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SEND ME ﬂand I'll send

yeur eheice of these Features |
pieked eut. I'll give you &
1@-BAY TRIAL and 1@ MONTHS
YO PAY or Money Back if
you're not satisfied” . . . . .

Owr founder, Leonard Wheeler Sweet, won the friend-
ship of thousands of folks everywhere by making it
easy for them to own fine jewelny=by giving good,
honest valve. I'm followimg in his footstegssill help
you own a diamond or watch aend give nice gifts.
Here are some special values | selected for your
would you like to examime any of them under my
Momney-Bock Guarantee?

I'LtL TRUST YOU-ttell me what you want=simply put
a dollar bill in an envelope with your name, addiress,
occupatiom and a few other facts about yourself.
This transactiom will be betweem yow and me=
everything will be confidiential,

I'll send your selection for approval and 10 days
trial. If you're not satisfied that yow received good,
honest dollar for dollar velue, send it back and I
promptly returm your dollar. If satisfied, you pay in
10 small monthly amounts you will never miss.

Just a few words about the suggestions that | show
here. Take ring {A), for instamce. Imagine = omly
$29.50 for this pretty ring. And the Cluster Ring (8)-
it looks like a half carat solitaire whem worm on your
finger. It's a beauty=I"m sure you would like it. The
Bridal Ensemble {€) is really two rings for the aordi-
nary price of one. If it's an Engagement Ring you
want, | recommend (D)=it's a perfect dii@moodd-I’
give you an Affidavit sworm to by a diamond expert
before a Notary Public. Initial Ring (E) would delight
any man. It's extra heavy and beautifully designed.
My watch suggestions | am proud of. Bulova Watches
are fine timekeepers and great values. The Kent
Watches | show are priced exceptionally low and
are the latest styles. My great feature is the Silver-
plate Set with Tablecloth and Napkims. | expect ks
to be one of my popular sellers —because of it's
exceptionally low price.

These are just a few of the many values | have,
€hoose here and send your order today, or send for
my complete 48-page catalog showimg hundreds of

diamonds and watches, jewelry
and silverware, all oftered on
my b manthssito pay-plan.

Sales Mgr.



FOOD ROUTE

If yon want to better yourself —if you want cash
to spend—rmoney to save—the means to live in
comfort—llet me show you your big chance! To
an honest, reliable man er warman lh any epen
lecality 1 willl give—FREE—comadnyithing needed
te staFt a fine paying neighberheod Food Raute,
with apr-ahcﬁ your very firat day and all year
‘reund. Yeou def't send e eng penBy | You Must
realize that 1 eeﬁamh ww!a HBE 33 {3 Ghli big

BXpensive

tanity FB¥ remar
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Ymtm need absglutely no experience. My simple,
provem Plan offera you a wonderful opportunity

to make good money right from the
start in a simple, dignified business of
your own. You handle fast- sellmg. quick
repeating home necessities—th mgﬂg
ple must buy. such as coffee, teas, deli-
cious foods and over 100 other necessi-
ties—alll guaramteed to satisfy or money
beck, Your home is your headguarters.
You have no investment for store rent,
light, fixtures or big stocks of goods.

ow handle all the money and keep a
liberal share for yourself. In fact, your
average gross profit is from 30 to 40
cents on every dollar you take in. Onee
you start, under my liberal credit plan,
you can operate on my capital.

Splendid Cash Profits

You owe it to yourself to write and sece
what wonderfal success so many others
have enjoyed with this time-tested
money-making Plan. Let me mail you
full particulars—then you can judge

whether you want to start
rght making money at

once.
1 Send Evenything

I not only give you fwés the Complete
Outfit shown here, containing a big as-
sortment of full-sized packages, but
also give you a sample, sure-fire Plan.
1 give you advertising material, trial-
nize samples te give away, and every-
thing else you need to start earning
meney your very first day.

Get Full Particulars!

This is a sincere offer made by ahlf relisble,
old-established company o) rom Coast
to Censt Write it enee fall particulars.
ake ad f mfm!tibl

oy s
Bl

tull perticulars. Do fhl§ TODAY!

E.J. MILLS, Pres., 1510 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, O.

r---...--!m.

R

Mr. E. ). MILLB. President :

t5i0 Monwmouth Ave., Cindinnatl, Ohle

Without the slightest obligation oa my
et e ol e £l perttiuibems sttt [
your offer of a Complete Free Outfit, and '
How yoou ol Hedlp e gt sthentied! st oivee "
Im & MMe=prying prikberhood Feod Route. |

) i
NEDL. .. oieeeeiinnninnranans Ceeereeaen [ ]]
Address..................... [T RRN l

""" (Pimemn Print or Writa Eivialy) "
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« EVERY STORY BRAND-NEW -

TR R R

Val. XIV, Ne. 1 January, 1940 Price 10c

Three Complete Msitery Noveletd
COMNSIGNED TO HELL - - - - - - - - Mantin Kersey 12

A Sinipitsr Fiord from Hadiss Unlkashhes a Compee Cavalkeatie-aanid tie Dead
Live Agaiin wihwn Ghadds Pillagpe the Grawess of Slavm Caallowers!

BLACK DOOM - - - - - - - - - - . . David V. Reed 54

Arrifti the Awessoane Husth of tihe Dank Haitiéan Jungjée Depihbs, Deatbh S3twmldks
wiith Bloaly Swar—CCratating a Grim Feastt of Hdiomor!

WAKE NOT THE DEAD- - - - - - - - - John H. Knox 88

Willlis Payiree, Motidiaian, is Sudiifedyly Plunggdd intto a Baffifiingg Milekdétam
of Mysieeyy thait is Far Beywdd Humain Ubbhelerstandiing

Five Thrilling Short Stories
MUMMIES TO ORDER - - - - - - - - E. Hoffmann Price 29

Muuregy Deatee is Conrifoindedbd by the Vemgpeaore of Dead! (Gods

DEALER IN HUMAMN PARTS - - - - - - - Noel Loomis 41

The Mam Was Deadi—bbt:t theee Weare Fresth Fodppimists in the Smow!

DAINSE MACKSBRE - - - - - - - - - - John Eastelly 51

Raml] Wadbs Iwaddbes a Spidhyrhsh of Primeeeh! Hanror

GRIM EVIDENCE - - - - - - - - - - - - Don Joseph 69

Murdder Maldcas a Milllivr-anad the Wiindd, the Snaliee and the Flamnte Take Ower!

DEATH HAS THREE SISTERS - - - - . . . . Kelvin Kent 79

The Thiee Fattsss of Amciseht Gressee Spiim a Frentdshh Web of Doeom

Special Feature
HORRORSCORES - - - - - - - - - . . . . - Chakia 104

Speditd! FIREE Crystd/SSampe Readiimyg Offer! Cougson om Paghe 111

THRILLING MYSTERY, published bi-monthir by Better Publicatioms, Inc., at 32 W. 48th St.,, New York, N. Y. N. L
Pines, President. Subscription yearly, $.60; single coples, $.10. Foreign and Canadiam postage uitra. Entered as sscond-afens
matter July 12, 1935, at the Post Office at New Yo N. Y.. under the Act of March 3, 1870. Copyright, 1939, bp-Better
Publicztions, ine. Marmmm;ula will not be returned unless a by self and are sub-
mitted at the author's risk. Names of all characters used in storlea and oeml Octlon articles are fdtiisus.  Lf a name af
any living persud or eXistibg institution is used it 1a a coincidenod.

Companion magazines: Popular Western. G-Men, Thrilling Weelmem Thrilling D Thrilling A . Thrilling Love,
The Phantom ODelective. The Lone Eagle. Popular Lovao kg Ighters, Popular Detective, Thrllllvng Ranch storin Thrllllng
Wondger Stories, Thrllling Sports, 70::5 Rangers, Eopuhr ports Magazine, Everyday Aitro! etective Novelt Masiaiiva,
West, The Masked Rider Westorm Magazine. Startling Stories, Range Riders, Thrllling Spy Storlu The Ghost, the Rlo Kid
Western, Captain Future and Black Book Detective Mmgazine
PRINTED IN U. 8. A,



ITrainedThess Men

Chist Operator Broadoasting
Station

“When [ completed 20 lessons,
1 obtalned my radio Brosdcast
Operator's llcense and immedii-
ately  joined Btatien WMPC,
Where T am noW Chief Opensios:™*
HOLLIS F. ITAYBS
327 Madison St.
Lapeer, Michigan

Senvice Manager for Four Stores
I waa working in a Kswrste when
1 enrolled with N. R. 1. In afew
months 1 made enough to pay
for the courso three of four times.
I ar new Radie sefviee manager
for the M—— Furmittwre Co. for
thelr four stiomas ™

JAMES E. RYAN

1543 Slado St.

Fall River. Mass.

Over $1,000 Before Graduating
"Bflane completirng hall the
N.R. 1. Gourm g
sets, and I made 31 ooa to $1, 20
before graduating. am dol u%
mdl@ service worl( for mysel

ASHDLEY G. ALDRIDGE
1228 Shepherd 8t.
Patershurg, Va.

$200 to §360 a Month in
Own Business
"o the last twe years I have
BeeR A business for myself mnx-
ing betweeu $200 and $300
month. Businesé his steadily In-
creased I have N. R. 1. to thank
for my start in this fAakd™
ABLIE J. FROEANER
300 W Texan Ave.
Goose Creek, Texas.

Radie is a young, grewing fleld with a fu-
ture offering many goed pay spare time and
full time job opportunities. And yeu don't

special Badio equip-
ment ta canduct ex-

have to give up your job to b
i Radie Teehnlehh 1 train yeu Hght at
heme 1h your spare fime.

Why Many Radio Techmicians Make
$30, $40, $50 a Week

Radie broadeastimg stations employ engineers,
operators, technictans. dio manufacturees
ay teaters, i fors! gerviea-
men in good-mly jobs. Radio jobbers, dealers,
Emblw installation and servies men. MaRy
Radio Teeh ﬂlﬂiﬁﬁ mh thetr ewd Ridlé

bilas ine féﬂi
s
3

Many Make $5, $10 a Wewk Extra
in Spare Time Whille Learning

The day you enroll, I start sending you
Extra Money Job Sheets which start lhowini
you how to do Radio repair jobs. Threugheut
your eourse I send plnm and direetions
which have helped manv make $200 l? !Sﬁg

&eR

artmen,

a year in spare time whilg learning.

5. E. Smilth, President, Dspt. OADS.
National Radie Institute. Washingten, D. .

Send me FREE, wlthomt obligation,

Dear Mr Smlth
84-paip book.

Radio’s opportunities and tells haw

be Hidio Techmicians,

“Rich Kenamia Wi Badlo,"

periments and bulld
This 50-50

training method makes
learning at home in-
ler-emman fmlnmﬂi.
ALSO

ﬁ&llei
t You A MOD.
RN B’RIQJFFEF
E. SMITM, Pree.
anm‘ﬂ{uz“h
ns .
%‘gf B#i‘lﬁ% ma Est. 25 years

while learning and equip you for full tims
work after you graduate.

Find Out Wihat Radio Offers You
Art Today! Mall the coupon for my 84-page
Beok “fRbth Rewards in Radio.™ lt polnts
out Radio's spare time and full time m
‘tunities and thoss comil in Tels
tella about my course in io and Tele-
vision; shows many letters from men I have
trained, telllng what they are deing and
earnlng Read rmay money back agreement.
MAIIL OTTON in an ennlwo. or paste &n
a penny pmtcnd—NOW

J. E. Smith. President
Dept. OAm”:amlml Rngla Institute

hich potpis ygg:
w

ou traln men at home to
(Write Plainly.)



Do /6e1 Sinilécatdhieddeas
of Leamning Music by Mai?

Were Are Sommecfoets It g Sexprise #oucl)

You HAWEB undoubtedly heard of the U. S. School
method of teaching music by malil. This remark-

able systemn of instructiom bus beem_ in operatiom for
over forty years and more tham 700, people in
all parts of the world have enrolled for  it. Men,

women and childrem of all ages and from all walks of
life bhave taken up their favorite musical limstruments
this convenient, money-saving way. They have
studied the plano, violin, guitar, accordiom and, In
short, every kind of popular fimstrument.

No S
@ss “1 ma Aot ﬁﬂgw Sya m%imh nate

!Hﬁ Q{ﬂ W}%ﬁ?ﬁi

HiH%lE

g&aﬂxv ei

BHS l’-
E% i EW WS ‘6 ?
Whethar | wa% %%%5 %%
iﬂi\ fHﬁE 3 yad iHa
o some of these "lmuh»tlng Thomases” it came a8
the surprise of their lives when they actually heard
themselves playing. Simple popular melodies at firBt,
them more and more advanced pieces, all the way to
Grand Opera.

One after another, pupils testify to the mmlmg
ease with which they learned, and the fascination an
pleasure they found in the lessons. They say it was

eagsy as A. Bt C."—"so simple that a child could
understand*—that “with all the wonderful pheote-
graphs and diagrams to guide you, you simply eannet
g0 wrong —that “it’s really fun to learn musie this
easy, fascinating way.”

Willl Yau Acepp
T'n@ Q‘mne@ gt hsuﬁ a% Hau HH% %i- g
F BERY Be% W% { % 8 caf 1
ﬂ a%p your ﬂ\‘ﬁﬂé@l tHR & ’?m%
% qpu y‘c en, te yeu ﬁgl Elﬂs @# ;ﬂ@
t @ good timhga and p@pu th af Mug
you Hot owe it te yourself, at least, te eﬂmm% &

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

If you reall t to play a musiral instrument—if you are willl
to da{otc ;ub:’ .wan L= l diy to leaming, not tl”(rwgh tedlouns.,
old- foned g roal funes, lhon

should mall thi i e%
iltuateated beekh te Ii al ib@u ﬁ wan er-ful wiv te leim
aus] li'l ti

S S N b
o e &ﬁéﬁﬂ &&Esmv

(Established 1398)

CHECK THE INSTRUMENTS YOU'D LIKE TO PLAY
HERE'S FREE PROOF YOU CAN LEARN1

U. 8. Bchool of Music, 2641 Bruriswick Ridg., Mew York, N. Y.

I am interested in music study, particularly In the instrument
checked below. Please send mo your free illustrated booklet,
"Hiopw to Learn Music at Home.

l Plano Cello Cormst Drums and Traps
| Violin Mawa!lan Trumpst Ukulele
Guitar Gultar Harp Organ
Piano Aecordton Banjo Clarinet Modewrn Elementary
Plain Accordilon Mandetin Elute Harmomy
| 8 h Tromb Piccolo Voice Culture
l Have you
Namo ......c.o.iiiiiiiiiiiiieiiiiiriennns this Instr.t......
{ Addiresa ... ... e
CIY. .. e State. . ..... .......



What Diseases

may accompany

NERVOUSNESS
1A sndi BLOATING }
P
- e
SYMPTOMS
ARTHRITIS
RHEUMATISM l . MIA

|

esssnegu—
and other Reutil AfMitiams? — _BI. | [aowen
These ailments tend to undermine the health BACKACHE i WM
in many ways. Thousands of sufferers from PHYSICAL ‘
such common complaints as Headsches; Nerv- WEAKNESS
ousness,Constipation, Stomach and Liver Dis- PROSTATIC
orders, Bladder Distuutbances, Heart Troubles, ' SYMPTOMS
Despondency, general “Tiired Out” feeling R el
have found their condition to be closely con- TROUBLE

aected with Piles or some othdr rectal trouble,

This Free Bool

gives you the faetslty ——=
50,000 SUFFERERS Rﬁugpvgg e

orn On
WhIL ekt ?Pg g By Proper Rectal
[e8ted. §L§I frf ~51ns' s?§ ¢ Treatment
E?ﬁs 138 Eh‘)i Hé Pamesan ‘é§§8§
g e (BFAE aiH RS Wit %ﬁi MERLS dI]f ydo'u s:;ﬂ‘er fror; an; of
e and 2oy e re

don't neglect your rectal

trouble —minor as it may

seem, it may be the cause. The

Eree Illustrated Book tells of

many cases where patients had

teeth or tonsils removed, or shdominal

operations without benefit —but found

relief only when given proper rectal treat-

ment. These facts, based on 62 years'

experience in the world's oldest known

rectal clinic, may save you from long suf-

fering, worry and heavy expense. Eeel fre#

to ask any questions that occur to you.

There is no obligation, and FREE literature
comes in plain wrapper.

THORNTON & MINOR CLINIC
Suite2i56,926 McGee S, Kansas City, M.

THORNTON & MINOR CLINIC
Suite 2156, 926 McGee St., Kansas City, Mo.

Please send me, without charge or obligation, in plain
wrapper, your Eree Descriptive Book and Reference
Literature. 1 am troubled with

£ PILES B RSIULA
El OTHER RECTAL TROUBLE

Pleasz mark X indicating your trrotble.
FPRESESEAELIEIENEEENEISARNEARS®R

PrUUEENARERITITEVIPSIIENREERD
B AEAERANEAEEESSsINENESEISUENE
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THHIS RCCORD WiTH THE —AND 50 SIMPLE
NEW HOME RECORDOf =rALERSE LET ME
—————-\1 MAKE FRRECDAD.
FNes. Bob. anve Y
IT SURE SOUNDS
LikE YOUR VOicE

MAKE YOUR OWN
RECORDS AT HOME

With HOME RECORD® you can make a gmfeggi?nal itke ww
of your singtog, m&w, recl er lngt ent rfa:g? Fight
your own hotfie too! No longer

machines or studio facilities provent you cr your fmlly or mends
from hearing thelr gqwn voicos or p aﬂng No_experience necesaary.
No “mike” rri.ght about. o complicated gadgets, In a
Jiffy you can set ME RECORDO. play or sing or talk, and
lmmedlatoly you hliﬂ record which you and your friends can
hear as often as $tay wish,

HAYE YOU TALENT? HOME RECORDO Will TELL
Tlegv often yau have wanted {6 hear how you sound to others. And
how often have you wished for an audition. HOME RECORD
makes thesa casy and possible for you new. Because, no longer cnn
the expense keep you fulfilling your wish. With the help of
HOME RECORDN) you mliht be one of the lucky one& to find fame
and success through this simple method of bringing your talenta
before the proper suthorftles.
AMUSING!

'S THRILLING . .
You'll get & real thritl of HOME ‘RBCORDING. Surprise yedr

fﬂaﬂds by letting them heak yaur veies oF playtng f ht fref a
cord a ﬁnipﬁy talklié fegture sgidy ﬁ s
ife ma afly. 1@ Bela tim yeu& V@l L?
IlViiG 35“8%6? mei\q 8 ‘1 ¢ GEEif lﬁﬁ #
shibyd o sl s 95 s msa%

Rlay md HOME RGORDO umlt whleh operated
and-winding phon ognph will do the fi
blank feoefds wo uf eaﬁ mimﬂdlitﬂ

it
bag wmle é:wmﬁ ﬂa&“%?e umé“a the iF%m;lﬂ wm E?T Lﬁg

ver m [£1 ot the a
WABGHBWF yau w;sﬂ

OPERAM ON ANY A.C. OR IXC.
ELECTRIC PHONOGRAPHS
RADIO-PHONO COMBINATIONS
HAND-WINDING PHONOGRAPHS
RECORD PLAYERS
& PORTABLES

SEND NO MONEY!

Everything s lncludod Nothlng else 15 buy
Brod nothing else to ?et completa
; BECOBDIIN‘G(“ tﬂ;l‘ vlvhlch In::g]deﬂ
lﬁAvecordimnaeem playing neadles
A suide rexerd and  spiral feedlngdltuleh
cambination recording and play-

bi& unn suitable fbl‘ recarding & Sklisioléé

PED
g.mmm%? COST ONLY B pef

COMPLETE
OUTFIT ouv $2'98

HURRY COUPON
START RECORDING AT ONCEI
HOME RECORDING CO.

11 West 17th 8t. New York

HOME RECORDING CO., 8tudle KB
11 Weat 17th Btreet, New York N. Y.
Bend entlre HOME REXCORDING OUTFTT described ahose, by

rvéarn mell I will pay poitmian 9K pluj poBtmire, on srrival
(Send cash or money order now for $3.00 nnd save postEge.)

Bend .ioiniivainnan blank reoords at 9% per domen (24 sgides).
Namas..... b eege e a e r et et et i e e eeaaa
kaxteda .

Oity & Btate

Note: Canadian and Forelgn $3.00 cash with order.

A NEW
DETECTIVE
MAGAZINE

OF
MAGIC
AND
MYSTERY!

Featuring George Chance,
the Magiician-Detective,
in Aatiion-Packed Full
Boolk-length Nowals Taken

from His Private Memoirs!

ASK YOUR NEWSDEALER FOR

THHE

GHOS1

FIRST 1SSUE IOG NOW ON SALE




Wiaot the (Ulashs VKot
damous Poneors.

Our New Companion Magazine

THE RIO KID
WESTERN

FIRST ISSUE 165 NOW ON SALE

CANDID CAMERA

CATCHES CO-EDS
In Every lssuee Qff

COLLEGE
HUMOR

GAYER AND GRANDER
THAN EVER

L5¢
AT ALL STTANDS

Molass, lnra
X Elty. Towp,

Maeh

Here's a Partial List
of States, Cities andl
Institutions in which
LA, were placesita
were i
positions as Finger
Print

Okmalsne, Okde.
Hazeltan, Pa.

Miami, Flerida
Orlande, Flerida

Stats af Wash. Calgary, Alta,, Can.

8tate of Wichigan Heusten, Texas

State ot Utah Wateries, lowa

State ot Ohla Victerla. B. C. Nocasa,

Ouluth, Mien. Bates Reuge. La. N e\VInkla
Detrolt. Mieh. Atlastle City, N. ), Kdimpfld

Pusble, Cele.
1dabe Falls, 1dshe
Ojdan. Utab

E. Lansing, Mich,
Glebe, Arireca
Leaden. Oat., Cam.

Cuntralts, Wlil.
BlamarzkiaN. Dud
Blesintsgtaw) bad?

Lecrain Ce., Olla Henryetta, Okla. Go a"Fallal G,
8t. Paul, Miss. Seattle, Wash, Relcdslaid: P2
Pittsbiergh, Pa. Ferudale, Mich. Ph‘l‘lilﬁlﬁlig‘?l.
Liacala, Nebr. McAlmtar, Okla. Riteni. am
Birmingham, Ala Nepaunee, Mich, Pb-dv
Celumbus, Ohla Lawten, Okla,
=-vu-. Cuba (B}n:: Pelnt. Jad, Yiiﬁ 9

ow Haven, Cons ay Clty. Mich.
Great Falla, Mest. Reasaka, Va, ﬁﬁﬁ ﬁiada
Galvesten, Taxas Glandale, Calif.
Pensazata, Fla. Hawalian islands
Stiltwater, Okla Drumright, 0Okia. BoI-l. N c

BEST

The Biggest end Best Magazine
of Comics for All the Family

NOW ON SALE IOG AT ALL STANDS

COMICS

Want a R ar
Inv y !
estigate this opportunity to earn a regular mont Iynhg

and share in Rewards — the samae 'y which 3
to those hundreds of Institute of Applied Science Graduates
now holding ns in the partial list of States, Cities

Institutions shown here. And one to fifieen 1. A. S. Graduates
are employed ob regular monthly salaries by each bureau
listed. Be a Fif Pﬂﬂt and Seeret Service Operator]l Writé
fof Free delaila ){fu ean train at home in spare time to

enter this yeung, swiftly-grewlig profession.

