V.

REMINGTON RAND lac., Dept. 168-1
465 Washington Street, Buffalo, N. Y.

Telll me how I ean get a Remington Nuisthss Potte
able for 10 Days Tiiall .
Free Typing Coutse and 10c-a- -Day Plan. Tbis is wor

reddar,
NAME

an o

. feele! Also send facts sbout

TOWN...

.STATE




A % MM I KLY dhis

year,” says Robert

I'a\ lor." rum aboutt 10 hours.
Hut that meamtt over 2,000
howrs, off woik for nie . .,
During all tins at ting Lfound
Lik kiesgentleom m\ dhrgad.”
Here's the reasom, Mr.
Taglor . . . The "Toasting™
procass, takes out ceriain
haish throat iFritants found in

all tobacco evem ihe himest.

Amdl Luckies do use the fin-
est tobaqee. Swormm records
show that among indepen-
demt tobaceorxparts Luckies
have twice as mamy exclusive
smokers, as all other €iga-
Fettes combined.

In the homast judgment oft
the mem who kmow dobacco
best . .. it's Luckies —2 to L,

ISTAR (3 ME 1 Ko C.OI DW'VN M AYHIKY WYANK ATOXIOKD"!

Luckies-A Light Smoke

Easy on your throat—"lIt"s Toasted™