The Conifisiuirtial Raparts Opav-
ater Neo. 38 Mudsé l. his Chteft
m’.ﬁﬁu 8.
[CLU LD D P LD DL T ) L]t
1 lastitwta of Applied Selanss, Dent. 7861 ]
§ 1928 Suanysids Ave., Chicage, Iil.
Gentlemen: — Withoat any cbiigation co my part whetever, aend |
me the Rapunol Op-nta No !&-hn y:nr Ir natrated Free Book
Bay Terma Offer. |

fl oo Finger Priota and your Jow prices and
fl Litarature will be sent omly to persona staking thvelr age.

l*'l'

wm. or aend ecopoa for Fres Reports and 1
. the bame toformation requested by
noothly asleryl

Ave
EEAINESEEEREARED




PROOF ‘Dear Dr. Cloveland:—i recelved

fxy plate amd it fits fimee. Thanks
far the weQderful servide to me. Belng &
my tegth mean mmuch in belnz better

Droperty, also i mmm

ISFIED or your meney Wi %n
90 days trial. Tama dsml&t f §9 %
vise the making of your plates from start to
SEND NO MONEY
WRITE TODPAY for FREE Booklet and Materlal.

WEAR THEN, FFF7 XA ﬁwﬁf{g‘;ﬁ% 3

DR. CLEVELAND DENTAL LABORATORY, oo ¥4 s03.05 Misowri ave.: [ 53, tpefis >

EXCITING STORIES OF THE WAR ON
ESPIONAGE IN AMERICA

THRILLING SPY STORIES

on saLe EvervwhERe Jc AT ALL STANDS

WORKS OFF 110 VOLT j
ELECTRIC LIGHT CIRCUAT. l

this unheard of price, you can etthomu'
lous Pynamic Super-Charged Welder

~all your light sod:et

The Dynamie

metallic arc and
carbon arc welding.

WIELDS CYLINDER BLOCKS, FEN-

DERS, AXLES, BODIES, BUMPERS,

FARM MACHINIRY, CAST IRON
uourons, ETC.

|¢«

AGENTS WANTEDI

You can make big rruﬂh Imn-
duclnc to garages, factories,

profit plan and tem-dsy

Jruh the Dynazle Supie Qg W trial ‘offer. Jast fil In
hlmselt u mueh a ub@heaﬂ 3 el Job Uil e below and mall 1t ia

b dade thi
iﬂm u lll 00 e nm Q:i
Wald& eits lash m% 5-. f%% ____________
tisns Fres. Open a we! :Inp anlu its sar-
Ticeahtlity, the Dynamic Walder Il Tight aad mlv DYNAMIC WELDER CO.
2226.KC Silvartos Rd., Chicago. Hilnels

portaie—ecan be carrled around by hand and mm i

running board of any ear you are warking en ]
WORKS ON IRON, STEEL, TIN, BRASS, | may snd me full
AND ALL OTHER METALS | o B bt pan 4 10-

i

[

I

‘

artieulars on
trial offer.

- mmmmdhmd:sdfmm: Yoo cam aleto seditesr andi bireaz om thse
t!ﬂal:'mtng will mmuym—m e anything and In no time it all you
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CHAPTER I
Catffm for the Lixing

IMBING into the second filloor
window of the undertaker's
establishment was a risky pro-
cedure. I had te break into a back
window of the hardware store next
door. From the storeroom upstalirs 1
climbed out over the reef of a back
erch to the edge of the wndertaker's
puse. Here, €linging te a drain pife;
1 eould barely reach ene hand 6 the
gill of a second flosr windew.

A heavy fog masked the arclight of
the street across the empty lot, but the
sickly glow revealed a delivery wa?en
parked in the alley semewhere belew
me.

Just as I climbed over the sill soft
footsteps marched along the floor of
the funeral parler downstairs. That
was the undertaker. He was going out
inte the yard te meet that delivery
wagon. As the deer elesed behind
him 1 realized that 1 was the enly liv-
ing seul in that heuse.

There was enough light from a gas
jet in the hall to show me my way

Thhe Dead Live Agaim Whem Ghouls
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down the stairs. The dim hall simelled
of flowers and formaldehyde. Apart
from the natural uneasiness amyone
would feel entering a howuse of
corpses, 1 had reasons of my own for
a special horror. On every side of me
were the tools of the grim trade—the
embalming apparatus, rubber tubes,
bottles, receptacles for the drawing of
blood, the long service baskets for
transporting the dead and that new
coffin.

1 passed the couch in the front room
where the dead were laid out, stum-
bled over a box of wax flowers and

Asthar of “Foed for the
Ghousd)” ‘MMrorror of
Dowom;,”’ etc.
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lurched against the framed undertak-
er's license on the wall. 1 was cer-
tainly jumpy. With a steadier step |
went to the coffin. The lid was ¢losed,
but I had no trouble unbolting it. I
lifted the lid as noiselessly as possible
and it seemed that all the dim light in
the room focused on the ghastly face
that stared up at me.

It did not actually stare, for the
corpse’s eyelids were closed and blu-
ish-stiff. But the fllickering gas jet
made the illusion real and nerve shat-
tering. The pressed lips of the man,
twisted in the last throes of death, had
not been tampered with by the morti-
cian's grim art of make-up.

Evidently the dead man had been
poor, for the coffin was cheap, the
burial clothes old and shabby. The
waxen hands, which now clutched at
the empty air, were hands that in life
must have clutched pick or shovel.

I did not pause long to study that
bloodless, death-stiffened visage. I
had my work to do and no time to
waste, for the undertaker would be
back any moment. I could see him
now, through a window, standing at
the opposite end of the back yard re-
vealed in the light of the delivery
wagon. I turned to the coffin.

Putting my arms under the stiff

boedy, I lifted it, and lugged it to a
dark corner of the room. There, I hid
it behind the couch. I took out a small
hand drill, which I had bought in a
hardware store. Quickly, I bored two
holes in the coffin's side just under
the handles, where they would be least
likely to be noticed. Then I repeated
the process on the opposite side, mak-
ing the bere as large as the circular
{@_aft of a keyhole. Next I tilted the
id en the rim, holding it with my
hand se that it weuld fall dewn inte
place when 1 let go. Then I get if,
stretehed myselt eut in the eeffin and
let the 1id elese slowly and seftly.

AS the 1id came down to within the
last inch, a cold shudder gripped
my stiffened back. In that final sec-
ond before the lid shut me off from
the outside, living world, I realized
that I was going mad.

I had not known it until then. The
acta of the insane may be preceded by

a normal pattern of motives and rea-
soning. Up until this dreadful mo-
ment I was certain that I had full pos-
session of my faculties, that my rea-
soning powers were normally acute,
that I had arrived at this act of mine
by a series of apparently lucid and
strictly logical steps. But then as the
lid closed and I heard the bolts auto-
matically click shut with the weight
of the lid, I knew I had gone crazy!
The realization of my mental dis-
aster came in one swift horrifying
vision. It was a vision of that corpse
which I had laid behind the couch. As
nearly as I could remember I had set
the corpse out under the couch with
legs stretched, arms at its side in the
same position as I had found it in the
coffin, stiffened in riger mortis. But
the last sight 1 had ef it revealed its
head twisted semewnat se that it was
peering at me frem under the eoueh!
The light from the single gas jet
shed a fliickering bluish glow on the
ghastly face. The eyes were open and
staring at me, and the mouth was
twisted not in pain—but in a grin!
This dead thing, this stiffened ca-
daver whose place I was ttalking
seemed to see the joke.
It was a macabre joke that I—=a mad-
man—had played upon myseil|

CHAPTER II
Myattryy Murders

HETHER I was mad oF fot,

this chroniele will testify. 1
said I had metives, erystal elear, steel
sharp. 1 shall give them new.

Two hours before 1 comritted the
insane act described above I was sit-
ting with Dr. Joseph Blessant and
Mellicent Martin, his office Aurse, in
the doctor’s private parlor. Dr. Bles:
sant, a portly, handsome gentlerhan in
his fifties, was head of the City Hes-
pital and an important figure in eivie
and charity work. It was not surpris-
ing that the horror which had beset
the city should have broken this pew-
erful and well beloved man se €em-
pletely. FEor the blight had struck In
ghostly fashion at the doctor’s home,
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The reason for his almost hysterical
fears became apparent as we sat to-
gether in the subdued light listening,
tense, waiting for the horror to come
again.

Mellicent was twenty, slender, pal-
lid of skin, lovely in her white uni-
form. As soon as my law practice
would allow, Mellicent Martin and I
were to be wed. It was she who had
asked me to help Dr. Blessant in his
hour of dreadful need. My actual mo-
tive for helping, however, was un-
known to him. I had a definite fear
that Mellicent, as a memmber of the doc-
tor's household and a distant relative
of his, might be the next vietim.

In describing this herror I do not
know how to begin. It was too vague,
hovering, intangible. But in some
way it was connected with some nor-
mal deaths in Dr. Blessant’s clinic.

He looked at me, rubbing his high
white forehead in despair.

“Is some unnatural force demand-
ing revenge for my mistakes?” he
cried.

“Just because the patient died does
not mean you made a mistake,” I said
soothingly. “A doctor of national
reputation certainly can't reproach
himself.”

“I've gone over the case records
carefully, Tom Hurley,” the distract-
ed man said, “to see if there might not
have been one mistake, one dose too
much, one stroke of the scalpel that
slipped, one blunder of the nurse or
intern in charge. Since they were
charity patients a certaln carelessness
might be suspected. But 1 can swear
betere My God I did all in my power.
Se why this rétrithueiiom?”’

The retribution, as he called it,
might have been merely a delusion on
Dr. Blessant’s part. He was suffering
from a psychosis, from overstrained
nerves, working ten hours a day for
his charity clinic, another six hours
for his wealthy clients.

“There simply can't be any connec-
tion between the deaths of your pa-
tients and the horrible things that
have been happening to your family,"
I argued.

“But look here!” the doctor argued,
facing me, the lampshade pouring a
lurid light on his haggard eyes. “How

can you explain the brutal murder of
my brother? Abandoned in the park
with his chest badly mangled, the
heart torn out—cut out of course, but
with such inexpert butchery that I say
torn out. It happened right after one
of my charity patients had died of
angina!”

“Your patient dies of heart disease,”
I commented. “Then your brother’s
heart is torn outl Stwarige!”

“Tom sees the connection!” Melli-
cent put in excitedly. “Amnd it hap-
pened again—the same way. Another
patient died of brain tumor—"

She covered her face with her lovely
white hands. The hands, writhing,
looked suddenly old.

The doctor finished what she had
started to say.

“I did all I could. It was a poor
grocer’s clerk. His family wanted me
to operate, even though I said the
chance was very slim. The boy died.
Then, two days later, my nephew
Jack was found in the woeds above
Blake’'s Hill, his skull sawed and
chopped open as if by a earpenter.
The brain was gene!”

FELT the shiver in Mellicent’'s
wet slim hand as it kneaded my
palm. She khnew the next case:

“Then my cousin, Bob Turbell,” the
doctor moaned. “You see, I'd just lost
a case of tongue cancer. What chance
has any doctor to save a tongue can-
cer patient? One out of a million pext-
haps. Cousin Bob was found in the
turnplke woods, his face herribly mu-
tilated, the tengue—" The docter
breke off, put his shuddering hands te
his head and nedded, dazed with her-
fer,

“Can’t you see what it all meams?”
he cried. “Someone thinks I neglected
my charity patients. And what a grim
revenge they are exacting! I must
pay each time with the same physical
part from some of my own kin! And
who is to be next?”

We were all thinking about thatl
Dr. Blessant had lost a tuberculosis
patient that morning from a hemor-
rhage, a young girl.

“I begged her father to send her to
an institution,” he said, “but he had
no money. I.offered to pay the ex-
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penses out of my own pocket, but it
was too late. I suppose her relatives
will think that I have my rich patients
well cared for in institutions, and that
I deliberately let this girl die in her
squalid home.”

“Are the relatives of these patients
being watched?” 1 asked.

The doctor nodded.

“The police started checking up on
everyone just this morning. It was
Miss Martin"—he nodded to my
fiancee—"witmo went down to Head-
quarters and told them of our theory.
They agree that it's obviously the
work of some murderous crank.” He
wrung his hands. "It I could only
have warned Jane before she went out
tonight!”

I knew Jane Blessant, the Daoctor’s
young niece.

“Wihere did she go?”
alarmed.

“The death of her brother has horri-
fied her so that she left town right
after the funeral,” Doctor Blessant
answered. “She went to visit an aunt.
I phoned her aunt to watch for her. 1
even advised the Highway Police to
watch for a coupe with a young girl
driving. I don't know what route she
took, or I'd be out hunting for her my-
self, even though I've had an exhaust-
ing day at the clinic.”

“Wiy do you think it'll be your
niece, Doctor?” I asked.

“She is the last of my kin.”

“I'm worried about Dr. Blessant
himself,” Mellicent said to me.

The doctor waved his hand distract-
edly.

“I have no fear for myself—if I can
only be sure Jane is saffe!”

The buzz of the phone made all
three of us jump. Mellicent, in her
capacity of office nurse, amswered.
Bravely, she tried to keep her wvoice
steady. But I knew well enough that
her heart was pumping as fast as both
the doctor’s and mine.

We saw her cheeks, always slightly
pale, drain of the last flush of color.
Her hand went to her breast and I
dashed to her, fearing she was going
to faint. The doctor snatched the
phone.

The news wasn't very umexpected.
Jane Blessant’s body had just been

1 asked,

found near a clump of pine 8R the
north turnpike.

It took us nearly an heur te %i
there, the three of us Fiding iR the
doctor's car. Motoreyele police and a
crowd of curiesity-seekers steed
around a ramshackle farmheuse where
the body had been taken. A pelies
surgeon had already arrived and his
examination of the body indicated
that death had occurred only a few
moments before the mutilated corpse
was found.

No wonder Dr. Blessant and Melli-
cent had felt the uncanny telepathy of
violence working. For while the
three of us had been sitting in the doc-
tor's parlor, the fiendish mutilation of
his niece had been taking place!

She had been a beautiful girl, I re-
membered, but now her face was gray
and twisted by those last moments of
an unspeakable death. They had
found her lying with a deep gory hole
cut in her chest, the ribs hacked away
as if with a butcher’s knife.

I stared at the waxen face, sick with
horror and likewise with the pungent
and indescribable odor which seemed
to fill the farmhouse roem—the oder
of formaldehyde.

Dr. Blessant's forehead was erifi-
kled and wet, his gentle eyes bulging
and hardened to the glint of agates.
We all heard him gibbering.

“The fiend sliced out a lung!” he
sobbed. He looked away from the
crowd of policernen and stared at Mei-
licent and me.

“That patieat of mine whe died
this morning—she was the same age, a

young girl! And it was Rer ITung
that.
CHAPTER 111
Charnel HMouse
E drove home. What wsual a¥-

rangerents there were {8 Be
made, the nerve-shattered dseter left
to his assistant whe was stmmened
from tewn.
By this time 1 was esnvineed, as
were the poliee, that these herfifying
crimes were acts of revenge and ‘fe:
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tribution” directed at the hapless Dr.
Blessant. Each time one of the doc-
tor's charity patients died a rich pa-
tient paid the penalty. And to make
the payment perfect, the rich patient
was always one of Dr, Blessant’s rela-
tives. Never in my life had I heard of
crank “justice” belﬁF perverted to
such an extent as to victimize such an
innocent and honorable and well be-
loved mman.

My anger, however, was subordi-
nated to my fears. Either the doctor
or the loveliest member of his house-
hold, my fiancee, would be next. It
was in the ordained course of the
maniac's schedule. My mind jumped
wildly. Dr, Blessant had lest ainother
case that mernlag—a peor, bedrag-
gled yeung woman. My stomach
twisted as if wrenehed by an iey claw
as 1 pletured what might happen to
my Mellieent. She weuld be feund
abandened at the side ef seme lenely
tLifﬁdle@, dead and hideeusly muti-
lated.

Those were my grim thoughts as
Mellicent said good night to me when
I left her at the doctor’s house. 1 did
not leave, however, until the Police
Chiet had sent three patrolmen to act
as a bodygward for the doctor during
the night. A cordeon was set about the
house with orders that ne ene was te
enter before meraing. 1 wanted to
stay, but beth Mellicent and the dee-
tor preferred that I ge down te Head-
guarters.

The night was murky and chill as I
walked down the street. I still shud-
dered with the memory of that first
vision I had had of Jane Blessant’s
body, and ot that repugnant odor with
which my sense of smell vivifled the
fearful after-lmage of hef.

That smell of formaldehyde both-
ered me for the simple reason that it
did not belong in that picture of sud-
den death. I felt, reasonably enough,
that it might be a clue. I had even
mentioned it to the police surgeen. He
had made a note of the polat. 1t might
mean something to the homicide beys,
he said.

Walking down the gloomy and al-
most deserted street I tried to weave
this elusive thread into the pattern.
Wihat would the killer be doing with

formaldehyde, I wondered.

I dropped into the nearest drugstore
while waiting for a street car to take
me down to Headquarters. Briefly, I
told old Sam Wiinkle, the druggist,
what was on my mind. He had heard
of the last blow which had befallen
Dr. Blessant and was most distressed
and concerned. The doctor was one
of his best friends and clients.

“Formaldehyde is used as a preserv-
ative,” he said.

“I know that much, and it's given
me a hunch that the killer was saving
these definite parts of the bodies of
his victims.”

“You mean some day he can present
them to the doctor?” Old Winkle
glared over his thick lenses. “Listen,
Mr. Hurley,” he said to me suddenly,
“something happened today which got
me thinking. A fellow came in here—
a queer looking bird who buys lots of
drugs. Had kind of a small head, but
his body was long enough to make him
a glant. 1 could see right away from
his talk that he knows lets about
chemieals. He'd never have the stuff
sent te any address, which is what 1
always ask when they want a @§@ﬂ§=
tien. He always waited. ell, he
uses that phene in there and teday 1
just happened te be in the next besth
and heard Rim say ‘I'll eall for it at
haif past twelve. Sure, in baek.'”

ALL for what?" I asked.

“Ihat’s just it. I checked
up the call with central, He'd phoned
an umndertaker.”

“Whiich one?"

“Cheap one down on Center Street.
Name of Titus Gambril. And maybe
you know, Mr. Hurley, that undertak-
ers use formaldehyde.”

Instantly I went to the phone. 1
called up the coroner’s office asking
them to look up the death certificates
of the last four patients of Dr. Bles-
sant. Since all death certificates re-
cord the funeral director, I asked
them to check this also. The four
burials had been in charge of Titus
Gambril.

I decided to delay my visit to Head-
quarters. I took a street car for the
Gambril Funeral Parlors. It was lo-
cated in the poorer section of town.
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The street was deserted, although ene
or two stores were still open—bakery,
a hardware store, and four corner sa-
loons. A small globe of light hun
above the mortician’s like a spot o
marsh fitree. I rang the bell,

I confess that 1 might have been
more covert in my entrance but by
now my nerves were twitching, my
brain whirling. It would have been
wiser to have sent a detective. But [
was too eager to do some detective
work myself. If that strange chemist
Old Winkle had mentioned was get-
ting his supply of formaldehyde from
Gambril's undertaking parlor I re-
solved to shadow him. I would shad-
ow him that night—and by myself.

A thin man in black with a fixed
smile opened the door. He had no
reason to doubt that I was just an-
other customer. But he asked what I
wanted before inviting me into his
office.

“Do I have to tell my business out
here in the drizzly street?"

Mumbling that he was busy, he let
me enter the little office. I could see
the parlor through the door. I saw
the couch with the wax flowers on a
table, on chairs, in boxes on the flloor.
I saw the coffin.

My eyes snapped back to the under-
taker. His glare was fixed on me.

“Welll, sir?”

“I see you are working on a case.
Who is it?”

He stiffened, standing in front of me
so as to mask my view of that coffin.
He showed a definite suspicion.

“Wihat has that to do with your
business, sir?"

I was too excited to be diiplomatic.
He saw my hands shaking with ex-
citement as I lit a cigarette.

“If you are already working on a
job I can get another undertaker.”

This got him. He wheedled, rubbing
his manicured hands that smelt of
strong soap.

“I assure you, sir, that does not mat-
ter. If you will sit down and tell me
the name of the deceased, the ad-
dress—"

I made up the first lie that popped
into my head. “My uncle died at nine.
Dr. Blessant signed the death certifi-
cate—"

I watched the effect of the Docter's
name on him, but found he was wateh:-
ing me with the same steady fixed
stare—like a cat's.

“I suppose that is one of Br. Bles:
sant's unfortunate cases?” | peintsd
to the coffin.

E undertaker jumped up.

“So that's it!” he snarled, show-
ing huge false teeth, which gave me
the impression that this man was him-
self falsely human. “So! You come
here te ask about Dr. Blessant’'s pa-
tients. Yeu're a detective! 1 knew
the pelice would jump at that—with
ne reasen except that all these fiendish
deaths have a eounterpart in the bedies
t have prepared for burial. 1¥'s a
damnable eutrage. My reputatien is
Fuined! And a yeung snip like yeu
dares to come here and ask me abeut
Br. Blesant te my facet”

He did not raise his voice although
he gave the impression of shouting
madly. Indeed, each successive out-
burst was softer, more malignaat than
the rest. “Get out of here, you young
swine! Of I'll=="

He picked up a chair and in his mon-
strous rage swung it up as if to bring
it crashing on my head.

But I swung first, cutting him easily
on the mouth. His false teeth clacked
and he fell headlong. He rolled and
lay on the floor, the mest hideeus mis-
shapen thing I have ever seen. The
false teeth were partly eut, givin
him the look of a sharling babeen, an
his dazed eyes flickered and fixed en
me with a murderous greenish light.

Then he drew a gun! 1 had net
come here for any sueh combat. I was
an intruder, and defenseless. [ de-
cided it was time te retreat.

But I wanted t6 go back.

I could not very well ring the desf:
bell again. 1 rhight have asked fef
police help. But if they sent a detee:
tive in, the undertaker weuld surely
suspect.

Whatever transaction he Rad with
the strange chermist weuld Be ealled
off. I would leara nething.

I resolved ot to bother %im iR,
but to wait out in bask fer the ai%val
of the chemist. It was twe Heurs Be-
fore the chemist, accerding t8 his
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phone message, was “to call for it.” I
went home and came back with a gun
and the hand drill.

At midnight I hid behind the funeral
parlor, between two ash cans, securely
hidden in the thickening fog. At half
past twelve I heard the chug of a meo-
tor, the rattle of an old delivery wagen
which backed up in the alley against
the board fence of the undertaker's
yard.

I saw the driver let down the back-
board of the wagon and shoot his flash-
light over the fitanr. He was abmnor-
mally tall, gaunt, with long bony
hands. 1 saw his hands shoving aside
a pile of stuff to make room for the
freight he had come to collect. Was
he making these preparations merely
for a bottle ot formaldehyde?

I doubted it. And with good logic
as I soon found out. From the back
door of the funeral parlor the thin
black form of Gambril stepped into the
yard. The gaunt giant came toward
him.

“Is it readiy?” he asked sharply.

They were so close to the cans be-
hind which I hid that I could hear
every word.

“It’s in a coffin. Been dead two
days,” the undertaker said. “But keep
your voice down. A fellow came here.
Looked like a detective, except he
dida't have a gun. If I ever get my
hands on him—"

“Let’s get the corpse and go.”

front snooping around. I want to have
another look. If anyone finds out
where we’re taking that cadaver they’ll
know who's been murdering and
butchering those victims on the Turn-
pike. It'll mean the pen for us all.
You walk around the block and see if
anyone’s spotting us.”

WAITED until they had gone

their separate ways. 1 was deter-
mined to shadow these ghouls to the
very ends of the earth, The dispesi-
tlen of that corpse, as 1 had just
learried, would unearth the secret of
the reign ot terror that had fi’dpped
our city. But hew was 1 to find eut
where they were taking that cerpse?
1a anether minute they would be gefie
and the seeret woeuld vanish with them.
A secret that might mean the safety of
my beleved Melliecent.

Wibat I did was mad, but what else
could I have done? I had no car with
which to track the ghouls. Nor h4d 1
time to call the police. I resolved to
play my own hand.

Needless to say, the undertaker had
locked all doors even though he had
gone out for just a moment. But I
got in by the method told before.

A moment after I had closed myself
inside the casket I heard the steps of
men—two men. I felt my grim prison
being slid along the floor, tilted, then
wheeled along. The smell of dank
mists oozed through the holes I had
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bored with the drill. Needles of light
crossed my face as I lay stretched in
the straight rigidity of a corpse.

I felt myself tilted again, then
shoved. The smell of mists gave way
to the smell of gasoline. My coffin vi-
brated with the chugging of the car.
I was on the way not only to some
leathsome corner of hell—but on the
way to madness.

1‘HIIE car stopped. The motor's
chug pave way te the chant of
frogs. Palm fronds thrashed and
fmoaned in the strong wind. 1 ceuld
smell musk and slime and retting
hyacinths. 1 judged from this that
they had brought me dewn inte the
swamp,

Evil voices mingled with the lament
of frogs and hoot owls as I was car-
ried inside the house. I could not see
the house. I could only hear the
creaking age of its floors, the wind
whistling through tumble-down eaves,
the squeak of rusty bolts.

The instant that I was set on the
floor 1 heard men talking in grim ex-
citement. There were three voices,
but I only saw two of the speakers.
Through the small holes I had bored
in the coffin’s side I could see a part of
the room framed in a tiny circle.

By pressing my eye against the hole
I could see more. An eye pressed
close against a keyhole can see almost
an entire figure, even though the aper-
ture extends through a thick door. A
hole through a single board may be
much smaller to reveal the same sector
of the room. A part of the visible wall
showed a shelf on which were some
jars of preserved specimens—hideous
gory objects, like tumors.

I caught one glimpse of the under-
taker, his lips still swollen from that
blow I had dealt him back in town.
Then I saw someone else!

It was just the face, haggard and
gray with eyes burning in the throes
of what seemed a hallucination mania.
At times I could see his abmormally
long fingers stained red and blue and
green. This no doubt was the chemist
and experimenter about whom I had
heard from the drugstore keeper.

In a shaking voice which came from
deep in his throat he spoke.

“Who is this dead mam?" he agked.

“The brain tumor case,” someone
behind my coffin answered. Because
of my coffin the voice sounded muf-
fled and distant, but I could barely
make out the words. “We will take
out his brain and replace it with a new
one. You have a brain readiy?"

The chemist pointed his bony fin-
gers in a direction beyond and abeve
my coffin, evidently to the wall.

“In those jars I have every part
you've ordered.”

“Before we try the first experi-
ment,” the voice behind me said, *1
want one more healthy specimen—the
entrails of a young woman."

1 saw the chemist's face twist sud-
denly with repugnance.

“What, another! A young womam!"
His fingers locked and intertwined.

“It’s for the sake of science, Peter
Quills! Surely you aren't falterimg!"

E chemist’s hollow eyes burned
with a terrible fire.

“Science! Yes, for the sake of sci-
ence I have become a fieardl. I was hu-
man once—that first time I stuck a
needle into a corpse’s heart and
shocked it into renewed pulsation, I
was still human when I saved another
man with alpha loblin and adrenalin.
But then I wanted to raise men after
the cadaveric spasm. This undertaker
here brought me the bodies="

I saw his yellow skin wrinkle hor-
ribly in an expression of untold mis-
ery, the agony of the damned.

“That was my next step. Slewly I
became a fiearndl. I raised a woman who
had been dead ten houts. 1 raised a
negro who had been burled. Rigef
mortis had begun at his head and
worked down as it always dees. But
1 brought the man back te life. He
was changed. It was niot the man whe
had died. He had the same bedy, yes,
but that was all. He geot up right, in
this room and wandered off ints the
swamp—a corpse that walked, a bedy
without a sewll!”

“But think of your fame—"

“That’s it—fame! I wanted to go
farther. You told me I could net
resurrect the dead if there was any 6f-
ganic lesion. Then you told me the
answer—get the organ from a living
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and healthy patient. Wihat matter if
it caused one death in order to cancel
another? It will be for science!” 1
saw the chemist’s face a mask of re-
pugnance. “I thought you weuld nieed
only one specimen—one heart, 6F per-
haps one brain, But yeu've demanded
too muech. And new you want the
entrails of a young living wemam!”

He got up and went to the wall,
reaching for those jars of specimens.
He crashed them down one after an-
other against the filoor.

“Ithese specimens I hacked out of
perfect bodies—they are things of
hell. Wihat sort of loathsome crea-
tures will I bring back? Wihat would
I create—corpses with a horrid sem-
blance of life! No! I've done
enough!”

The jars shattered in bits, spilling
the vile smelling liquid. Inasmuch
as my coffin was on the floor, I saw the
contents of one—a repugnant mass of
tissue—roll out like something alive.

Gambril the undertaker moved in-
to my vision.

“But this dead man at our feet,” he
said.

“I will not open the coffim! I will
not tempt myself—or you. This is a
corpse. It stays a corpse! It shall be
buried—deep down in the earth where
it belongs!”

I could not hear the answer to this.
But I thought I heard a sawdionic
laugh.

My heart stopped a beat, leaving a
cold creeping chill over my whole
body. 1 tried to shriek but the wind
howling across the swamp and all
about the house drowned what miser-
able sound my cramped lungs could
make. I tried to reach for my gun
so I could fire a shot through the €of-
fin and thus announece that I was not a
corpse but a living man.

I had put my gun in my inside coat
pocket under my arm, never for a mo-
ment anticipating that I would have to
fire it while cramped inside the coffin.
And now I found I could not possibly
reach if!

I tried to lift the lid of my coffin.
But it did not budge. The undertaker
had evidently screwed it tighter. I
was trapped.

And I was to be buried alivell

CHAPTER 1V
Buried AMive

TRIED again to shniek, but 1 was

half suffoeated by now. My shrieks
were fmeans, The wind meaning iA
the rotten eaves drowned fe eut. I
kneeked ffaﬁ_tieallg with my knuekles
but the rattling shutters masked the
seund perf_eetlz.. Ne ene heard fe.
And even if 1 had been heard 1 knew
perfectly well they weuld bury me
alive netwithstandimg!

My hysteria was heightened by a
sardonic argument about my grave.
Someone suggested that the undertak-
er, Gambril, take me back to his fun-
eral parlors, from where I would be
taken to Potter's field on the meorrow.
But the undertaker, Gambril, refused.

“A young fellow came to my parlor
tonight,” he said. “I think he was a
detective. If I get caught taking this
casket back, they'll be asking why I
took it out in the first place. This isn’t
my funeral! Bury this stiff here ia
the cypress slash. Play safe.”

It was at that moment that I saw
something through the peep holes in
the coffin's side.

A girl banged open the door and
rushed in. She stood there panting
for breath, staring wild-eyed at the
room, then at the coffin on the fllvor.
Somehow, by what strange miracle I
could not guess, I had been followed
—by the one person in the world who
would be most anxious about me. The
girl was Mellieeat Mairtin!

The demented chemist had turned,
his long bony jaw dropping astounded.

“You!” he gaped. “Wihat are you
doing here? How did you get heme?"

She did not answer, for her eyes had
darted down to the coffin so that she
seemed to be looking straight at my
face. Then she saw something that
made her pallid cheeks drain to a dead
white. She stared at those broken
jars and the hideous bloody specimens
scattered over the flwor. A wild scream
tore from her throat and she swayed
forward.

“Milly! Milly!" I cried piteously.
And this time I howled with the last
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breath in my lungs. But Mellicent's
shriek was the louder. She did not
hear me. Nor did anyone else.

The next instant a powerful, steady
hand reached out so that it came just
within my vision. Mellicent had
crumpled limp in a faint, and I saw the
hand clutch the apron of her nurse’s
uniform and seize her with a ripping
of cloth. She must have come out of
her faint quickly for I heard her
screams as she was carried off, the
frantic call dwindling, merging into
the moan of the wind.

I choked hysterically. 1 kimocked
and squirmed. Even though I knew it
was hopeless. I spent my last breath.
I must have lapsed into a faint—a Jong
one, long enough for the digging of
my grave. For when 1 came to I felt
my coffin being lowered deeper and
deeper,

There was a hard thud and clank
of rock as the coffin reached the bot-
tom. I heard the knock of stones, the
thump of clods pouring over me, bury-
ing me, one shovelful at a time, an
eternity between each shovelful as my
burial was accomplished.

WAS reallly buried. There was mo

doubt about that. But the grave
itself was not as yet filled up to the
brim. Although the shoveling of earth
seerned to take hours, orly a few ie-
ments had actually passed. No mere
than half a foot of earth covered the
lid, as 1 seon found out.

During that horrifying rhythm of
dumping, I fought with the strength
of a maniac. No man knows his
strength, for his mind releases the
muscles when the agony of fatigue
becomes unbearable. But no agony
could be too great for a man who
heard the clods falling one by one on
top of his coffim!

I shoved up against the lid with my
shoulders, my arms, my knees, my
whole arched body. The wood split,
the earth began to dribble in. Bolts
loosened. The lid cracked open. With
a last frenzy of convulsion, like a land-
ed fish, I poked my head through six
inches of soil.

I heard a howl of dismay from the
three grave diggers. I was up on my
knees now, buried to the waist, rising

from a grave!

Two men fled, for I heard the clump
of their feet, the horrified yell from
the crazed chemist, like the howl of a
wolf calling to the moon. But the
third man stuck to his post. The hol-
low blade of an irrigating shovel
whacked down on top of my head,
making a resounding crash inside my
skull.

I came to the slowly, dreaming of
eternal torture, of blackness, of a
crown of thorns on my brow, of a cof-
fin cramping my arms to my side, of
worms eating out my eyes.

But when I came to after that mur-
derous bash on the head I was lying
not in a coffin but on something per-
haps just as bad. Or worse.

I was on a table which was covered
with a sheet. Even though the dank
swamp air was by no means cold, I
shivered because of the nervous sweat
which bathed my nude body. I was in
the same room, 1 noticed, as the one
where I had lain in my casket a short
while before.

Above me stood a thin man with
a long face, expressionless except for
a fiked smile on a swollen bruised
mouth.

Doubtless for the first time in the
undertaker's professional career that
fixed smile meant something. He was
going to repay me for that blow 1 had
given him in his funeral parler—and
he was going to pay me well,

I saw his clothes smirched with the
earth of the grave—my grave. 1 shud-
dered with the memory of his false
teeth loosened with the plate half sut
under his drawn 1lp. The lip was
tight again, bringing back that same
horrid grimace.

I tried to squirm free, which breught
back the feeling that 1 was caught by
the everlasting bonds of a eeffin. N8
wonder I had dreamed I was still
trapped deep in a grave. For My arFms
and legs were bound te the table, as
a dog is strapped for viviseetion.

It was not vivisection, hewever, that
I was to endure, for 1 eeuld see the
materials with which this fiendish up-
dertaker was working. There was a jar
of an evil-lecking ligquid, anether
empty jar with a rubber tube leading
to it. The full jar contained embalm-
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ing fluid, the other was ready for my
blood.

“The Chief says you posed as a dead
man,” the undertaker chuckled, “so we
may as well treat you like on. Em-
balming fluid will kill you without any
mark of violence—in case your body
is dug up for an autopsy.” He gave a
throaty gasp of a laugh like a horse
and I caught a sudden whiff of the al-
cohol on his breath. There was a bot-
tle of alcohol on the chemist's side-
board which the undertaker kept sam-
pling. But my eyes were fixed on the
jar of embalming fluld and every nerve
in my body recoiled. I only hoped that
when the burning stuff was poured in-
to my veins death could come quickly.

UT when my eyes slipped away

from the abhorreat grin 1 saw
something that changed my mind. 1
did net want te die. 1 must live—and
fighth

1 saw another table across the room
and a form lying on it. It was a slim
lovely shape covered by a sheet. Mel-
licent's face was uncovered except for
strands of her reddish gold hair tou-
sled about her death-white forehead.
Her eyes glowed with fear, fixed with
the mute horror of a tortured dog gaz-
ifg at the master whern it leves. That
is te say, Mellicent’s eyes were €ling-
ing te mine!

Obviously she had been drugged,
for she did not seem to know me ex-
cept in a dazed bewildered way. She
did not answer when I gasped out her
name. She had been drigged s6 ther-
eughly that her captors had net found
it necessary to bind her, as they had

bound me. One lovely arm hung down
limp, naked, listless.

“Do whatever you want with me!”
I cried, turning my face up to the um-
dertaker. “But if you fiends touch
that girl—

“I'm not going to touch Hwr. But
the Chief says she knows too much,
so she’s got to join you—out yonder
under the growmd!!”

“Tihe Chief!” I gasped. “You mean
that maniac chemist! If he dares—"

The undertaker’s teeth clacked with
a drunken yap of a laugh. My inane
threats did not impress him. He went
for another drink of alcohol and water.
“Tihe chemist isn’t the Chief. He's
only a crazy old loon. He's back in
his laboratory now breaking up his
bottles and test tubes. He's throigh.
A padded cell for him, and a nice com-
foctable grave for you—"

Wiith that he stepped to the side of
my table and reached for my arm, un-
strapping it. He held it upward with
a twist, his hand clamped abotit it like
a vise. He jabbed into a vein in my
arm and inserted the rubber tube.

I was completely oblivious to the
pain. The metallic grip of his hand
was far more terrifying than the tube.
As I tried vainly to twist my arm free,
1 caught sight of Mellicent watching
me. I saw a faint flicker of horror and
recoghition come to her eyes. Her
lips gibbered soundlessly as she
watehed the bleed peuring frem my
vein inte the empty jar.

Motes began to dance before my
eyes. Lights dimmed and wheeled
crazily. 1 tried to jerk my arm free

[lunn Bage]
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of the human vise but my strength was
going fast.

It was right then that the undertak-
er stiffened, hearing footsteps. He
listened. I listened. There was a tus-
sle in some back room. The under-
taker’s grin faded. Obviously he was
anxious about this intruder, The foot-
steps were not like those of the chem-
ist. They were mcire resolute. The
boards squeaked.

I tried to remember if I had heard
a car coming down that shell road and
turning into the yard. I tried so hard
that I actually imagined it had hap-
pened. Had someone followed Melli-
cent? Had Mellicent picked up my
trail back there at the drugstore? The
druggist, Sam Winlkle was the only
one in the world who know that I had
gone down to the Gambril Undertak-
ing Parlors.

Perhaps the druggists had phoned
her while she was waiting with the
distracted Dr. Blessant for my tele-
phone call. I reconstructed the whole
tragic series of events as I lay there
with my blood flowing out of my
veins.

" MERLLICENT must have obtained
ATl a car and somehow traced me.
Then the doctor, frantieally worried
for the girl’s safety, had followed her
in anether car.

The proof of this wild theory came
the next moment.

The door burst open and a man sttood
there—portly, big-shouldered, obvi-
ously worn out with fatigue. No face
in the world filled me with such utter
relief or assurance. It was the strong,
benign face of Dr. Blessamt!

“Doctor!” I shouted in a frenzy of
triumph. “You got here just in time!
Mellicent—owver there! Save her!
Save her, Doctor, for God's sake!
This fiend is going to kill her—and
he’s killing me. He’s going to em-
balm me and bury me!”

I had time for all this outburst for
the simple reason that Dr. Blessant
just stood there. He stood while the
undertaker burst out out in a big neigh
of laughter. Dr. Blessant did not
laugh. But I saw a quieer gleam in his
kind old eyes. 1 saw a slight eurl to
his strong brave mouth.

And I saw something else.

His hands—the delicate but power-
ful hands of a surgeon—iirad just been
washed. But there was a ring of dift
about the wrists. He looked as if he
had been digging in the earth, not only
because of his fatigue, but because of
his clothes. They were covered with
dirt! It was the same claylike soil
and mud which begrimed the under-
taker.

Dr. Blessant was one of the men
who had dug my grawve!

CHAPTER V
Fiend WUsmmasked

KNEW the truth. The doctor had

noet only helped to dig the grave
and to heap the earth over my coffin,
but it-was he whe stayed after I poked
my head and shoulders above the
grave, The defiented chemist and the
tndertaker had fled, but Dr. Blessant
had waited leng eneugh te bash my
head with his shevel.

That was only part of the truth. The
rest came in quick terrifying flashes.
The doctor was the “Chief,” the man
to whom the chemist had been talking
before my burial. He was the real
criminal in the series of deaths which
had horrified the countryside. The
lunatie echemist was only a €at's-paw.
Teue enough, it was the chemist whe
had attacked and biitehered the vie-
tims found In the turpike woods. But
by reason of insanity he esuld plead
net guilty before God and befere man.

I remembered the chemist's words:

“I thought you needed only one
heart, one brain, but you've demanded
too much!” From that one statement,
the full crime of Dr. Blessant and its
fiendish subterfuge flashed tipon me.
He had hoedwinked the chemist,
working on his insane delusions. The
latter apparently had had seme sué-
6ess in resuscitating victims of sud-
den death, a feat common te medern
seience. Dr. Blessant fed Ris egs:
fAania te mad Reat. He persuaded fhe
erack-Brained ecreature te attempt th
miraeulous. 1t he eeuld raise 4 dea
man, he weuld Be werld fameus.
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This could be done—so the doctor
must have said—if the cancerous liver
could be replaced by a healthy one.
The doctor could do the transplainting,
being a skillful surgeen. Likewise, he
could supfly the deceased cancer pa-
tient. All that was needed was the
healthy liver. The chemist must eb-
tain that! That was the glib stery Df.
Blessant had teld the ehemist.

Thus Dr. Blessant sent him out to
slay certain victims. The doctor could
specify just which victin he wanted.
He could pretend to need a definite
specimen according to sex, age, health,
compatibility of bloed. As for the or-
gans which the demented slayer

understand what was happening to me
arrd what was going to happen to the
girl whom I cherished and loved. I
was obsessed not with motives or past
events, but with the present—the
handsome, stern face of Dr. Blessant
smiling at me with a strange twist of
the lips, oenece wistful and benevelent,
fnew covertly murderous.

And I could hear his calm wvoice
which had soothed many neurotics.

“That chemist is a beautiful case of
dementia praecox,” he said to the un-
dertaker. “I've just fought with him
and chained him. But I'll have to give
him another hypo. He's strong as a
grizzly.,” He stalked to the door, his
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hacked from the bodies of his victims,
the doctor had no use for them at all.
What he really wanted was a pre-
scribed list of persons murdered!

The deranged chemist, obsessed
with fame, obsessed with advamcing
science no matter what the cost, was
willing to go out and kill someone in
order to obtain the necessary brala or
lung or liver. As everyone in the €oun-
tryside feared, it was indeed a fiend
that was rawmnpae!

Much of this flashed through my
mind in a kaleidoscope of wild sur-
mises. I could not straighten it all out
until later, Right now I could only

great shoulders held back in his well
known military fashion. For the mo-
ment he was almost jaunty. As he
went out he said: “If the girl wakes
up, call me. I've got to find out how
mtuch she's talked to the police before
we get rid of her.

My eyes slipped over to Mellicent
and I was astonished to see that she
had dropped off to a deep, breast-heav-
ing sleep. Her wild attempt to fight
off the drug had evidently failed.

Y now I was too weak to strug-
gle any more than a drowning
kitten. The undertaker held my arm,
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grinning at its feeble quivering when
I tried to jerk it free. How much of
my life had drained into that bloody
jar 1 did not know, but I knew that
the end was a matter of seconds.

The room was strangly dark except
for those motes of light in their orgy
of dancing. Then I saw more light
which seemed to emanate from a hu-
man arm that lifted and moved. Mel-
licent had only feigned sleep when the
doctor had come in! And now she
was playing her last desperate card to
save me.

The arm, her arm, moved, reaching
to the sideboard where a tray of op-
erating instruments must have sug-
gested a pitiful hope for a weapon.

But the undertaker heard the rustle
of the sheet and turned to look. The
astonishment that passed through his
thin body shook his hand—the hand
that gripped my arm.

At that instant my hand tore away,
free. I reached for the knife with
with which he had made that incision
in my vein, and as he turned on me,
the knife caught him a glancing rip
in the chest.

He staggered back with a groan,
then fumbled frantically for the gun
he wore on his hip. It came out cum-
bersomely, slowly, so slowly that Mel-
licent had time to leap from her table
and throw her nude body on his back
like a tigress. He whirled in an at-
tempt to ward off her wild onslaught.
Drugged as she was, Mellicent had no
chanice. But in that first lureh, the un-
dertaker had backed up clese against
my table, lifting his gun to use it as
a €lub on the girl's head. With my
one free arm I reached for the weapen.
And 1 got it.

Wihen Dr. Blessant came rushing in
at the sound of the shot he saw his
henchman, Gambril the undertaker,
lying on his face knocked down by a
slug that had parted his hair. He
also saw the girl slicing my straps
with a knife.

And he saw the gun I held, lifted,
shaking weakly, pointing at him,

But I myself could see notiniimg!

Wiith so much loss of blood, I had
but the momentary glimpse, dim and
devoid of outline, of the doctor when
he entered. Then a cloud of blackniess

smothered my sight. But I held the
gun up, as if ready to bring it down
with a squeeze of the trigger the mo-
ment the doctor took another step.

ordered him to hold up his hands:.
Witether he did so or not I did not
know. 1 knew only one thing for cer-
tain—that Mellicent had come to me.

I felt her shoulder pressed against
mine, partly supporting me as I leaned
against her. I felt her fumbling with
my bleeding arm. I heard the squeak
and twist ot the strap she had cut from
the table. She was making a tourni-
quet above my wound. And during
these helpless moments of blindness I
tried to face the doctor and pretend
that I could see him!

My pretense failed. I heard a low
sardonic laugh. It was Dr. Blessant's
voice, but it had changed. A malig-
nant and bedeviled note had filtered
in, making an eerie discord to a voice
that we had all loved and obeyed.

“Don"t let him go!” Mellicent
screamed. “He’s put down his handis!
He's coming to you to kill you! Can't
you see!”

“No, I camt!” I moaned.
see!”

“[ can’t

ELLICENT snatched the gun
from e, and the decter must
have stopped. The next merent I
felt a bottle held te my lips. It was
that medicine bettle of aleahol from
which the undertaker had been swig-
ing. The first deep gulp eheked me,
urAed my lips and threat. The next
Brought a rearing te my ears. I esuld
net understand the strange reastien
until 1 realized that there was actually
a erashing éelanging seund semewhere
in baek of the Heuse. As the drink fe:
vived me 1 Began te see a whirl gf
Haming metes daneing befere My eyes.
;r‘&za orms emerged frem the daric
Wihen my dizzy eyes steadied, I saw
the most ghastly picture of all that
hideous night. The deranged chemist
staggered in, dragging a bl% pot-bel-
lied stove to which he had been
chained. That was the racket and
clang that had all but deafened me.
Gibbering in the guttural growls of
a mad dog, he reached out his man-
acled hands — massive, long-boned
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hands, stained red and green and blue,
and clamped them about the doctor’'s
neck. It was the doctor, I remembered,
who had tried to quiet him with drugs
and then chained him.

One twist of those hands would
have broken the neck of a horse.
But, to my utter astonshiment, the
doctor was not hurt. The monStrous
hands let loose, then gripped the scruff
of the victim's neck. The doctor was
thrown to the floor and the chemist
fell on him, fumbling in his clothes
for a key.

“Kill him! Shoot him!” the doctor
screamed at me. “If he gets the key,
he’ll tear us all to pieces!™

I could focus my dazed eyes mow,
and I reached to Mellicent for the gun.
But I did not fire. The maniac had
the key out but the was unable to ukse
it on his own manacles.

“You’re the one he'll tear to pieces,
Dr. Blessant! You tricked the poor
wretch into thinking you were work-
ing for science. You never intended
to use those human parts this maniac
supplied. You egged him to a frenzy
§6 you could send him out to murder
any victim you plcked ouwt!”

The demented giant lifted his head.
It rocked crazily, his eyes glaring.
He began to gibber, his throat lifting
with a doleful howl. The key dropped
from his hand.

I jumped for it before the doctor
could squirm free of the man who was
still kneeling on him. Steadying my
voice us well as I could, I said, “I'll un-
lock your hands, my poor fellow.
Held them out to me.”

The lunatic stared at me, his eyes
rolling, bulging. In a dumb, half-wit-
ted way, he must have understood
what I was doing, even though the
words meant nothing. He was like an
animal that vaguely senses the mean-
ing of a voice and gesture. He let me
slip the key into the lock of one of the
E€uls.

The doctor stared up from the flivor.

“Have you gone stark mad!” he
yelled at me. “You don’t intend to
free this Kiilllent™

“You are the real killer,” I said
calmly, as I slipped the cuff onto the
doctor's wrist. “INl leave you two

chained together. You and your ma-

niac partner. You can argue it out
among yourselves as to which of you
i8 going to pay for these crimes.”

The chemist looked down dazed, too
stupefied to realize what had hap-
pened. The drugs with which the doc-
tor had tried to soothe him were evi-
dently beginning to work. The flam-
ing eyes dulled. The gaunt head rolled
sleepily on the massive shoulders. The
great form slumped heavily.

R. BLESSANT meanwhile lay on

the flook, his neck velns bulging,

the bleed puffing his eyes. Feor that

fement he leeked the mere danger-
eusly insane of the twe.

“Am almost perfect crime, Doctor!”
I said. “No one in the world would
suspect you of killing off all your rela-
tives when you made up a sfitdive we
all believed. If this poor imbecile had
been caught and sent to trial you eouild
still explain that he was matehing
each death of your charity patients
with the death of ene of yeur rela-
tivest”

Dr. Blessant did not answer. He
still lay there, chained to the Franken-
stein monster which he himself had
built.

“Wihat I would like to know is this,”
I said. “How did you make this poor
wretch go to a certain victim every
time?”

“I can answer thatt!”

I looked at Mellicent who had mum-
bled these words. She was still dazed
from her drug and spoke loose-lipped,
almest incoherent. But her words
made sense.

“Dr. Blessant kept phoning his rela-
tives hour after hour,” she said with
growing excitement. “He pretended
to warn them!” She shook her head
in a lost distracted way. “He wasn't
warfiing them. No! I see it all new!
It's clearing up—He was keeplng a
cheek on everything they did! He
knew when each one was alene and
where He eeuld send that eld maniae
of a cherist to held them up and kill
themt”

Mellicent raised her voice hyster-
cally.

“Tomigiht, I began to suspect his
scheme. Wihen you left, you didn’t
ring us up from Headquarters, where
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you said you were going. The doctor
said he was going out to see what had
happened to you!” She was fairly
screaming now. “But I noticed he
called one of the patrolmen guarding
the house and gave him a drink, then
slipped out through the police cordon.
I suspected him and followed. He took
the big car. I followed in the coupe.”

Wihile she talked I kept my eyes on
the fiend lying bound on the flloor.

“They're all dead now, Doctor—your
relatives!” she cried. “All of them
slaughtered—one by one!”

Her hysteria affected me.

“And you’ll get the entire Blessant
fortune, Doctor,” I shouted. “It would
have been divided, but it all goes $o
you! Unless you hamg! And then it
goes to your distant kim—Mellicent
Martin!"”

Mellicent tried to pull herself to-
gether. She knew that she was fight-
ing off a terrible drug, devastating to
her nerves, her will, her whole being.
She won out.

She came to me and I felt her soft
arms as she threw them about my bare
shoulders, begging and pleading with
me to say no more.

IN THE NEXT ISSUE

THE DEAD WHO WALK

A Baffling, Complete Weird Novelet
of Strange Resurrection

By RAY CUUMMINGS
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Murray Deane Had Unveiled the Secrets of Many Egyptian
Tombs-But He Was Confounded by the
Vengeance of Dead Gods!

Tihe men caught him from every side as he lunged at the priest

Mummies

to Order

By E. HOFFMANN PRICE

Awthar of “Swxouxge of Allah,” “Shaike Goddles,” etc.

HE overhead lights beat down

I on the mummy stretched out on
the broad table, and picked the
premature gray from Murray Deane's
averted head. His deep-set eyes
glowed, and his tanned face was set
in squarish angles. A frown of con-

centration puckered his forehead as
he bent over the dried flesh and the
leathery skin stretched over amcient
bones.

Deftly, he plucked the crisp, brown
linen from the throat of the mummy,
exposing a carnelian amulet, engraved
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with sacred symbols. Deane modded,
rolled his camera tripod inte plaee,
and switched on the fiood lights. Their
heat brought sweat to his forehead,
and it trickled down his cheeks. But
he did not notice the glare, nor the
bitter dust that settled on his lips.

Slowly, patiently, he was unveiling
the secrets of old Egypt. An Ameri-
can museum trusted his judgment and
his skill, and had sent him to Cairo as
director of operations.

Deane muttered wrathfully when
he heard the persistent tapping at the
laboratory door. Hassan, his Arab
servant, was at the threshold.

“Effewndi, two gentlemen wish to
speak to you. It is urgent.”

Deane irritably smote the mummy
dust from his hand.

“Wiho are tiney?"

“That red-faced Crawford Fffrmdi,
and the fislreyed grave robber.”

“Heyl?"” Deane grimaced. He had
met the two, and he disliked them
both. One was a loud-mouthed ama-
teur collector; the other, Gunther
Heyl, a dealer in outright fakes, as
well as genuine antiques illicitly pur-
chased frem native tomb looters. “All
right, send them im!”

Both wore white tropicals. Heyl,
who followed the red-faced man into
the laboratory, had a recediang chin
and protruding blue eyes. Apparent-
ly he never saw enough et the Egyp-
tlan sun te beceme tanned. Crawford
fmoepped his forehead, and spent a me-
ment glaneing abeut the reem.

ERE were mummy cases, theifr
gllded masks staring inserutably
at the visiters. Ernbalied eats filled
a eabinet. Several shelves were €lut:
tered with human skulls and withered
limbs. These human relies testitied 8
the vislenee of grave leeters whe had
dismermbered the dead, seeking jewels
and amiglets.

Crawford shivered. He did not like
the fixed stare of that woman's head.
The artificial eyes were tincanny, and
the luxuriant black hair made the flat-
tened nose, the sufiken cheeks with
their scraps of adhering wrappings all
the more gruesome. Deane chuekled,
then saidl:

“Hullo, Heyl. Do you think you can
do as well as the old-time Arab
vandals? Wihat's on your miimdi>"

Crawford stood there, a pudgy hand
vainly extended. Heyl, however, was
too smooth to take offense at Deane's
insinuations.

“You've met Mr. Crawford, I think.”

“I have., And I told him that every-
thing 1 discovered was subject to the
Egyptian government’s orders, and
my museum’s, Nothing for sale.”

“But we don’t want to buy," Craw-
ford cut in. “Not this time. As I told
you, I've made a hobby of Egyptology.
Ever since I retired from plumbing
supplies.”

Deane spat. Curio hunters, not stu-
dents,

“Amd fimally,” Heyl resumed, “I
found something choice on my own
account. The mummy of Bint Anath,
the Eighteenth Dymnasty princess who
married—"

“Amd you had to find her! Or is this
another fake?"

“I wouldn’t ask you to convince Mr.
Crawford that the stuff is genuine
Eighteenth Dynasty, unless it were
real. I couldn’t risk it, could 1?”

“Wam't he take your word?”

Heyl shrugged. “Tihere are so many
frauds, I can't blame him for being
wary.”

“It isn't that, Mr. Deane,” Crawford
added. “It is just that you're the fore-
most living authority on that period.
Anyone else might make a mistake.
And I'm paying a stiff price for the
mummy, the furnishings, the tomb
frescoes—" He winked, and his face
looked like a wrinkled harvest moon.
“Delivered in New York.”

“Omne thousand dollars, Deane,”
Heyl said, edging closer. “For your
opinion on the genuineness.”

“Get out! I'm not here to help any
tomb dredger cheat the Egyptiian gov-
ernment. Look at all this stuff I have
here, working on it, making records.
My museum gets only a small portion,
the government takes the rest. Do
you think I'd help you rob them and
science in general?"

“Now, Mr. Deane — er, Doctor
Deane, rather—I'm handling the actual
smuggling. You won’t be responsible.”
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Deane raised his voice. “Hassam!
These gentlemen are leaving at once.
Call a cab for them.”

Crawford became redder.

“See here,” he sputtered, and shook
his fistt. “I know how you get tips
from the natives! How that helps you
make all your discoveries. If you
think you're going to find Bint
Anath’s tomb yourselif—"

Then Hassan approached.
dim, the cab is outside.”

They left, cursing and muttering.

“Follow those fellows,” Deane said
to Hassan. “Tiat’s your job from
now on. Find out what natives Heyl
is working with.”

Hassan bowed until his white tur-
ban was almost level with his waist.
“Omn my head and eyes, Efftégrdii!”

The native quarter of Cairo was an
old story to Deane, and to Hassan also.
Gossip and rumor would uncover
the back trail of the grave looter and
his eustomer. More than mere loyalty
to the museum and the Egyptian gov-
ernment moved Deane. Illicit pillag-
ing and curle hunting had hopelessly
fulned many a precious find, had ob-
seured many seerets of the past.

It was not for any personal advan-
tage that he was trying to umcover
Heyl's supposed fimd. It might be
genuine, and priceless.

Deane went back to his work. He
turned on the X-ray machine, which
enabled him to photograph the skele-
ton and internal structure of the
mummy, without disturbing the wrap-
pings. Wihen inscriptions were ob-
literated, whea mummies had been
mmoved from one tomb to amother,
thirty centuries ago, Deane ¢ould
identify their true period from the
kind of amulets, the way the bedy had
been prepared, the way it had been
bandaged.

Deane grinned a little and said to
himsellf:

“Maybe I scared Crawford out. In
which case, Heyl has to find amother
customer.”

A week later, Hassan's investiga-
tions brought results. The wrinkled
servant handed Deane a slip of paper,
all written in spidery Arabic script.

“Effendi, this is from Nefeyda, the

“Efffen-

Coptic girl who dances at Quasim's
coffee house.”

Deane had heard of Nefeyda, and
seen her. She had a good act, and it
drew crowds of tourists to the café.

“How does she fit into thiis?”

“She would not say, except that she
knew something of interest to you.™

E glanced at the note. The mes-

sage was as vague as the report.

As Deane removed his stained smock,
Hassan saiidi:

“iBffendi, better take your pistol. 1
saw Heyl and Crawford at Quasim's,
once or twice, before I got a chance to
talk to Nefeyda.”

Deane laughed. “Heyl’s not damger-
ous. He doesn't want to be conspicu-
ous. Not Heyl, and not with what the
authorities think of him. He was prob-
ably showing Crawford the sights and
trying to sell him something just as
good!”

“Alllah is the knower,” Hassan said,
noncommittally.

Half an hour later, Deane parked his
car on the Muski, and went on foot,
for the streets of the native quarter
were too narrow for vehicles.

Not far from the spice bazaar was
the yellow horseshoe of light that
marked the entrance of Quasim'’s place.
The second floors of the houses over-
hung the narrow street, so that they
almost met in the center. It was a tun-
nel whose further end opened into a
shadow kingdoea, and the robed figures
that stirred vaguely in its depths re-
minded Deane of the dead who had
lost thelr way.

Egypt’s ancient dead were serene
and orderly, in their homes west of the
Nile, and Murray Deane was at ease
among them. But living Egypt, that
night, made him feel as though he
walked among those who should be
buried. The reeking alleys, the heaped
offal, the sickening sweetishness
ot cassia and olibanum and musk ex-
halted by the shuttered bazaars made
hifm think of eorruption that had not
guite been embalmed.

Not even the flare of yellow light
gave him any sense of reality. The
plucked strings of an oudi* and the
mutter of a little drum lent no more
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than eerie animation to Quasim’s
coffee house. Deane shivered, and
stepped into the arched doorway. He
stood there for a moment, then
shrugged. This was all prosaie
enough. Quasim, greasy and wearing
a top-heavy turban, was explaining to
some tourists that cream is not served
with “Turkish” coffee.

He seated himself on one of the up-
holstered benches that lined the wall.
He liked his coffee bitter, so he said to
the proprietor’s som:

“WMédnaati mumreh.”

A blonde tourist laughed mervously
and said to her compamiiom;

“Why did we come here? That
fiddle squeaking makes me think of
ghosts gibbenimg!™

“Wait till you see Nefeyda. The
guide said she wears . . ."

They went into a huddle about that.
Deane was certain they would be
shocked, but not in the way they an-
ticipated. As he sat there, skilfully
sipping the foam-topped coffee with-
out scalding his lips, he watched the
blue curtain at the further end of the
paneled room, and listened for the
first tinkle of Nefeyda’s heavy anklets.
He wondered if she would know him.

Then the drum muttered, and she
glided from behind the curtain.

Nefeyda's face made Deane think
of the high-bridged nose and piquant
cheek bones of an alabaster statuette
he had found in a tomb at Biban ul
Mulouk. There was more to the illu-
sion than the slow pace and statuesque
postures of her dance. The jangling
notes of the sistrwm in her hand were
echoes from some long-buried temple,
and she herself seemed something that
had stepped from a painted fresco.
She had tightly curled hair, and her
frall gown gave her the antique sil-
heuette.

E tourists leamed forward,
eagerly watching every gesture.
But when the musie ceased, and Deane
went toward the blue curtain that sep-
arated the coffee room from the rest
of the house, he saw that they were
eyeing him, nudging each other, and
whispering.
“If they only knew what the date

is about,” he said to himself, “they'd
not be so timmilflledit”

Nefeyda was following him, anklets
jingling.

Deane turned as the curtain rippled
into place after her.

“My servant said you had word for
me,” he said, and dug the crumpled
note from his pocket. “But he didn't
tell me any more than that™

Nefeyda looked up with mysterious,
almond-shaped eyes.

“[ wasn't sure how far I could trust
him."”

“I'd trust him with my life."

Nefeyda shrugged. “Ome hears
things whispered about. There is
more buried than has ever been dug
out.”

The Copts, who were descended
from the ancient Egyptians, often had
bits of lore from the old days, but they
were usually wary about telling what
they knew. Though Christians, many
of them still feared the vengeance of
the dead gods.

Deane watched Nefeyda flash a fur-
tive glance over her shapely shoulder,
and toward the blue curtain. During
that moment of silence, he fancied that
something had come out of a temb to
speak to him. He stepped nearer, and
his veice shook a little when he fe-
peated :

“Your message.
word for me.”

“I've heard of you,” Nefeyda whis-
pered. “You'wve always been kind to
our people when they worked for you,
digging. But that fish-eyed man
wasn't. So I'm telling you—"

“Heyl? Gunther Heyl?”

She modded.

“How do you know? How much do
you wantt?"

She reached for a black cape and
flung it about her olive-tinted shoul-
ders. Arems folded under the trailing
garment, she stood there, studying his
tanned face.

The scrutiny was mutual. As he re-
turned it, he was more certain than
ever that she was of that ancient race,
undefiled by any foreign blood. With
her small hands and feet, these al-
mond-shaped eyes with lashes &6
closely spaced that the lids seemed

You had some
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smudged with black, she was old
Egypt, living again. And all that
made her answer seem naturall:

“Wmtever you say is fair. Rather
than have Heyl desecrate the bones of
our ancestors, I'll tell you. I'll go
now. My act is over.”

Deane drove to the Nile, and crossed
the Abbas II bridge. The moon rose
and silvered the flat expanse that the
river inundated every season. Miles
ahead, rocky bulwarks rose from the
Libyan Desert. Nefeyda said not a
word as he swung south to skirt the
outer canal. The twenty mile trip
ended near the village of Sagaara,
where cubical houses were halt hid-
den by tall palms.

Somewhere in the desert, a jackal
howled, eerily. Just beyond the huts
of the Fellahin was one of the cities
of the dead. The wind wandered over
the sand, making it whisper and hiss.
The hollowness of hidden tombs en-
ticed the breeze, and the underground
emptiness muttered. The dust blown
to Deane's lips was bitter from the
dead that tainted the everlasting dry-
ness,

Wihen he pulled up, under a cluster
of palms that were some distance be-
yond the village, Nefeyda shivered,
and pointed toward the nearby house.

“Many of our people believe it is
sacrilege to desecrate tombs. I'm al-
most afraid to go on. Sooner or later,
a curse destroys robbers. I'm betray-
ing a secret to you. You'll take the
things which Heyl hasn’t moved. 1t’'l]
be on my head.”

THERE was something in her voice
that made Deane share her qualiis
for a mement.
ehuekle.

“As long as none of Heyl’s gang is
hanging around, I'll risk curses!™

She recoiled a little at his words.
Her almond-shaped eyes reproved him
for blasphemy. Then she saiidi:

“That house over there. They were
digging a well, and cut down into a
tomb. One of the passages is just be-
neath the house. I know where the
key is hidden.”

He went with her to the gate, and
watched her lift a flat rock from the

Then he forced a

sand. She took out a key, and opened
the way to the courtyard. Then Deane
remembered the headlights of his car.

“I'd better turn them off,” he said.
“Someone in the village might wake
up and see them.”

“Give me your matches. I'll light a
candle inside.”

It was not more than fifty yards
back to the palms and the car. But
on his return, Deane was stramgely
uneasy. He was certain that someone
was watching him. The same sense
that makes animals restless before a
storm or earthquake now warned him.
He ran toward the courtyard. White-
wash mirrored the moonlight. Inside,
a yellow light flickered. Without
knowing why, he croaked:

“Come out of there, Nefeyda! Some-
one’s smooping.”

There was no answer. All he heard
was a cry of dismay, suddenly choked
and ending in a cough. There was a
sound as of furniture legs shifting
over the flisor; a thump, a whispering
rustle, a wheezing gasp. Deane was
bounding forward when this hap-
pened. Even before he rounded the
end of the passage, he knew what to
expect. Death, the presence he had
so stronigly felt, must have struck.

A curious odor now tainted the air.
The smell was like quince blossoms,
and bitter almonds. Nefeyda lay crum-
pled on the hard-packed earth flwor,
but there was no sign of any vial from
which poison could have come.

Her olive-tinted limbs still twitched.
Her eyes stared horribly, and her lips
were drawn back in a frozen grin that
made a mockery of her beauty. The
candle flame wavered enough to make
the profile of a mummy case dance on
the bare white wall. There was a fine
white film of dust on the floor, and
ofily Nefeyda's feet had disturbed it.

Deane, standing there, noticed afl
those things as he told himsslff:

“This curse business., It's crazy.
There isn’t any such thing."

But there she was, rigid and staring.
It was not until the liberation of those
strange sweet fumes that she had
fallen, choking. Dizziness made the
candle flame dance before Deane’s
eyes,
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He went toward the girl, having
convinced himself that she had
fainted. But there was no heart beat
when he knelt and bent over, laying
his ear against her breast; nor could
his fingers at her wrist detect any sign
of life. Her fingers were clawed, as
though she had fought for an instant
against an uncanny assailant.

The candle winked out, suddenly, as
though snuffed by invisible fiingers.
Deane leaped to his feet, a hoarse cry
on his lips. He bounded toward the
hall which opened into the room.

There was a whispering creak of
metal. The invading patch of moon-
light became narrower. The door
closed before he could reach it. He
hurled himself against it, pounded
until his fists were bruised. But there
was no opening the door.

At first too shocked for thought, he
slumped back against the panel, wait-
ing for his sagging knees to let him
slide to the fftan. Then he recovered
a little, and found his box of matches.
After several fumbling attempts, he
struck one without breaking it. How-
ever the door was secured, it was not
from the inside. He went back to the
candle on the stand, near the mummy
case.

E had some difficulty. in get

ting the wick to light. Finally it
sputtered, crackled, and a feeble flame
rose. Deane paced up and down the
dirt floor and tried to think it out.
He was drenched with sweat. His lips
were dry, his mouth was dust, and his
knees shook.

A sudden rush of unreasoning terror
made him hurl himself at the door,
clawing, pounding, kicking. He did
not feel the impacts that battered his
body and exhausted his strength. He
knew that he could not run away.
He knew that he must finally tell a
story that would brand him as a mad-
man whese brain had been touched by
too much tomb dredging. But he had
to get out of that aceursed hotuse.

The subtle odor of death and decay
which had at first made him uneasy
now became stronger. His efforts
kicked up dust, choking and bitter—
the fimely powdered myrrh and oli-

banum and the linen from long-dried
corpses.

The candle, for some moments un-
wavering, now flickered violently. It
winked out, and the darkness that
stiffied Deane became alive with pres-
ences. He was no longer alone with
the girl whom invisible death had
struck. The newcomers muttered and
chirped and mocked him in a strange
tongue.

He understood words that were
identical in Coptic and in amcient
Egyptiian. They were cursing him,
and Nefeyda. His sobbing breath
could not quite blot out the eerie whis-
pers, nor the soft padding of bare feet.

A hinge creaked as he lunged again
at the door. It was yielding a little.
He made another desperate effort to
knock the bolt from its socket before
those gibbering presences matierialized
enough to throttle him. But his own
exertion overcame him. He sank, bat-
tered and half conscious. Cold hands
caught his wrists and ankles. Stifling
folds of cloth cut off his breath, and
tomb duist choked him.

Wihen he recovered enough to renew
his struggles, he knew that any effort
would be useless. Broad-shouldered
men with narrow hips and sloping
foreheads stood about him, arms
folded. All but one wore the tight-fit-
ting kilt of ancieat time. That 6fe
had a flowing robe, and his shaven
skull indicated that he was a priest.

The room was one of several con-
nected by passageways whose daik-
ness gave no hint of the exteat of the
maze. The walls were painted in
hieroglyphics. In one corner was a
stone slab. On a trestle was a mummy
case. Near it, on a table, was a mummy,
wound with countless yards of time-
yellowed lifien.

Bit by bit Deane recognized the
purpose of the implements and the
urns and the vat which was in the
shadows. This chamber of the temb
had been converted ifite an embalmer's
workshop, and the ebsidian knife that
lay on the slab was used for making
the first inclsien iR a esrpse.

The man with the shaven skuil
spoke, very slowly, so6 that Deane
could understand!:
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“I am Amnu the Priest, and I lived
in this land before the first pyramid
was built. ]I have come back, and re-
claimed my body, having spent the re-
quired time in Amenti, that dim land
where all men must go to atone for
their evil, or be rewarded for their
good. I have seen Osiris and his
forty-two judges. They sent me back,
and these others have come with me.”

The kilted men said nothing, but as
one, they nodded.

Anu spoke rapidly to them, and four
of the six left the room. Deane could
not answer. All were emaciated, as
though their newly revived bodies
had not yet eaten enough to fill out
the desiccation of the grave. And
each had the scar of a knife on his
side.

“TDhere are hundreds who should be
with us,” Anu went on, “but they can-
not come, since their bodies have been
destroyed by robbers and looters.
They wander and cry in the dark, be-
ing only living shadiows.”

Deane could neither disbelieve nor
accept. Coming after that succession
of shocks, Anu’s words made a final
and numbing impact. He sat up and
croaked:

“Wihy am I here?"

E priest stared blankly. Deane

repeated the question in Egyptian,

and pronounced the dead language as
best he could.

“You will see, in a moment,” Anu
answered. “Tihere is a way in which
you can atone for sacrilege.”

That noncommittal reply sick-
ened Deane almost as much as the odor
of death and the grave. He had
opened many a tomb, he had scoffed at
curses. But now he shuddered at the
implication of the embalmer’s imple-
ments.

“By our old magic,” Anu went on,
“we can let a substitute body serve
as a new home for one who is released
from Amenti’'s shadows. We will have
such a corpse, presemtdy.”

Deane yelled. His cry of horror did
not make the three from the me
change expression. But as he g
himself to the slab and snatched the
obsidian knife, they closed in, and it

was not necessary for the priest to
lend a hand.

“There is no use struggling,” he
said.

They did not disarm Deane. Some-
how, his fingers remained locked about
the ragged blade of chipped fllint,
though there was no strength left else-
where in his body.

“You can’t carve me up! ITH—

They ignored himm His incoherent
defiance was mockingly echoed from
the passages of the maze. Their icy
hands had him secure. The odor of
the tomb stifled him. Then Anu
called to the others.

They came out, and for a moment
Deane thought that they had arrived
to bear him to the slab and use the
knife. Then he saw that they were
carrying Nefeyda on a litter. They
rolled her from it, and to the stone
that had supported so many of the
ancient dead.

Anu smiled.
more vengeful than we are.
lawful for us to take life.
is dead, so we need you.”

Wiben the shock of reprieve dimmed
enough, Deane found his tongue.

“Why?"” he demanded.

“None of us,” Anu explained, “is a
parascihiftte, so we are not suited for
the duty of making the first incision
in a corpse. Neither are we em-
balmers. But you understand these
things, and what you do not know, I
can tell you—about the prayers and
the ritual.”

He gestured, and one of the men
tore Nefeyda's gown to the waist.
Another took a crayon of red earth
and marked where the incision was to
be made.

“She has died for her blasphemy,”
Anu resumed. “Being of the amcient
race, and betraying the tomb of her an-
cestors, the gods damned her. There
is no resurrection. Amnubis must eat
her accursed soul. But if the sacred
ritual of embalming is performed, one
whese body was destroyed by loeters
like yourself ean come back and find
a new heme.”

Deane was sickened from contem-
plating the lovely form that he would
have to mutilate. Examining the

“Your conscience was
It is not
But she
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work of an embalmer, reading in old
papyri how the work was done was
one thing; the doing was amother.
Wihen they let his hands go, he stood
there, swaying dizzily.

Anu smiled. “You understand, and
there is the mark. And there is the
jar into which you will place her heart:
There are the tongs with which you
will extract the brain, through the nos-
trils, aceording to custem.”

“Shut up!” Deane gasped, choking.

“And here are those who wait with
stones which they will hurl at you as
you run from your work,” the priest
went on. “They will curge you, as
they cursed the parachiice, ages 8§6.”

“I won't!” Deane turned. “You
can't make me!”

For a moment he faced the living
dead who stood there, each holding a
pebble, each ready to hurl it, and to cry
out the prescribed curses. The long-
sustained tensien, the terroer of Ne-
feyda's weird death, the struggle for
escape had all shaken him se that what
was befere him beeafe mere herrible
than death itself.

“I won't!” he croaked, and lunged at
the priest, slashing.

NU laughed, and the men caught
him from every side, just as he
stumbled in his attack. They crushed
him te the fleor. Their hands were
claws that closed about his throat, cut-
ting off his gasps of air that reeked
of corpse dust, and linen wrappinigs
pulverized in the struggle. The
choking vault blackened, and red spots
danced in the foul darkness. He heard
Anu say:

“Leave him here. He does not eat
or drink until he obeys.”

As he lay there, panting, bare feet
padded in the gloom, and somewhere a
door closed. He was locked up with
the woman whom a strange doom had
stricken.

Later, Deane sat up and fumbled for
his matches. From what he had seen
of the masonry, he judged that the em-
balming equipment had been installed
in a tomb. And while no two homes
of the dead were ever identical, they
followed a pattern that he could pic-
ture with his eyes closed. Somewhere

in the maze, there must be an outlet
that was not closed.

His matches had been lost in the
scufle. His watch did not have a
luminous dial, and he had no idea of
the passage of time. Time ended in
this vault which reeked of the long
dead, and the musty spices which told
of perfumed corruption. Slowly,
Deane crept toward a wall, and fol-
lowed it. He skirted a saveophagus,
whieh he reeognized from its sculp-
tured sides; a massive stone eoffin, and
fiet the vat he had neted during the
fements ef lluminatien.

Deane rounded its corner, and got
back to the wall. There was an open-
ing, and the floor dipped slightly
down. As nearly as he ¢ould judge, he
was at the mouth of a passage about
two feet wide. As he advanced, the
air beeame dense and musty. Dust rose
frem the paving and eheked him. It
was §6 fine that its teuch te his palms
was almest greasy. This was aneient
dust, settled aut of air leng whstirred,
and unlike the sand partieles in the
vault he had left.

Then debris began to block his
path. He crept under a slab that
had fallen from the ceiling. The pav-
ing was cracked, perhaps by a leng-
forgotten earthquake. And fimdllly,
Deane felt a breath of elean, coeld air.
Sefewhere, there was an epening that
led te the desert’s surface. In a few
moments of inereasingly diffieult
pregeess, He reached heaped-up sand
and ehunks of roek. Overhead, he
eatight a leakage ot mesnlight.

Eagerly, he clawed at the
crevice, ignoring the chance that a
sudden slide might bury him. But the
flinty debris tore his hands, breke his
nails, and in a few moments, his fn-
gers were raw and bleeding. The
thing te de was te go baek and get the
embalmer's knife. By patient esmb-
ing of the fleer, he might find the
weapen He had drepped dufing the
struggle.

Wihen he reached the starting peint,
Deane began his slow, blind seareh.
Up and down, he worked his way frem
end to end. Once, finding the desr
through which the resurrected dead
had gone, he spent some time tuWgging
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and clawing at it, but it resisted his
efforts.

Finally, he forced himself to calm-
ness.

“Take it easy!™ he repeated, and
licked the dust from his lips, wiped
the stinging sweat from his eyes.
“Hang on. The dead can’'t come back.
Those curses don't work. It wasn't
the old gods that killed Nefeyda.
Wihatever it was, it's 16 curse!”

Muttering self-assurance that he
could not entirely believe, Deane re-
sumed his slow search, patting the
floor as he crawled, sweeping it with
strokes of his palms. Nefeyda's per-
fume, distinet in the musty darkiess,
made him shudder. Her dead presence
shook hif. In whatever uneanny man-
ner she had died, they could de the
safme te him.

At last he found his matches. Seek-
ing them had kept him from going mad
in that oppressive gloom and silence.
But for that one slender hope, Anu’'s
prediction would have come true—
Deane would have cracked.

He struck a match and found some
bits of age-yellowed sycamore from
a coffin. He tore some scraps from
the mummy's wrappings. They were
coated with bitumen, which burned
with a smoky filame. By the light of
this shert lived torch, he found the
flint knife. It lay near the slab.

He turned his eyes away, to avoid
seeing Nefeyda’s frozen face. Per-
haps the old gods had less power over
him than over one of her ancient race.
But he cried out with relief when he
snatched the knife and scrambled
away, to take more scraps of resin and
bitumen-soaked linen to tie to the
tereh,

EANE hurried down the pas-

sageway. He did not know how
he would account for Nefeyda's death
when he escaped. His story would
brand him as a madman. Her disap-
pearance would make questioning
inevitable. Horror left him not a
ehance of reasoning.

Once at the end of the passage,
Deane thrust the improvised taper into
a crevice, and set to work. The haft
of the flint knife cut his hands and he

had to be careful lest the brittle blade
snap and leave him helpless. Sweat-
drenched, he dug at sand, until he got
enough cleared away to give him a
hold on one of the rocks that reached
down. Then he put the knife into his
pocket and began to tug and twist.
But the leverage was net enough.

Finally he got a foothold, and
arched his back so that his shoulder
bore against the key to the crevice.
Straining until red spots danced be-
fore his eyes, he endured the cutting
of the rock through his coat. Sand
trickled down, and fresh air follewed
it.

His feet slipped when the keystone
yielded. He fell from his narrow
perch, and rolled into a cormer, just
as an avalanche poured down. He was
half buried, and the approach to the
surface was blocked by yards of sand.
There was no more light. He had only
succeeded in Iimprisoning himself
more securely. It would take hours
for him te elaw away the debris.

And then he thought of getting one
of the Canopic urns, knocking off the
neck and making a scoop. That would
hasten his progress. But he had
scarcely returned to the vault when
the door opened, and the priest and his
fen came in. Anu noted Deane’s torn
coat and trousers, and saidi:

“You waste your time trying to
escape. Do your duty, and you will go
free.”

Deane staggered forward a pace.

“I won't! You couldn't trick me
with your talk about living dead.
You're alive! 1 can see where your
corpse skin is cracking. From fight-
ing with me.”

Anu’s bronzed face twisted a little.

“It doesn't make much difference,
after all. Someone will find the note
this girl wrote you. Your car is out-
side. Sooner or later, the police will
find you here, with a corpse fitustiing
in a bath of natron. Suppose one of
us did the work—do you think that
any story you can tell will help you?”
He extended his hand, displaying the
nete.

They had him cornered. That much
was clear. The reason behind it all
was something that did not enter into
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the gruesome situation.

“Go ahead! You killed her!” he
croaked. His voice cracked, and he
reeled. “Go ahead and see if they can
prove me guillty!”

This sounded like desperate defi-
ance, and Anu smiled indulgently. He
did not suspect that Deane was pull-
ing himself together, predding the
masqueraders inte revealing more of
their plans.

“That’ll be easy, Mr. Deane,” he
said. “We"l just lock you up with the
dead. You'll stay here until we want
you to be discovered.”

Deane's shoulders slumped. “If I do
the work—"

“We'll turn you loose. There is still
time for your car to be taken away,
and the wind will wipe out the tire
tracks. You won't be discovered. But
you must embalm this woman accord-
ing to the old rites. As yeu have
guessed, we are allve, but there is very
mueh abeut eld E ?pt that yeu de net
knew. Least ef all why we want this
dene. The eld beliefs are net dead.
This preves their life.”

Deane tottered forward a little.
“Give me the knife.”

The priest nodded contentedly.
Another robed figure entered the
room, and stood in the shadows, some-
what apart.

“Whrre’s the knife?” Anu asked.
His helpers muttered and glanced
about. “Find it, you fools!”

Deane actually had the fint blade
in his pocket, but he had to catch the
ghouls off guard before he could risk
using it. Bit by bit, the ghastly situa-
tion made sense. As he stalled for a
breathing spell, he pieced his guesses
together.

Hassan's investigations must have
aroused suspicion, and thus the tomb
looters had been prepared for Nefey-
da’s treachery. They had killed her
and at the same time trapped Deane.

EYL, he reasoned, must be be-

hind all this. It was his illicitly
concealed discovery that she had ex-
posed, elther for spite or for a re-
ward. This was afi Eighteenth Dy-
fiasty tomb; that mummy could be
Bint Anath's,

But however that might be, the loot-
ers had Deane cornered. Nefeyda's
corpse, embalmed and concealed,
would be a club over his head. He
would have to assure Crrawfford
that the treasures were genuine. And
from then ¢n, Deane would have to
authenticate all Heyl's offerings to
gulllible eollectors, whether faked or
feal.

Deane now realized how useful he
was to the looters. That gave him
courage. They would have to protect
him with perjured evidence, once Ne-
feyda's disappearance was traced to
him, as it would be, for some of
Quasim’s custemers had seen him
leave with the girl. Alse, these gheotils
would net want te hurt him, unless in
self-defense.

As they obeyed Anu, and sank to
their hands and knees to find the miss-
ing knife, Deane muttered!:

“I want to smoke. God, it makes me
sick.” He fumbled and found his pack
of cigarettes. “Give me a Jight.”

Anu graciously handed him the ta-
per. He had taken it, and was holding
it up so that his assistants could peer
into the dim corners. Deane touched
light to his smoke, and then he flung
the taper at the mummy oA the table.
The inflammable linen burst ints
simoky fllafe. Anu yelled, and just
then, Deane’'s hand eame eut of his
pecket, armed with the fint knife.

The squatting helpers heard the cry,
and saw the fllane. They leaped to-
ward the mummy toe extinguish it.
They did not knew that Anu’s ery was
prolonged by anything but wrath. But
a flint blade had ripped him, and he
tell, elutehing his Stemaeh.

Deane launched himself at the men
who were falling over each other in
their scramble to smether the fames.
He slashed, leng, deadl% strekes with
the glass-hard blade. Taken uiterl
by surprise, they get in eaeh sother’s
way. Before they esuld realize what
was happening, twe of them were
drenched with biged.

The flames rose, red and simoky.
Choking black fumes thickened the
air. The man whe stood te one side
closed in, but Deane whirled, butting
hifm in the stefnach with his sheuldef.
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Some had recovered, and were be-
laboring him, booting and kicking and
choking as he slashed their legs.
Someone was coug

“Don’t kill him, you fools!
him—and hold hmml"’

This was a European’s voice—the
voice, now undisguised, of Gunther
Heyl. Deane stabbed upward but the
brittle blade snapped on arib. He was
unarmed, and the survivers were on
him. Their weight bore him down,
and the dense fumes, searing Deane’s
lungs, weakened hHim. His desperate
outburst had taken his last remnant of

Grab

strength.
“Open the door,” one of the Copts
gasped. “Open—we're choking.”

A bit of fresh air thinned the smoke.
Deane caught a glimpse of dawn from
outside. Then that was cut off. They
were lifting him to his feet. He had
lost his chance. One had found a steel
knife, and was approaching Nefeyda.

But that blow was not struck. There
was a yell from the tunnel which had
collapsed during Deane’s vain attempt
at escape. Hassan came in with sev-
eral Egyptiian police. Crawford, red-
faced and puffing, followed them. His
cheeks and forehead were slashed and
battered.

That ended the show. Deane and
the survivors were hustled up the
stairs, and into the barren room. Two
men carried Gunther Heyl outdoors.
His macabre makeup was drenched
with blood. He was groaning and half
conscious. The flint blade, though
breakifig, had toera him.

There were two cars in front, but
Deane's was not in sight.

ATER, when the choking fumes
of the burning mummy had
thinned, Deane demamdiedi:

“The girl! Is she really deadi?"

“Beyond all hope, Effrniiif,” the po-
lice official answered. “Amd we found
you because your servant and Mr.
Crawford helped us.”

"Eﬂanldi, you remember I warned
you,” Hassan explained. “When you
did not listen, I hid in the trunk of
your car. All looked well, when we
came here, so I did not come out. Then
the girl screamed, and the door closed.

There was nothing I could do. By
Allah, I cannot drive a car, so I ran.
All the way to the Sugar Factory po-
lice station. They would not believe
me. 1 was frightened, and they
thought I was crazy.”

“So,” said the official, “when he told
us about Heyl and Crawford, we drove
into Cairo and looked for both. We
found only Crawford, and your serv-
ant nearly killed him before we could
stop him. Then he told us of Heyl
and we believed your servant and
came out.”

“The house was empty,” Crawford
interposed. “We went around in cir-
cles until we found a hole in the sand.
As if an underground passage had col-
lapsed.”

“TNat was where I was trying to
dig out,” Deane explained.

“Then we heard the yelling below,”
Hassan interrupted. “We dug in from
the top, easily.”

“But how did they kill her?” Deane
demanded, shivering.

“Now that it is daylight, we can see
what you missed,” the police official
said. “Tthese fine bits of glass on the
floor. The surgeon perhaps can tell
us what the little bottle contained be-
fore it broke. Perhaps a gas. Some-
thing like cyanegen, though I do net
understand these things.”

Deane shook his head. “But if I had
followed her, I'd have been killed, and
they wanted me alive.”

“Effeddf,” said the official, “they
seized you after she was dead. Now,
had you gone with her into the house,
they could have seized you first and
taken you away, then poisoned her.
But what I de not understand is, why
did they do these thimgs?”

“You can ask Heyl, if he's able to
talk. Or his fake corpses. But I've
got a good idea, alreadiy.”

The official laughed. “A fldgging
will make them talk! But let me hear
what you think.”

Deane explained his suspiicions:
how Nefeyda had died for exposing
the clique of looters, how Heyl had
planned to blackmail him into helping
sell ilicit finds and outright fakes.

“Omnce I had embalmed Nefeyda,” he
concluded, “his possession of that
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made-to-order mummy could at any
time frame me as a madman and a mur-
derer. But as long as I played his
croolked game for him, he would of
course protect me as a valuable ally.
You see, he'd already started, by tak-
ing my ear away. And his crowd
would all swear that I'd never left
Caire with Nefeyda.”

Quasim’s presence among the con-
spirators clinched that. Deane had
scarcely paused when there was a
howling and yelling and cursing otit-
side. The police official stroked his
mustaches and smiled.

“My men seem to have gotten the
prisoners into a confideatial mood,
Mr. Deane. Let us go out and have
them confirm your opinions.” He
winked. “If they did roll youe car
into the Nile, doubtless they already

wish they had followed it

Deane went out. Wihen he reached
the door, he saw that the police were
beating the prisoners’ feet with ba-
tons. They were all trying to speak
at once, Heyl loudest of all.

“Amd they claim we have a third de-
gree back home!” Deane said to Craw-
ford. “Now, if there's anything I can
tell you about Egyptian antiques, drop
in some time.”

Crawford shuddered. “I’'m through!
I'm looking for a safer hobby.”

For a moment Deane would have
agreed with him. That was when they
put Nefeyda's body into the police car.
Then he remembered his unfinished
work, and the laboratory that de-
manded his presence.

There were still secrets of the paét
for him to unveil.
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Beats the Dirams,” etc.

E street lights were burning
early tonight. A moist smow
drifted down through the gloom,

but only in isolated spots did the
prints of human feet break the white
surface that covered the sidewalks of
Iron City.

The courthouse reared upward,
blackened with age. Tie clock in the
tower was entirely lost in the falling
snow, and only one window among the
hundreds showed a light. Inside, the
big building was deserted. The cor-
ridors were in darkness. The marble
floor gleamed faintly,

But up on the fourth level, behind a
door marked “Assistant District At-
torney,” Leomard Gault paced his of-
fice. He was not seeing the falling
snow or the grayness of the sky out-
side. He was listening.

“Tiere’ll be another one before mid-
night,” he muttered. “He hasn’t passed
up a night like this in three years.”

He stopped before his desk and lit a
cigarette. Sometime between now and
midnight he would hear the siren.
The ambulance would race by. Po-

The Man Was Deadi-
But There Were Fresh
Footprints of Ghasily
Horror In the Snow!
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“Just a moment, my bay”
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lice headquarters would be deathly
still, waiting for a patrolman to call.

“8habbily dressed man found dead
in the gutter,” would be the report,
and the commissioner, with dull fear
in his eyes, would call the morgue and
ask for an immediate autopsy. That
was the only way they could tell about
the bodies.

One more would finish Leonard
Gault. There would be no marriage
to Julia at Christmas, for her father
was the richest man in Iron City—
and Leonard would be out of a job by
Christmas. Julia would marry some-
body else. Perhaps it would be the
district attorney himself—W. L. Bish-
op, sleek, fat, prosperous.

Bishop had been smart. Affter these
mutilated bodies had been turning up
for two years and the entire city was
afraid to go out after dark, Bishop had
called Leonard into his office one day.

“Do you want to make a name for
yourself?” he asked.

“You bet your life,” said Leonard
eagerly.

“All right. I'm turning the Mad
Mangler case over to you. It's the
kind of a case that can give a man a
big reputation.” He smiled paternal-
ly. “Of course it could break you,
too.”

“I'll take it,” said Leomard.
not afraid of it."

He wished now he had been afraid.

Leomard suddenly stopped his pac-
ing and stiffened. He heard the siren
now, like the moan of a lost wind
streaming down from the black moun-
tains. It went by on the street below.
He heard it die fast as the ambulance *
stopped. He walked to the telephone
and waited. It rang,

The desk sergeant’s voice was
husky. “I guess we’'ve got amother
one,” he said.

“Call me as soon as you get a pre-
liminary report from the medical ex-
aminer,” said Leonard.

“I'm

E put the instrument back in the
cradle and stood there a moment.
He was just about through. His ca-
reer was to be sacrificed to save the
reputation of the district attorney.
Somebody had to be the goat.
He phoned Julia.
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“I won’t be out for dinner tonight,”
he told her.

“Surely you won’t have to work late
again, dear.” Julia’s soft voice was a
little impatient.

“I'm terribly busy,” he told her.

“But everything is planned. It's—"

“I'm sorry. I'll call you later.”

“You don’t need to—ever,”
snapped, and hung up.

Leonard opened the door and went
out to the hall for a drink of ice-water.
It was-almost dark now. Everyone
else in the district attorney’s depart-
ment had gone home early, glad to get
away and leave him to fight it out
alone.

Maybe he could find this Mad Man-
gler if he dressed like a bum and went
wandering down Third Street as bait.
Sometimes the murderer struck twice
on the same night.

The phone jangled inside.

“I got a report on that last D. O. A,,”
said the sergeant’s voice. “Both kid-
neys cut out.”

Leomard groaned: His face was
pinched in the darkness.

“Here’s more,” the sergeant went
on. “Two small boys reported seeing
what looked like a ghost driving a car
in the vicinity of Third Street and
Harrison Avenue, where the body was
found.”

“Listen, sergeant.” Leomnard’s voice
was pleading. “Do ghosts drive cars?”

“Don’t put me on the spot, Mr.
Gault.” The sergeant’s voice was
pleading, too. “I don’t know amything
about this except what I'm tellin’ you.”

“Did the boys give any descrip-
tion?” i

“They said it looked like a wisp of
snow behind the wheel.”

“Okay. I'll—"

He stopped, twisted his body until
he faced the door. An icy wave swept
over him. He heard something that
sounded like the rustle of sheets. He
tiptoed to the door, jerked it open.
There was movement in the hall, the
gritty sound ot semething scraping
on the marble, then a switl of white at
the far end.

“Stop! Come back here! I'll shoott!
But he had no weapon in his hand, and
the thing was gone. He raced for a
phone.

she
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“Send a dozen men over here at once.
The Mad Mangler is in the court-
house!”

"Good God,” said the sergeant.

EY came within a moment, but

it was too late. They searched

the big bulldlng witheut finding any-
body oF amything.

“I guess,” said Leonard heavily, “he
got away. He cpuld have slipped out.”

“Yeah,” said a cop. “Or maybe he
don’t have to slip out that way.”

Leonard said nothing. He went
back to his office. He stopped at the
door to turn on his lights. He saw
something on the fituw. He reached
down and picked it up in trembling
fingers. It was a surgeon's scalpel,
the short blade crusted with blood.

He held it by the edges of the blade
and looked at it dully, then gave it to
the sergeant and asked him to have it
examined for filugeapmints.

Putting on his coat and hat, he
walked out into the night. He went to
Harrison and Third, a shabby part of
town. A knot of half a dozen persons
huddled together in a doorway, watch-
ing Leonard’s arrival with dark eyes
staring from white faces. Three po-
licemen formed a semi-circle on the
sidewalk. A car drew up at a distance
from the eurb; a man stepped out with
a white bag.

Leonard did not need to look, then.
The moulage expert from the depart-
fment was on the case. That meant but
one thing: footprints.

The snow here was an inch deep,
and through it were the unmistakable
prints of bare feet. Two lines of
prints, one going to the spot where the
body had lam, the other leaving. They
showed plainly; the outer edges were
well indented and faded away toward
the inside. A human being had walked
through this snow, on icy concrete,
with bare feet. Or was it a human be-
ing? The question was in the eyes
of the peliceren around him.

He looked again, singled out the
right foot, saw the huge, misshapen
blotting where there should have been
the print of a great toe.

The moulage man spoke,

“Not much use to try a cast,” he
said. “It’s the same thing, Mr, Gauik

I've examined them now for three

years. It's the Mad Mangler’'s track
again. You can’t mistake that big
toe.”

This was the one damning feature
that made Leonard’s stomach go soggy
and sent a dull coldness through his
veins. It would bring personal shame
to Leonard, and professional disgrace.
That horrible, overgrown toe, like a
monstrous fungus on a human foot.

EONARD took a taxi to the

morgue. The coroner was fot in
the office. Leonard heard velces and
pushed open the thiek doer to the
cold-room.

“Hello, Doctor,” he said, and then he
stopped. It didn’t take two men to
perform an autopsy. Murgala was
running water over his hands. The
sink was stained dark red. And Dr.
Harris was there also, stripping rub-
ber gloves from his long figgers.

“Wihat are you doing here?” Leon-
ard asked

“Whihy—I—ah—" Harris fbumdered
and stopped.

“I called him over from the hospi-
tal,” Murgala said belligerently. “I
wanted a witness.”

“A witness to whatt?"
“To—well—" Now even Murgala
seemed at a loss. “I wanted him to
see what I knew I would findl”

“You see,” said Harris, suavely, “this
is an unusual situation. Dr. Murgala
didn’t want to accept the responsibil-
ity by himself.”

“Wiat’s unusual?”
manded.

“This body. You see, Leonard™—
Harris spoke as an old friend—*“the
man was badly mutilated. Both kid-
neys removed, most of the liver, the
heart—"

“Good Lord.” Leonard sank weakly
into a chair. “Wihy should angthody—"

“That isn't the really strange feat-
ure of this death. The man died on
the operating table—before any of the
parts were removed.”

“How do you know thatt?*

“There was very little
bleeding.”

Leonard looked at what was left of
the corpse on the slab. “But he was
sewed up.”

Leonard de-

internal
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“He had been a dead man for seme
time before that,” said Harris.

“Why did they—"

Harris avoided his gaze. He shook
his head slowly. But Murgala spoke
up, pugnacious again.

“Look here, Mr. Gault, let's quit
beating about the bush. You know
your father wasn't sane. If you’d face
the facts you might get somewhere
with this Mad Mangler business.”

Leonard’s face whitened.

“My father has been dead ten years,”
he said in a low voice.

“Sure, it's all right for you to say
that, but what about these poor devils
that come in here all cut up inside?
Wihat about the people in this town?
Nobody knows who's going to be
next.”

“And my father wasn't crazy,” Leon-

ard said in a far-away voice. “Was
he, Dr. Harris?"
Harris cleared his throat. “No, I

don't think he was.”

URGALA glared at him. “You

were partners with old Dr.
Gault for fifteen years and yoeu stand
there and say he wasn’t erazy?”

Harris drew a deep breath. “He
was eccentric, but hardly a psycho-
path. We're all eccentric, you know,
in different ways.”

“Ecoentric, hell. A man who oper-
ates in his bare feet is a nut.”

Murgala was grim and intent. He
spoke like a man driving home nails
in a box.

“And do you know any other sur-
geon that ever went ahead and sewed
up a patient that died on the operating
table, just the same as if they were
alive?”

“No."
erably.

“Amd you examined the knots in that
gut. Wearen’t they tied just the way
old Dr. Gault used to tie them? He
wouldn't let anybody tell him how.
He had his own special kinot.”

“But—" said Harris.

“But hell. You know Gault was al-
ways experimenting with parts, trying
to figure out ways to replace diseased
ones with good ones. The only trou-
ble was, he couldn’t get the good ones
when he wanted them. He had to wait

Harris shook his head mis-

till someone died in an accident or
something.” Murgalla looked at
Leonard’s pinched face and turned de-
fensive for a moment. “This is no
time for monkeying around. We've
got to face facts. Somebody—a sur-
geon—is killing people and taking
away their vital organs.”

“For what?” asked Leonard.

“We don't know that yet. But your
father was called the Mad Mangler
behind his back for years. You know
that as well as I do. I was an interne
in the hospital then—"

“Tihat doesn't mean amything,"” said
Harris. “Mest of us are called some-
thing like that.”

Leonard pushed himself out of his
chair. “You both seem to forget that
my father is dead.”

“Tihere’s a lot I don't understand
about what happens to a man’s soul
after he dies,” said Murgala hesitant-
ly, “but I'm ready to swear to one
thing: if that job ot cutting on that
corpse isn't your father's work, it was
done by his ghest! And Harris will
back me uwp.”

Harris studied his hands umcom-
fortably.

“Amnd another thing,” Murgala said.
“Whmat does he do with the parts he
takes out? They never turf up.
There's some grewsome business back
ot this.”

“The miners say it's the ghost of
old Dr. Gault,” said Harris.

“You're just speculating,” Leonard
told them bitterly, but he did not feel
sure at all. They had proved all the
things he had been denying to himself
for two years. The evidence of his
father's work was so strong it seemed
as if old Dr. Gault was there in the
celd-roorh with them, unseen, waving
bleedy arms.

“You're laying this horrible busi-
ness onto a man who has no chance €6
defend himself,” said Leonard very
bitterly.

“You’d better spend your time fiund-
ing out what's at the bottom of this,
and stopping it—if you can,” said
Murgala. “Me—UI’m not going out by
myselt on any snowy night, I can tell
you that.”

And very few others were out alone
by themselves that cold, bleak night
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in Iron City, Leonard discovered. He
cruised the streets in his own car, get-
ting farther and farther into the resi-
dence district until finally he was near
the edge of town.

The snow had ceased falling. There
wasn't a street light in this district,
and even the kids didn’t play around
the vacant houses, because no one
knew when the entire district might
fall into the earth and leave a gaping
hole.

Leomnard drove to the fence at the
edge of the big open pit. There his
car-lights shone over six hundred feet
of space. But nowhere was there any
sign of a ghostly white figure that
walked in the snow with bare feet, one
of which bore a monstrous growth on
the great toe.

Old Dr. Gault had had much trou-
ble with his feet. That was why they
first started calling him eccentric—be-
cause he sat in his bare feet at the
office. He put on loeose slippers to
tmake his calls, but in the operating
room he kicked them off and worked
without anything on his feet.

That hadn't been so bad. Eccen-
tricities were common in the operating
room, but along toward the last, when
Dr. Gault's great toe had produced
that nauseous growth and when his
heart would no longee stand the shock
ot operation, he discarded all attempts
to be conventiomal and walked the
streets in his bare feet. It was then
he had drawn mere ifnte himselt and
had pestered the morgue for the privi-
lege of extracting the vital ergans
from fresh cadavers.

He never told what he did with
them. His laboratory in the old Gault
house across Cherry Street was se-
cured with a big padlock, and Dr.
Gault himself had refused to move out
when the area was condemned. Buf
the thing on his foot had poisoned his
blood-strearm soon after, and follow-
ing his death the laboratory had been
sealed without inspection, as provided
in his will.

Leonard turned the car and started
back to town. Along here he had
played, had been pointed out as “old
Dr. Gault's boy.” It was odd, how his
father had seemd always old, but Leon-
ard had not minded. There had been

no mother in their home, but every
afternoon old Dr. Gault had slipped
away from his laboratory and gone
fishing along the creek with Leonard
or hiking over the mountain. Very
few people knew about that, and Leon-
ard had never told them. It was some-
thing between him and father, not for
the public.

He threw on the brake. The dark
out there was waiting for him, trying
to speak to him. He jumped from the
car and examined the smow-covered
pavement in his lights. The tracks of
a car. Not his own tracks. He hadn't
come this way.

E two trails came from the black-
fiess back toward the pit. Leenard
got back inte the ear. He started off
in lew, fellowing the tracks. He
pasBed bloek after bleek until in the
distance He saw a dull glew en the
snew that signified an autemebile. He
turned off His ewn lights and ceasted
te a step. The eaF ahead stopped, alss,
and then the skin erawled 8R LeeR-
ard's neck when he saw the hedse—
the 8ld Gault heme:

A door opened and a man alighted
from the car ahead. A man who
walked with a severe stoop. Leonard
gasped. Julia’s father, rich old Mr.
Seymour, down here at this time of
night, in this district, enteniigg the old
Gault kowmme!

Mr. Seymour went through the sag-
ging gate by himselt and the car
moved on. Wihen it turned the next
corner Leonard drove foeward slowly,
his lights off.

He went carefully to the front door
and tried to look in. It was black in-
side. He tried to open the door. Mr.
Seymour had passed through it quick-
ly, but now it was locked.

Leomnard stood there a moment, the
wind snatching at his overcoat. He
tried to calm the jumping of his
pulse. Old Mr. Seymour was practi-
cally an invalid. Some kind ot stom-
ach trouble. Julia thought it was
cancer.

Leonard remembered this, then he
went swiftly down the steps and start-
ed around to the back. But abruptly,
under the living-room windows, he
halted. Seymour was chalrman of the



46 THRILLING MYSTERY.

mining company’s board. It was his
business if he chose to inspect his
own property at midnight. Leonard
suddenly felt very silly. He was over-
dramatizing an old man’s whim—and
Sermour had never favored Leonard’s
sult with Julia, anyway. If he inter-
fered in the eld man's business new—

He went back to the car and drove
off slowly. There was a drug store
across Cherry Street. He stopped and
telephoned the Seymour home, asked
for Julia.

“How is your father tonight?” He
was surprised at the shortness of his
breath.

“Leomard, I'm so glad you called,”
she said. “Something is terribly
wrong!”

“Wihat?” His pulse jumped again.

“Father went out late tonight in the
car, and I'm worried frantic. His
stomach has been causing a lot of
trouble lately and about a week ago
he quit calling Dr. Harris to the house
and started going out somewhere by
himself. He refused to tell me any-
thing about it, but I know semething
is wreng. 1="

“Has he had any unusual visitors
in the last week?” Leomnard waited
tensely for the answer.

QQG\NIL\Y Mr. Bishop—and I think
he really came to see me."

Leomnard hesitated.

“Is that so?” Leomard was bitter for
an instant, but then he snapped an-
other question. “Wiho drove your
father's car tomight—FPaull?"

“No--but oh, Len, that's something
else. This evening, after dark, Paul
got a note by special delivery. He
glanced through it and then turned
white. He threw the letter into the
fireplace and went out at once.”

“Do you have any idea as to what
was in the lettier?”

“I found a scrap that fell on the
floor after he left. I could make out

two words, ‘Gault house.’ What do
you thimk—"
“Nothing. Nothing = Call the po-

lice and send them to our old house
across Cherry Street. Tell them it's
an emergency! Something is happen-
ing out there—something terrible—
and we've got to stop it!”

“Waiit, Len!” Her voice trembled.
“I'm coming, tee. I=" )

But the last werds trickled iRt the
void of the phone booth. Lesnard had
thrown the receiver at the heek and
ran back to his ear. AR uReartRly
cold began to creep threugh Ris velRs:
He swung acress the middle of the
block and shet areund a eoFRsF: Twe
blosks from the Gault heuse he tuFRed
off his llghts) and drove within a hun:
dred yards:
 Just as he stepped over the fenee
in front of the house, a ear shet areund
the corner, its lights full en. They
floodsd the house and ecaught him,
then swept past, stopped. A slim, dark
figure jumped from the front seat, left
the lights on, Leomard met her.

“You little idiot,” he said harshly.
“You've ruined everything. They'll
know we're after them. I told you to
call the cops.”

“Len,” she sobbed. “I knew you
were coming here. I'm sorry, but dad
and Paul and you—we've got to stop
it some way, Len.” Then she drew
off a little. "But maybe you don’t
want—"

“Cut it,” he said jerkily. "My feel-
ings don't count in this. Whozwer or
whatever is behind this, I'll break it
up. Now you go call the police.”

“No, Len, I'm coming with you.”

“Youw're carzy,” he said through his
teeth, and started for the rear. “I can’t
stand here and argue. There Is ne
time to waste.”

He left her. Still there was o light
in the house, no sound around them
but the soft purring of Julia's meter,
hardly audible as far as the heuse. At
the rear he drew his breath sharply.
The open pit had caved in until Pew
its edge was not ever ten feet from the
back doot. He walked gingerly along
the narrow conerete strip, went dewH
a shert flight ef steps to the gld base:
fent door. 1t alse was Ieeked, But He
got in with a knife. He starfed {8
close the deer and Heard 2 Fystle &t
his baek:

E wheeled and threw up his a¥m
with the plstel, but the meve:
ment brought him against the seft
body of a girl.
“Julia,” he groaned in a whispef.
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“I had to come.
go alone.
Len.”

“Stay behind me. There's no chance
to go back now. We'll have to do our
best.”

They climbéd the stairs, reached the
first-floar hall. Leonard stopped ahead
of her and a violent chill started at the
back of his scalp and shuddered dewn
the length of his spine. He tipteed for-
ward, holding eut his left hand te keep
toueh with Julia and te prevent her
getting ahead ef him.

He started up the stairs to the sec-
ond fiomr. The boards were old and
dry and creaky. It was impossible to
walk quietly. But he couldn’t go
back.

He moved warily to the dopr of the
laboratory that had been padilocked
for ten years. A tiny streak of light
came from underneath. The lock was
there but hanging loose. He grasped
the kineb.

“Just a moment, my boy.”

Leonard froze. Julia screamed and
fell against him. It was a man’s voice
at his side, and a gun made a hard
round spot in his back. His own pis-
tol was jerked from his hand. He was
pushed ahead. The doer swung open
en old Dr. Gault's hidden laboratory.
But it wasn't eld and dusty and
meuldy. It was serubbed and clean,
lined with shining instruments, flwsd-
ed with brilliant light. He blinked his
eyes. The deer elesed seftly behind
them, and Leonard turned te faee an
sld map with pain-wrinkied faee, a
érazy light in his eyes. A suwFgesn’s
sperating gewn, bleed-stained But dry.

I couldn’t let you
It's my father and brether,

E muscles knotted in Leonard’s
cheeks. Slowly he followed the
line of the gown, fighting against what
he should see. The bare feet, with one
geeat toe degenerated into a monstrous
growth. Leonard choked. He tried to
speak, but the pain in his throat was
too great.

“You are shocked, Leomard, my
boy,” said old Dr, Gault. “You didn't
expect to see me here, did youw?"

Julia collapsed at that. Erom some-
where an attendant came forward and
picked her up, laid her on a couch. He
snapped a handcuff on her wrist and

locked the other about the iron frame-
work of the couch.

Leonard drew a deep, painful breath.
He tried to face this man before him.
He tried to speak, but gave it up. The
pain was mounting in his chest until
his throat throbbed with rawness.

The man before him began to talk
slowly.

“They called me the Mad Mangier,”
he said. “Perhaps I was, but there was
method in my insanity. I knew what
I was doing all the time.”

“You're dead,” Leomard croaked at
last.

“Far from that,” said the man in the
operating gown. “Ome dies, true, but
if one’s will is strong enough, one’s
body is quite unnecessary. The will
itself can materialize, can carry on
the work for which the puny body was
too weak.”

Leonard shook his head a little. He
must be mad himself.

“Yoou cut into them,” he said. It
was barely a whisper. “You took men’s
vital organs out of their bodies and
left them dead in the gutters. You—"

The Mad Mangier laughed, a croak-
ing, guttural sound.

“You're harsh, Leonard, my boy.”

Leonard’s eyes narrowed suddenly.

“You don't appreciate the value of
my experiments to humanity,” the
Mad Mangier said. “You never did,
as a matter of fact. But long before
modern medical science asmounced
successful transplanting of the cornea
of the human eye, I had seen the pos-
sibilities ot replacement of human
parts. Eyes are an old story to me.
1 have a refrigerator filled with them.
1 have my ewn private steck of bloed
ef the four types. 1 started saving
this leng befere the Russians did. As
a matter of faet, 1 am fifity years ahead
ef medical seience itself.”

“You're not my father,” said Leon-
ard hoarsely. “You can't be!”

The Mad Mangier laughed.

“Wiet difference does it make? 1
was once, and you don't claim me now.
But perhaps some day, when you are
in need of a new liver, a new sfomach,
a new kidney, or even a new heart,
I shall be able to take care of you. 1
have the only stock of live human
parts in the world!” He chucked, a
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ghostly sound. *“Amd all guaranteed
genuine.”

“You're crazy.”

“Oih, no, Leomard. Just progressive.
Just look around you."

Leomard stared in horror at the rows
of jars that filled the shelves of the
laboratory. He could make out forms
now, of hearts, of kidneys, one of a
dark mass that must have been a liver.

QQQ(ME of these,” said the sur-
‘ geon, “have been here for
years. 1 have fiet as a rule been able
te transplant direetly because of dif-
ferences in metabeliss and bleod,
But I ean keep an ergan in My selu-
tien for a menth er §e, keep it aerated
with My meehanical heart and teughen
it up by gradually ehaﬁgm% the een-
stituents ot the serum. Them I ean
transplant te any ether persen.”

“But who wants to sell his liver? A
man can't live without—"

The surgeon nodded. “That’s just
it. I tried at first to devise a legal
way of obtaining the parts. But it
was too slow and uncertain. So I—
borrowed, you might say.”

“You murdiered!™

“Tsk, tsk. The men I operated on
were all down and out, no good to
themselves or to society.

“I have eighteen human hearts in
stock just now, and I expect within a
few months to use them in replace-
ment. Take an old man with a weak
heart. Wihen my method has been
worked out I shall be able to provide
him with a brand new heart for, say a
hundred thousand dollars. Amd what
wealthy man would refuse te pay a
hundred theusand for a new heart?”

“That’s impossible.”

“Not at all.”

“You couldn’t do it. The blood—"

“Quite simple. A number of differ-
ent men have devised apparatus for
switching the human blood-stream
and running it through a mechanical
pump and aerator instead ot through
the heart during the course of a se-
vere operation. Whhille ene Is deing
this, he eould remeve and replaee the
heart itself. It is merely a matter of
peffe@tmg the fépl@@@fﬂ%m preeess
to the peint where it ean be acesm-
plished in thirty minutes, §e the new

heart does not have time to deterio-
rate before the blood-stream is turned
back into it. Alhrcadg I ean remeve a
heart in ten minutes, but the Rew heart
must be placed and connested within
twenty minutes, and that 1 have net
quite achieved.”

“As soon as | get back te tewn,”
Leomard said between stiff jaws, “I'll
have this place destroyed.”

“You're not going back: Yew and
Julia have learned toe much te leave
here alive.”

He pushed Leonard to the eeuch
where Julia lay with wide, blankly
staring eyes. A handcuff snapped en
Leonard’'s left wrist and the other
cuff to the bed. ) )

“I'll keep you awhile. A very im:-
portant operation is scheduled and |
think I shall permit you te be my au-
dience in this amphitheater. Later |
can use your two fine young bodies te
replenish my stock.”

Leomard could not answer. Tibe cold
was creeping around his heart. Julia
was clinging to him, sobbing. He put
his free arm around her., In a few
hours her lovely body would be cut
apart and installed in those horrible
glass jars. They—

E surgeon had changed his gown
and put on sterilized rwhber
gloves. An operating table was
wheeled Inte the reem. The surgeen
put a gauze mask ever hHis faee. The
form on the operating table was al-
ready anaesthetized. A seeend masked
man seated himself at the Head ef the
table and grasped the patient's pulse.
A cluster of lights was lewered frem
the ceiling. The patient's midsectien
was bared, palnted with iedeferm:
The surgeon Hheld the shert-Bladed
knife posed an instant, made a swift
slash near the breast-bene.
Leomard heard the cutting seund of
a knife in gristle. Julia’'s filgers dug
like claws into his arm.
“Whmt are you geing te take eut
now?” Leonard asked hearsely.

_The surgeon worked fast aﬁg deftly,
pinning the edges of the cut with fef-
ceps and throwing them back away
from the incision. He started talk-
ing as he worked, without leeking up.

“Tiis will be the first operation 6f
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its kind,"” he said. “I am about to pro-
vide this patient with a new stom-
ach.”

Julia’s fimgernails dug into Leon-
ard's flesth. She stared at the figure
on the table. Leonard watched the
surgeon's bare feet, the malformed toe
that made it almost impossible to wear
a shoe, Then a thought came home
to him with stunning foree.

“You didn’t take the stomach out of
any of those bodies we found,"” he said.
“Were—wihere are you going to get
a new ome?*

The surgeon grasped the knife and
made a deeper cut.

“I discovered some time ago that a
stomach was more difficult to pre-
serve. So it is a matter of finding a
subject and having him on hand at the
proper time. That"—he snapped a
pair of forceps on a blood-vessel—"1
have provided for.”

“But the blood amd—"

“I have had occasion to type both
these subjects, and since they are fa-
ther and son—"

Julia shrieked. From the far door
was wheeled a second table. The vic-
tim was not anaesthetized but he was
strapped down securely. The twist-
ing head and wild, staring eyes were
those of Paul Seymour.

“Good God!” moaned Leomard. “Fa-
ther and son! You can't do it. You
can’t—"

“Wihy not? The old man Seymour
doesn’t know anything about it. I
won't tell him until later, when I am
sure the operation is a success.”

The surgeon turned to Paul with
the mad glitter in his eyes. “Too bad,"
he said. “I shall have to remove your
stomach, but I can't spare a man to
give you ether.”

Paul cursed him but the surgeon
grinned. He bared Paul's torso and
reached for the knife.

EONARD was numb. His senses

shimmered but he saw one thing.
The surgeon had only two helpers.
Leonard surged to his feet. He
reached high with his free arm and
fnade a wild sweep at the shelf above.
He caught the warm roundness of a
glass jar in his fingers and pushed.
The jar clinked against another and

dropped heavily. It crashed. Liquid
cascaded over the fftmr. A dark mass
lay quivering among the ragged pieces
of glass.

The surgeon started toward him
with the short-bladed knife gleaming
dully in his hand. His bare feet
scuffed on the ffbmr. Leonard tried
to fight him off with his one arm, but
he couldn’t stand upright. He got to
his feet on the couch, above Julia’s
head, and tried to pull the handcuff
loose. Its edge cut into his wrist, but
it dida’t give. His head strueck the
shelt abeve. The surgeon’s knife
seared his arm, made a bleody are to-
ward his threat. He had backed as far
as he eeuld. This was the last—

But the second jar on the shelf
above had been pushed close to the
edge by Leonard’s first movement.
Now it teetered for an instant and
then came down, thumping heavily on
the side of the surgeon’s head and then
sliding to the fltanr. It broke with a
muffled erash, and a red mass that had
been a human heart lay quivering on
the filver.

The surgeon hesitated an instant,
stunned just a little. His arm wav-
ered. Leonard’s hand shot out and
snatched the knife. He drove it into
the madman’s breast as far as he could,
again and again.

The man at old Mr. Seymour’s head
had hardly looked up. He was watch-
ing the bag, swelling and fiatitening as
the patient breathed. The other helper
came at a run as the surgeon sank to
his knees, his mad eyes glassy. Leon-
ard swung the knife—the second man
turned and ran. The man at the ether
tank looked up, jumped to his feet and
followed. The cone was still on Mr.
Seymour’s face, the gas hissing inte it.

Leonard seized the couch with both
hands, pulled it across the floor in des-
perate jerks. He snatched the ether
cone from Seymour’s face, pushed the
table away and fumbled at the straps
that held Paul down.

“Tihere’s a car in front,"” he shouted
at Paul. “Go get a sungeam!™

Fifteen minutes later a man who had
had no time to put on a white robe was
sewing up the cut in Mr. Seymout’s
body.

“He’ll be all right,” he said. “Some
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shock, I imagine, but I think not dan-
gerous.”

“How about his stomach?” asked
Paul. “He won't live long amyway,
will he?”

The physician hesitated.

“Why not? 1 see nothing wrong
with his stomach. If he thought so,
he was misinformed.”

“It’s strange,” said Paul, “that I
couldn’t find Doctor Harris. He's fa-
ther’s regular—"

“That isn’t surprising,” Leonard
said grimly. “Dr. Harris is there on
the floor, dead. The man who used to
be my father’s partner made himself
up to represent my father so his or-
gan-snatching activities wouldn’t be
traced.”

UL ripped off the mask from

the features of Dr. Harris. They

were suave ne lenger. It was the face

of a mad, eernered rat, frozen into

death. The malkeup eatne leese from
the great tee.

“I don't see—"

“I did,” said Leomard, “when he
started calling me Leonard. My dad™
—he swallowed—"always called me
Lenny.”

“But Doctor Hamnis—"

“Doctor Harris has spent ten years
capitalizing on the infirmities of rich
old men in Iron City, and perhaps he

had even developed transplanting to
the point where he actually hoped for
success. Perhaps this experiment
would have proved it.: Wheo knows?
It may be that other old men have al-
ready had such work done on them.
We'll never be able to ascertain. At
any rate, Harris wanted money—a lot
of it—and he was in a good way to get
it. Wihether or not these replace-
ments would have been successful,
everything was secret, and this labora-
tory would be convincing to any man
who feared he had only a few years to
live because of a bad liver or diseased
organ of some kind.”

“We never know where scientific
development will lead,” observed the
physician from the operating table.
“I wonder what happened to the two
who were assisting Harris.”

“I heard it on the car radio,” said
Paul, who had just come back in.
“Tihey were picked up at the bottom
of the mine-pit—what was left of
them."

“Wihich wouldnt be much at the
end of a six-hundred-foot drop. They
must have run in the wrong direction.
Probably they were quacks that Har-
ris got hold of somewhere. Well"—
Leonard drew a deep breati—"Julia is
waiting in the next room. I don’t
think anybody will object if I take
her home mow."
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The car’s wheels missed him by some mivacle

LACK darkness shrouded the

old country road in dismal

gloom. Rand Wade felt a

warning of impending disaster sweep

ever him as he trudged along. There

was §emethiﬁgb evil, even Hherrible,

abeut the het breathless hush of the
summer Right.

The low hum of a speeding auto
came from behind him. He glanced
back. The headlights cut a white
swath through the darkness, revealing
his figure as he stood waving for the
speeding car to stop.

It was traveling fast and the man
at the wheel made no attempt to de-
crease his speed. Wade had no chance
to leap back out of the way. He filumg
himselt down flat as the car came roar-
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Rand Wade Invades a
Spider-Mesh of Horror
Whem Menm Go Back
to the Primeval Ooze!

ing at him. It passed over him, its
wheels missing him by some mira¢le,
the car's chassis brushing him like the
wings of a bat. He aged ten years in
that one instant. Then the Jugger-
naut of death was gone like the wind,
leaving him sprawled eut in the dark-
fiess.

Weird, hellish laughter drifted
back to him. The tail lights of the car
were two sardonical red eyes vanish-
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ing into the gloom.

“Nearly got me!” Wade flexed arms
and legs, found he was bruised but
not seriously hurt and got slowly to
his feet. “A madman was at that
wheel!”

Norma Payne’s words echoed in his
ears as he hurried on. Again and
again he seemed to hear her low
frightened voice as she urged him to
come at once to the old Potter farm—
and then the sudden silence over the
wire, which was more fraught with
dread than the panie in her veice.
Semething was wreng at Mark Pot-
ter's farm-—semething was terribly
WEBRE.

It seemed hours before he fimally
reached the place, a big rambling old
farm house some distance back from
the seldom used country road. It
brooded amid the shadows of tall
trees, its white painted walls looming
eerily in the darkness.

Wade discovered a faint light com-
ing through a heavily barred cellar
window at one side of the house. He
went closer and peered in, then ut-
tered a startled curse.

Sprawled out on the top of a huge
oak chest was Norma Payne. She was
lying on her back, her head hamging
over the edge of the chest, her luxuri-
ant dark hair cascading down toward
the flbanr. Her eyes were closed and
her lovely face was pale. A yellow
silk negligee only half cencealed her
slender young body.

Wade’s eyes narrowed as he saw the
tank of anesthetizing gas standing
close to the girl's head. Norma was
unconscious—sommedne had glaeed her
under an anesthetie. Why

Abruptly a figure leaped at Wade
out of the darkness. Talon-like fin-
gers caught him by the throat. Des-
perately he tore at these cheking
hands, as he writhed and twisted, try-
ing to shake off his unseen fee. Again
he heard that weird diabelical lauwgh-
ter—the same as that whieh had been
emitted by the ruthless Hend at the
wheel 6f the speeding éar.

From somewhere within the heuse
came the strains of musie=the weird
cadence of “Danse Macabre” — the
Dance of Death by the esmpeser;

Saint-Saens. A man shouted, a woman
laughed hysterically, and then every-
thing went black to Rand Wade as
those cruel fingers strangled him into
uNCoNSCIOUSMEES.

ARS later, it seemed, Wade
opened his eyes. At first he
thought he had been left in some slimy
swamp. In the dim light he could see
ferns and wet green leaves scattered
all about him—then he saw the mov-
ing figures that were twisting and
crawling all about him.

They were men and women, clad in
scant garments, their flesh a hideous
green. They moved about on the
floor of a big room like the spawn of
paleozoic mire, like crawling crea-
tures existing before the dawn of his-
tory. Then ene of them spoke, almost
in eche te Wade’s thought.

“That’s it," shouted a green clad
man. “We are the paleozoic people—
crawling through mud and €lime—
faster, faster.” Abruptly he smatiched
up a whip and began to lash those
about him. A woman screamed and
crawled away like an alligator.

Unnoticed by the others, Wade sat
up. He was still fully dressed and his
hat was lying beside him. The place
where he had been lying was in deep
shadow beyond the green light.

Was Norma Payne still in the cel-
lar unconscious? That was all that
mattered to Rand Wade. These sa-
distic fools with their mad game—it
must be a game—rmeant nething to
him. They were as leathesome as the
squirming erustaceans they were try-
ing te represent! They were werse—
the;g were human beings trying te aet
subhufanly. They were degenerate.

Wade managed to sneak out of the
room without being observed. He
hastily searched through the rest ef
the house until he found the stairs
leading dewn inte the eellar. He de-
scended swiftly. Lights were bBurnh:-
ing in the eellar and Re feund himself
in a small reem. Beyend this was a
lew areh and in the resm oA the aqggé):
site side Nerma was still sprawled sut
en the eak ehest.

But now a tall man clad in a red
lounging robe was standing beside
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her. A handkerchiet masked the
lower part of his face and in his left
hand he held a small water glass,

“I'm very clever, my dear,” he said
slowly, as though believing the un-
conscious girl could hear him. “These
fools upstairs going through thele in-
sane ceremonies—nasty, jaded sotils
seeking something different.”

He laughed and it was the same
weird laughter Wade had heard twice
before that night.

“They don't know that everything
that Mark Potter does has a purpose.
Even this paleozole cult I started for
them.”

Horror swept over Rand Wade as
he crouched against the side of the
arch, watching. Potter had opened
the upper part of Neorma's negligee,
revealing the soft whiteness of her
neck and shoulders. The man in the
red 10unging robe then shook the glass
in his hand. A squirming creature
dropped from the glass and began te
crawl acress the girl's flesh.

It was a vicious black widow spider!

“You see, I plan everything,” said
Potter. “Tomorrow when they find
your body they will learn that you
died from the bite of a black widow
spider. They have been kept too busy
to know what has been going on down
here. That is the way that I wanted
i't‘”

“Get away from that girl!” snapped
Wade, suddenly appearing in the
doorway. His gun in his hand, the
gun which he had retrieved from the
place of concealment on his person.
He fired as Potter snatched an auto-
fmatic from inside his lounging robe.

OR the last time that insane
laughter issued from Mark Pot-
ter’s lips. Then he crumpled to the
floor, to sprawl there motiomless, a

bullet in his heart.

“Rand,” Norma murmured weakly,
unable to see him. *“Is that youw?”

“Yes, don't move.” He leaped to
her, brushed the black widow spider
off her and then crushed it to death
beneath his foot. He saw a second
spider crawling across the floor and
killed that also. Wade shuddered as
he looked at the girl.

“If you had moved, that thing would
have bitten you—but they won't touch
a motionless body. 1 guess Potter
wouldn’t have worked it the way he
did if he had known that.”

“He—he knew,” said Norma raising
her head. “He was waiting for me to
come out of the anesthetic—that’s why
he did not put the spiders on me until
just now. He planned the whole
thing. As my cousin, he was my only
close relation—he would get the half
million in my estate if I were dead.”

From upstairs came the sound of ex-
cited voices. Mark Potter’s other
guests had heard the shot.

“Welve got to get rid of those
fools,” said Wade. “Police! Police!™
he shouted. “Get out, the place is
raided.”

From upstairs came the trampling
of feet as Potter’s guests, tried to get
away as swiftly as possible. No one
stopped to question, to see if the po-
lice were really there.

Motors roared and soon the place
was silent.

“You know, Rand,” said Norma sit-
ting up weakly. “I didn't realize until
now how good it is to be engaged to
a private detective, particularly a mich
one—who doesn’'t want my money.”

“Right,” said Wade, smiling as he
kissed her.

“But I'm afraid that if we should
see a spider while we're on our honey-
moon, I'll scream!™
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CHAPTER 1
Coaurbet’s Sword

E blistering noonday heat of
the Haitian sun filltered through
the trees and struck the stairs

on which Tom Duane sat. In the
grassy yard before him, more in the
shadow ot sheltering mapow trees,
several blacks wokked slowly, piling
boxes, emptying huge tins, filling sad-
dlebags.

Duane closed his eyes and tried to
feel a breeze. There was none. He
turned toward the house and whistledi;
it was too hot to shout. A whistle an-
swered from inside, cheerfully. It

was the only cheerful thing in the
fetid, overpowering humidity of the
day, and probably, Duane thought, the
only sign of life anywhere on the
baked land of that southern part of
the island. The quiet seemed to him
to be filled with foreboding, the whole
sunlit landsecape treacherous in its
apparent deecility.

A moment later, Harry Chadwick
emerged, carrying a loaded tray.

“Scotch and soda,” he grinned.
“Wonderful idea, getting an electric
refrigerator down here. Take a last
look at these ice cubes before they
go up in simoke.”

Both men sipped their drinks
thoughtfully, watching the natives.



After a time, Duane pointed to a large
wooden sign standing near them. It
read:

JONATHAN ROGERS COMPANY
LUMBER EXPORT
HAITI AND NEW YORK
JACMEL BRANCH OFFICE

“Paint’s peeling again,” said Duane,
“Must be over a hundred and ten.”
After a moment he added, “Wonder
what it's like in the imtenion?”

“We'll know soon enough,” said
Chadwick dryly. <

The sound of a motor came to them,

A toll white faced mam stood there

a powerful roar seldom heard among
the ancient vehicles on the island.
Duane listened a momemtt @amd
shrugged.

“Trouble’s back from Port au
Prince,” he observed. “Here it comes
at sixty per.™

S he spoke a sleek maroon phae-

ton appeared several hundred
feet away, making the turn from the
Jacmel road to their own rutted path.
Its motor eased and it glided up to
them and stopped.

At the wheel sat a young girl, her
long dark hair flowing to her shoul-
ders in a handsome contrast to the cool
linens she wore. As she stepped jaun-
tily from the car, almost posing for a
brief instant, pointing a red sandaled
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toe and arching her slender young
body, Duane looked at her and felt
disgusted with himself. Disgusted
because he had to admit the sight of
her was pleasant. He didn't like it.

“Affternoon, gentlemen,” she smiled.
“You look comfortable.”

“Hope you don’t mind,"” said Duane.

“Not if I can join you."

“Harry,” said Duane, “get up a
Scotch for the boss.” He added as
Chadwick mumbled and started im:
“Amd don't poison it.”

“The boss,” said the girl reflectively.
“I can't get used to it. Don’t you
think Miss Rogers would sound bet-
ter? Or even—Kattiy?"

Duane grunted. He had learned not
to answer her. Not when those blue-
gray eyes of hers looked at him that
way, waiting to snap at him, to leap
into another of the arguments she al-
ways started, and usually finished.

HE was the boss, a wisp of a girl

whe came from the awistocratic
precincts of Boston, down to Haiti to
adminlster the estate she had inher-
ited frem hHer unele. Amnd of course,
there was her brether Ralph, younger
than she By a year, stalking abeut ia
a eerle helmet and eenvineed that he
eould learn the business in a few
weeks, between drifks.

Duane had slapped him the week
before in an argument. He couldn't
bear arguing with a silly youngster in
that heat. Wihat had it been about?
He could hardly remember. Some non-
sense about not looking after certain
stands of mahogany. Amnd they hadn’t
fired him. They coulda’t. Duane ran
the whole show south of Port au
Prince—six long, tough years.

Chadwick came out. “Here's your
drink, boss,” he said. For a while the
three sat quietly drinking, saying
nothing. Then Kathy Rogers spoke.

“Your natives seem to be a leisurely
lot,” she said.

“We only hire men,” said Duane.
“We don't kill 'em for a buck a day."

“It costs the company five hundred
dollars to pump that electric line
here,” said the girl, “so you could
make ice cubes in a refrigerator.”

Duane saw then that something
was brewing, that there was something

else beside a minor dissatisfaction
nosing areund. " ,

“The Jjacmel Branch,” he replied
evenly, “gave the RQ?&% EBF’HQ&%,Q
quarter of a million last year: I$
is no Boston Turkish bath—there's
something vicious abeut the heat
here, something. Your lipstick, by the
way, is melting.” o

“If you don't like the elestrie line,*
said Chadwick, “take it amd—"

“Never mind, Chad," said Duane.
He turned to the girl. “Anything
special on your mind, boss? Wihat
are you driving att?"

“Poetry,” said Kathy, “just poetry.
Let me give you an instance. A cer-
tain company gets an option on a valu-
able stand of mahogany. A clause in
it says that within two years, ten trees
have to be felled and sections removed
for the option to hold.”

“That’s the option we hold on Cour-
bet's land,” said Chadiwick.

“Caorrrect,” observed the girl. “Now,
the owner of the company die§, and by
the time the new owners arrive, the
two years have about six weeks left.
The men in whose district the mahog-
any stands have done nothing abeut
the option.”

“Maybe,” said Duane, playing the
game and wondering, “there were rea-
sons. It might have beem that the
property was useless because the pro-
posed government roads hadn't yet
penetrated that far in. And that being
a year off, perhaps the place had a
reputation se bad that it seared the
pants off the natives, and enly a few
would ever dare venture fear it, and
then enly eut ef extreme leyalty.”

“Poetry,” said Kathy Rogets, “just
poetry. Wihen the new owner asks
about it, she is told a stery, a wender:
fully poetic story. More than a hun-
dred years age, she is teld, a brilliant
native narfied Dessalines rese up and
together with thousands ef slaves,
destroyed Napeleen’s treeps iR Haiti.

“The freed slaves massacred every
French colonial slave helder sn the
island—all except one, a certain Fran-
cois Courbet whe defended his land
deep in the interlor against all invad-
ers. And, if one is to listen te the
sorcerers, Courbet still lives, wreak-
ing his vengeanee and destroying
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every black who sets foot on his land.

“The last touch is most charming.
Wihen Courbet dies, they say, his black
heart and black deeds will in death
turn all of him black—Beautiful home-
spun poetry.”

“Get to the point,” said Duane.

“Anderson, in our Port au Prince
office, doesn’t put much stock in a leg-
end of Francois Courbet. Then there
is the matter of the Galloway Com-
pany, who bid against Rogers for the
option. A few questions brought out
the fact that the Courbet legend, dor-
mant for years, sprang to life again
shortly after we got the option. Sig-
nificant, don't you thimk?”

“Tom thinks it's Galloway,” said
Chadwick, “taking advantage of the
Courbet legend and using skillful
terrorism to keep us off.”

Kathy Rogers arched her brows.

“Afiraid?”” she asked.

“It isn't a question of being afraid,”
said Duane. “It’s merely—"

“Merely,” she interrupted, “that a
man known as fearless stayed away
and let a valuable option almost ex-
pire. It wasn't fear, you say. But
there couldn’t possibly be a bribe in it
somewhere, could there?”

Slowly, Tom Duane put his glass
down and just as slowly he rose.

“Say that again,” he said, “and I'll
kick your teeth out.™

Kathy Rogers sipped her drink.

“Get out, Duane,” she said quietly.
“You're fined. And you'll be fimished
on the island when my brother re-
turns from Courbet’s.”

“Whhat?” Harry Chadwick’s voice
was a whisper. “He’s wiliene?"”

“He left yesterday morning from
Leogane, in a motor launch alone with
half a dozen natives. We'll keep
that option.™

“So you sent your brother to see
what he could do against a little ter-
rorism?” said Duane.

He stood quite close to the girl, close
enough for her to see the clamped
muscles of his jaw.

“Take a look at those leisurely na-
tives,” he rasped. “Since I told them
they've had no heart to sleep or eat—
but they're packing saddlebags. Pack-
ing them because we were leaving to
g6 to Courbet’s land in two days!” He

turned and shouted. “Miro! Theot!
Michel! Zo! Flini yoss sac{pallbes! Get
the burros—vite. We're leaving now.
Tande mwm?’

Kathy Rogers was looking from
Duane to Chadwick. Something in
their tense, angered manner, and in the
evil breath ot hot wind that came
scorching from the north where Cour-
bet’s lay, brought her a fleeting alarm.

“You don’t really—" she wanted to
say.

But Duane had brushed past her and
run up the stairs.

EAR Point Garonne, ten kilome-

tres from where the Fouribe
turned its swollen waters to run to the
Caribbean, a fierce tropical storm that
had hung all day In the heavy air,
broke and trapped six men.

Now and again as lightning flashed
its white brilliance over the dark earth,
two white men could be seen working
with the four blacks who were their
party. In those galvanizing instants
of light, men would stagger forward,
tightening the ropes that tethered
their burres to trees.

Red and purple and deep blue the
whole world had become, a world
without life, a world of anger and bit-
ing wind, where the rain hammered
down in a fury, groaning as it smashed
the earth, and the trees roared with
anger when the wind went through, or
groaned in agony together with the
rain.

Then high over the mingling sounds
of the gale and the downpour, a
single clear scream. Fantastic, thought
Duane. Not here in the wilderness—
and then he heard it agaimn!

Chadwick’s hand was on his arm,
pressing it in the only message he
could convey. Duane fumbled in a
saddle-bag and withdrew a filsdillight.
Once again the scream came and
Duane ran toward it, stumbling
through the spiny tall grass.

His light was a pale arrow piercing
the pitch that engulfed him, showing
perhaps three feet ahead. At the edge
of the clearing where he had camped,
Duane saw them—a black man and a
white girl!

Petrified, he stood before them.
Kathy Rogers and an old, bent na-
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tive—miles from where he had left
her thirty hours before. With one
motion he heaved the girl across his
shoulders as if she had been a sack.
Then he clutched the old man's hand
and forced his way back to the camp
site.

And then, like every Haitian storm,
as abruptly as it had come it died and
departed. The rain ceased, the wind
whimpered and became a stramgely
warm, gentle caress. Over the tree-
tops a thin cresceat moon appeared, a
pale scimitar illumining the clearing
with its ghostly light.

Chadwick roused the natives, and
under the yellow glare of torches, the
men were digging deep under the dead
leaves in the woeds, finding dry brush
that even the storm had been unable
to reach. Soon, in the blaze of the
fire, the animals attended, the men sat
down to dry themselves.

Duane looked at the drenched girl.
Lord, he thought, what a sight she
was in her jodhpurs and expensive
cashmere sweater, drenched and path-
etic and frightened, surrounded by
blacks in the heart of a jungle.

“Wihat are you doing here?” he said
to her.

The fliickering light of the fire
played on her ivory skin.

“I couldn’t stay behind,” she said.
“My brother is all I have.” She paused
amoment. “I got this old man to help
me follow you until you'd be too far
out to turn back. And then, the storm
came. . ..”

Duane gave her some black coffee.

“Tihere aren't any spare clothes,” he
said. His own denim trousers, the
open shirt called a vareuse, his soft
boots, all were soaked. “Yow'll go
back in the morning.”

His lean jaw was set. It wasn't easy
for him to fight the sympathy and ad-
miration he suddenly and umaccount-
ably felt for her. How many girls,
even without her sheltered back-
ground, would have had the courage
to venture the trail alone with an old
black man. For a moment as he looked
at her he thought she was going to cry.
Instead she looked at him. “Yeuw're
forgetting I'm the boss,” she said.

“Try and remind me,” said Duane,
“I was fired yesterday.”

UDDENLY the old man who had

guided the girl tottered erect and
began speaking, the French patois
that was the language of Haiti pour-
ing eut in shrill, eracked tones.

“We must go back! The white lady
forced me to continue!” He weaved
uncertainly on his feet, his withered
old eyes sparkling in fear. “Courbet
stands sentinel tonight as he has for
one hundred years, killimg—"

“Tihat’ll be enough!” Duane called
sharply.

He saw his blacks crouching closer
to the fire, their faces bright with fear,
staring into the darkness that hemmed
them in. He threw a handful of coins
to the ground. The aged black bent
and hastily retrieved them. A moment
later he had slung his leathern sack
over his old shoulders and the sound
of his movement through the soaked
grass was growing fainter.

“Pay attention to the fire!” Chad-
wick called. “Zo, Michel, there's
wood here. Premils pm!”

The blacks moved slowly, never out
of the little ring of light. Their fright
was nothing to have trifled with.

Duane found a blanket that was fair-
ly dry and he tossed it to the girl. He
busied himself stirring a huge pot of
soup and then from the fire he with-
drew a taper and lighted a pipe. He
wondered how Kathy Rogers would
react to her first taste of goatmeat. He
would have little difficulty sending
her back with Theot after that.

Restlessly, disturbed by his wan-
dering thoughts and the insidious
night noises of the wild country about
him, he looked into the dark heavens
toward the northeast. Somewhere
there stood an ancient ruin of French
colonial days, the bloody subject of
many a folk mpyseare,

It lay between Ralph Rogers and
Duane now, and though Rogers was
heading south with a day’s start, nurs-
ing a motor launch through crazy wa-
ters would hold him for awhile. Duane
tried not to think about it, glad that
the aroma of his plpe quieted his
nerves.

All at once a small round shape hur-
tled into the light from the darkness.
It fell with a soft thud against one of
the uprights over the fire and as it
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slowly rolled back the great pot tipped
and spilled on the object.

It was a worn leathern sack, and as
it rolled a horrible stench of boiling
leather and something else arose. Its
short flap fell open., There was a hu-
man head in it—the head of the old
black man who had left them so short
a time before.

Things happened quickly after that,
A single shriek burst in the quiet, the
contorted faces of the natives were
before Duane, lips bubbling with
froth, eyes closed in terror, beating
the earth with their fists.

The head lay with its bulging,
sightless eyeballs streaked with blood,
a ghastly thing in the flickering light
ot the five. Over everything hung the
odor ot the cooking goat stew.

Duane felt Chadwick beside him. In
that instant, while they were still
stunned and nauseated, more para-
lyzed by its suddenness than fright-
ened, a voice called from the dark-
ness.

“Return if you wish to live,” it said,
so softly that one could scarcely hear
it. “Go no further. My land is in-
violate.”

The very air seemed filled with the
hushed malice in that voice.

EY saw it before them, at the
very edge of their small lighted
eirele. A tall man stood there, his face
as white and cold and dead as the
moeon. In the darkness nione of his
features epuld be seen, but there were
hanging bags of skin, as if age had
taken even his identity away. Only
jet blaek eyes stared frem under a
pewdered wig.

Duane sucked in his breath as he
saw that the man wore silk knee
breeches, a lace fringed coat of peach
came to his knees, and his silver
buckles glittered in the firelight. As
the words ceased, the figure raised a
saber whose edge was dark, sheathed
it, and moved back into the darkness
from whieh it had come.

Twice the automatic in Duane's
hand roared and spat its crimson fire
into the night. Wiith the sudden re-
lease of tension he and Chadwick
fushed forward. Nothing. The figure
had vanished. The terrible unbelief

and fascination in that apparition had
lasted a split second too long.

Duane looked quickly to the girl
and turned his attention to the na-
tives, quieting them. Chadwick had
taken the leathern sack and its burden
away. Wihen he returned, he unpacked
flasks of clairim, a raw liquor of fer-
mented sugar cane juice. In the still-
ness, broken not even by a whisper,
the natives drank in hoarse gulps,
their throats constricting with effort.

Once Duane felt a hand on him;
Kathy Rogers was behind him, her
face bloodless.

“Mind if I take a swallow?” She
forced a smile. Duane handed her a
flask. “Thanks,” she murmered.

Wardlessly, Duane made her a bed
of blankets, padded a saddlebag for a
pillow. In the turmoil seething in his
mind, there had remained a tranquil
corner occupied by thoughts of her.
He thought of her sitting there, Jook-
ing at the gruesome sight, ready to
faint—and pointing for him to pay
her no heed, to care for the blacks.

“Good night, boss,” he started to
whisper but caught himself in time.

He sat by the fire a long time, watch-
ing his natives drinking themselves
into a merciful stupor, drinking to
keep their minds. . ..

Wihen at last they had tumbled
stiffly to sleep, Chadwick motioned to
him. Together they moved away from
the others. The wind had changed
again and the night cold of the hills
swept down. The beads of perspira-
tion on Chadwick’s upper lip flikdered
with reflections ot the fitiediight.

“Tom, what was iit?"

Duane shrugged, “Ask Galloway."

“You tiiml—"

“I can't think. Not anymore tonight.
Go to sleep. I'll take the first watch.
They’ve made their first move.”

CHAPTER 11

Tomsard IDeath

L —

ORNING came and the party
started forward with the first
crack of dawn. Kathy Rogers was
with them. Duane had taken her aside
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to tell her she was going back, and he
had lost.

“You saw what we're up against,”
he said. “There’s no place here for
you."

“Make a place,” she returned. “My
brother’s in there”

He had had to let her come. There
was something in her eyes that he
couldn't figditt. Courage—and more.
Something he hadn’t thought about
before—devotion and love. Perhaps
that was what moved him. She had
said that her brother was all she had
left. The thought hit Duane queer-
ly. He had ne one.

There had been times when he
thought of a girl caring for him that
way. He could not let her down. In
his own way, he understood vaguely
what it meant to love someone who
was lost, perhaps forever— Riding
along, he told himselt that half the
reason was that he had feared to ask
for a volunteer to take her back, afraid
lest all four of his natives should ery
out. But he knew better.

Long before, their way had led them
into the wooded mountains that rose
up on the southern peninsula of the
island, a dark forbidding barrier.
Even the bright sun scarcely pene-
trated the dim, hostile recesses of the
jungle,

There was no conversation as they
hurried on, turning with an amgry
mountain stream, clinging to great,
treacherous winding canyons, slip-
ping over wet rocks in the shallow
cascades. Gloom like a pall clung to
the party, and dread—deead of the
known and the unknown toward which
they relentlessly advanced.

Now and again as they were lost in
the brooding twilight of a vast can-
yon, Duane saw that the natives had
come to shrink from the dark. Fer-
ever they seemed to hover on the brink
of sheer panic—anything might have
driven them wild.

Duane drove them ruthlessly, tax-
ing their energies to keep them from
thinking. He had only to see the way
they started at meaningless sounds to
understand the terror that ghnawed
away at them, hour after heur.

Always there were the eyes, the
countless eyes of the jungle, mute and

all-seeing, peering at them from
everywhere, sparkling and umwinking,
the constant sentinels of a wild land.
And the quiet, the unceasing, nerve-
twisting quiet. Even the parrakeets
hushed when these humans forged
inte view.

The jungle blossoms, delicate and
brilliantly colored, choked them with
the overpowering sweetness of their
perfumes. The leafy tendrils of the
vines brushed them softly, like the
forgetful touch of death, waiting to
crush them in its embrace.

Chadwick dropped back once to ride
beside Duane.

“Much further?” he asked.

“Wet'we got to get there by sundiown,
before another might.”

They rode in silence for a moment.

“Tiink about last night?” said
Chadwick. Duane nodded. “Still
think it's Galloway's idea?"

“I don't know,” said Duane. “I don’t
know anymore. It must be.”

“But he looked so real—those
clothes, the way he spoke—"

“We sound like kids,” said Duane.
“If this had happened anywhere else
in the world, I'd laugh. But Haiti—
I've been here too long, seen too much
I could never explain,. We've got to
go faster.”

On they went, driving through. The
men ate while they rode, nibbling at
dried fish, washing it dowa burriedly
with water from a clear meuntaln
stream, while they leoked hungrily
at the lobster and tassards that
abounded in its depths. And the heat,
the stinking heat, cheking them like a
lethal gas, and the air like steam.

T was late afternoon when they
came at last to the fringe of the

forest of mahegany, and saw befere
them the high plateau in whese &en-
ter stood the ancient mansien of Fran-
eols Courbet. From where they were,
the reefs ef the ald heuse were sil-
heuetted against the reddening siy i
the distanee, rising ever the teps of
immense trees that surreunded it

“We're here,” said Chadiwick.

“Wam't be long now.” Semehow
Duane grinned. “If they dida't be-
fore, they know now that we didn't
turn back.”
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They found a road still faintly vis-
ible through its choking weeds, and
passing up this road, they came at
length to the trees they had seen from
far off.

Duane dug his nails deep in his
palms as he saw them—elms'—tall,
stately, they stood in two columns
that formed an avenue to the house.
They were trees from another world,
planted a century before, rising in the
midst of tropical land like forlorn
ghosts.

Before they quite understood what
they saw, they found themselves rid-
ing through a garden—a rose garden
—wild and luxuriant beyond belief,
filling the air with their exquisite
nostalgic odor.

Duane caught Kathy Roger’s eye.
She was drinking in the scene as if
she expected never again to see amy-
thing from home. He moved closer
to her.

“Look at my leisurely blacks,” he
said. Their faces were filled with in-
tense fright and resignation. “They
didn’t have a brother here,” he said
softly. “They don’t own the option.”

He was filled with gratitude for the
blacks. Loyalty alone had made them
follow so far. Even at that moment,
with a hundred wild and uneasy con-
jectures fllvoding his brain, he had re-
membered to tell her.

And there they saw the house stand-
ing before them, around a slight bend
in the road. It was as if the day had
nothing in store for them but shock.
It was nothing like the ruins they had
expected.

The mansion was whole, sturdy.
Even the paint on its firm timbers was
fresh, the white doors and windows
mingling with the deep ivory of the
rest of the house in beautiful contrast.
The gabled roof swung downward at
a graceful angle, and from it five
smaller gables turned te face the set-
ting sun. Twe wings steed at right
angles to the main heuse, and a bread,
eircular plazza ran the length of the
structure.

The stairs leading up to the door
were spotless, and the huge white en-
trance door slightly ajar.

The red sun bathed the scene in
bloody luminescence, and lost in his

thoughts, Duane turned to his com-
panions and saw a speechless amazge-
ment on them. The house, with its
elms and roses and the great tranquil-
ity, what did it all mean? Not a sound
broke the stillness. A burro pawed the
ground and Duane stroked its nose.

“Looks like we got here first,” he
said.

He had to say something. He felt it
was a dream, fantastic and umescap-
able, and somewhere in it, death
lurked. He knew that.

The next instant Duane felt a little
trickle of cold perspiration on his
forehead, and his eyes fastened on the
white entrance door. It was opening
by itself—an inanimate, mute wel-
come!

“The wind,” Duane muttered, feel-
ing his brow cool under a faint breeze.

Something lying on the threshold
glittered brilliantly as a ray of sun-
light struck it. Kathy Rogers slipped
from her burfo and ran up the steps.
She stooped and rose slowly. Then
she turned and faced Duane and Chad-
wlck, running teward her. She held
eut a palm. Ia it lay a sighet fi'_ﬁ'g,
The goeld initials en the enyx field
were R.R. Duane didn't need the ini-
tials te remember it.

“Here now.” He had his arm under
her. She had slumped against the
door. Even as he held her, he glimpsed
the body of a man lying sprawled on
the floor inside. “Chad,” he said
quietly. “"Talke her down. Get a fire
going. Keep them busy. I'm going
in.”

He watched Chadwiclk carry the girl
down. The blacks were sitting mo-
tionless, watching him. He wheeled
and stepped over the threshold.

T was a moment before his eyes
grew accustorned te the dark in-
terior of the house. The man whe lay
at his feet was a Negro, dressed loose-
ly in denim. Duane turned him over.
There was a deep gash in his throat,
araw ragged wound whose edges were
a corrosive green against the clotted
red of the open throat. He had never
seen a wound like that before. The
sight tortured him.
He rose and saw looming before him
a dark marble staircase that wound its
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graceful way to the upper story. In
the spacious foyer where he stood, the
walls were hung with rich tapestries
and paintings; the floor was covered
by a heavy flowered carpet. In the
quiet Duane could hear his own irreg-
ular breathing. He felt the open hols-
tered gun at his side and started for
one of the doors near him.

Then he heard the sound upstairs.
A footstep perhaps, someone walking.
Or the well-kept but ancient filwor-
boards creaking of themselves. He
went to the staircase and listened,
then slowly, he started up. At the
head, the high polish of a brass door-
knob glearied in the murk; the door
was half open. He pushed it wide.

From an open shuttered window,
the last rays of the sun flung their
light on the deep rug that lay on the
floor. Near the window stood a large
desk, intricately carved, and a chair
beside it. The walls of the room were
lined from the floor to the figured ceil-
ing with filled bookshelves.

He took one out and glanced at its
title. QOewwmss de V drkaire—presdisely
what one might have expected to find
in the home of a Frenchman. He had
been thinking calmly of it—thinking
that he expected a man like Francois
Courbet to read stich matter! Francois
Courbet! He was dead, a corpse these
hundred years and more! An exqui-
site ehill went down Duane’s spine as
he realized hew grotesque, how her-
rible his thoughts were.

Too late he heard the click. He
wheeled to find himself staring into
the barrel of a cocked revolver four
feet from his head.

“Sit down on the flloor,” said the man
who held it. “I don’t want to use this
just now.”

CHAPTER 111
Dead \Hainds

DUANIE sank down. The man who
held the gun was shert and
round. His puffed cheeks were
flushed. From a pocket in his seiled
linens he took out an equally seiled

handkerchief and mopped his bald
head, but his little blue eyes stayed
fixed on Duane. The gun in his hand
trembled a bit.

“Scared, Everett?” said Duane. “I
won’t jump.”

“You bet you won't, Duane,” said
the little man. “Not more than hallf-
way. The trigger on this gun goes
off easy—some of Roger’s blacks
found that out.”

“Whmt's happened to them?” said
Duane. “Is Galloway paying bonuses
for murder? He used to include it in
the wages.”

“Tiere’s enough mahogany in these
hills to make it up. Enough to bury
Tom Duane in a solid coffin of the
stuff. Now bring your voice down or
you’'ll join the last of 'em—the one you
saw dlownstairs.”

Duane lapsed into silence. The man
he had called Everett went cautiously
to the chair, dragged it back and sat
down to face Duane.

“Where’s Rogers?” said Duane. “He
dead too?” No answer. Then, in a
while, “Whet are we waiting for?”

“You’ll find out. Now shut up.”

“If you shoot me, you’ll have Harry
Chadwick here. As a matter of fact,
you’ll be entertaining him if I den’t
show up pretty soon.”

“He’s being kept pretty busy,” said
Everett. His mouth was twitching.
“Now for Pete's sake, shut up! I'm
getting jumpy.”

Looking at him, at the gua waver-
ing unsteadily in his hand, Duane
agreed. He held up a hand.

“Mind if I readi?”

“Not if it keeps you quiet.”

Duane slid his hand back to ene of
the bookshelves and fumbled leng
enough to withdraw a heavy velume.
He opened it and ran threugh the
pages.

“Too damn dark here,” he mumbled,
snapping it shut.

The next instant he had flipped it
up and sailed it right at Everett's
head. The gun exploded and smashed
into the books as Duane dived flat fer
the chair, gripped ene of its legs and
yaniked. Everett spilled sut of it and
fell flat en his stemaeh. The gun
scudded across the rug tegether with
a loud oof!! from the man whe held it
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Duane waited for him to get up be-
fore he kicked his rear and sent him
flat again. The next time he only
slapped him.

l(Tom!'.

“All over, Chad,” Duane grunted
easily. Life and spirit had returned to
him the moment he had seen Everett.
Now he knew who his adversaries
were. The fight was evening. “You
remember Blister Everett? I just dis-
covered his weakness—French litera-
ture. Step ahead, Blister.”

They went down the staircase.

“One of Roger's blacks,” said
Duane, pointing to the dead man lying
there.

“Where is Rogers?”

“Ewverett wouldn’t say when he had
a gun. However, now we'll see. He
said something about you being kept
busy. Anything happen?”

Chadwick nodded, and as they went
through the door, Duane needed no
answer. Not far from where he had
left them, the little group stood in
the twilight, watching them advance.
On the ground lay a large, dark shape,
and as they drew cleser, Duane saw
the two dead burros that formed it.
Chadwick picked up something and
held it eut for Duane. It was a tiny
red and yellew shrub.

“Maiten caval,” he said tersely.
“They didn’t grow here, either. Some-
one strewed the ground with them.”

ITTERLY Duane looked at the

dead animals. They had died
quickly. Matea caval, the little fllower
that was harmless te humans, was in-
stant death when eaten by horses,
cows, donkeys. It was but another of
the astonishing malevolent subtleties
of a nature that blossomed so evilly
and cruelly in Haiti.

Looking at the shiruth, Duane
thought of the strange wound in the
black’'s throat, and uneasiness again
stirred him. Wihat else was there to
learn?

“Get the fire blazing,” he ordered.

He could feel the night closing in
like a living thing, and with it, he
sensed the rising fear in the natives.
He shot a glance at Kathy Rogers. She
was standing off a bit, her gaze intent
on Everett.

Duane sat Everett down with his
back to the firee. He took his auto-
matic and leveled it directly at the
little man.

“Start talking,” he said. “Tihat’s the
only chance you’ll have to get back to
Galloway on your own feet.”

Blister Everett, his face dark in the
shadow of the fire, moved an unsteady
hand across his forehead. His eyes
were half closed.

“I don't know much,” he said quer-
ulously. “I ain't been here long.”

“Where is Ralph Rogers?”

“The crazy guy who thinks he's
Courbet—"

“What? Say that Tl

“He thinks he's Courbet.” Duane
felt his blood congealing as Everett
went on. “He took Rogers somewhere
the minute we spotted you coming. He
don’t like killing white men, he says.
Rogers only got here about a half hour
before you.”

“Who is the man who says he's
Courbet?” There was an unmistakable
hesitancy in Duane’s voice, as if he
dreaded the answer.

“Nobody seems to know for sure.
We found him here the first time we
came. He'd been living here, taking
care of the place and he said it was
his. We told Galloway later and he
figured it might be one ot those peo-
ple frem near Arcahaie on the coast,
where the descendants of a settlement
of Peles had intermarried with the
blacks. Galleway said sefnetimes black
parents there have a white ehild, er
the ether way reund, and he figured
this might be ene. He'd been up fef
years, it seems, erazy mad at the whele
werld, butehering every blask whe
eame near the place”

Duane seemed lost in his thoughts,
his words coming as if he was speak-
ing only to himself.

“A white son of black parents . ..
or . .. the black son of white parents,
a misanthrope — or — nonsense! —
Courbet? There are vegetable dyes
that could have easily coloked his face
white—" His voice died away.

“So you used him?” Chadwick took
up the questioning, impatiently.

“Sure.” Everett was shifting nerv-
ously, his eyes darting about. “Listen,
don't ask me no more about him. He’s
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loco, nuts. He killed off Rogers' blacks
like that.” Everett's fingers were too
damp to snap. "He didn't want help
either. Said he would take care of
things by himself, the way he'd been
doing it before when he had to. If he
found out we'd been using him"—his
voice sank to a whisper—"so's we
could get the option, he'd kill me. You
can't get away from him. He's like a
cat. He thinks we were helping him
save this place.”

“All right.” Duane holstered his
gun. “Now listen. You're going to
help us get Rogers back—"

E blade glittered blue and yel-
lew as the fire caught its edge. It
moved in swiftly between Duane and
the giel, and without hesitation
plunged directly inte Everett's breast.
Everett had net even had time te utter
a seund, Only his eyes had begun to
epen and then he sighed, and as he
relled ever, the blade was eleanly
withdeawn.

In the wake of that great cry of ter-
ror that was torn from four native
throats, and the utter confusion that
followed, Duane hardly knew that he
had lunged and caught the hand that
held the blade. Kathy Rogers had
fallen to her knees. Chadwick stood
beside her with his gun in his hand.

Duane looked at the face that con-
fronted him, the deathly, sickening
white of the features, the soft sheen of
the beautiful silken clothes.

“I'm afraid,” said the man, “he will
not help you find your friend.” His
voice was softly modulated. His two
black eyes shone with the dull luster
ot a predatory bird, but weakly, as if
an inner fire that had onee burnaed in
them was new embers. "Telll the white
man to put dewn his weapen. 1f 1 die,
your friend dies with me. You will
never find him.”

Chadwick lowered his gun. He knew
too well how true those words might
be. The jungle was a blind dark world,
its resources umchalllenged.

“Who are you?"” Duane said.

“Your curiosity is slow to be safis-
fied,” came the answer. "I am Fran-
cois Courbet.” As Duane released his
hand, the man crossed it over his ehest
and bowed. “I am slow to kill white

men, but my hand can be forced. If I
deigned to use your noisy weapons,
perhaps none of you would now be
alive. But there is time—time with-
out end.”

Duane stood there, looking at him,
slowly trying to restore order to the
chaos in his mind. The moaning of the
blacks rose up like a dirge. The chill
darkness was a terrible force whose
enmity eut them off from life. Duane
was thinklag how easy it would be to
kill the man—and then he saw Kathy
Rogers’ face, leoking up to him. The
blade sweeped eut suddenly and in
gne seft streke eut away Duane's
helster. The gun fell te earth almest
seundlessly.

“Please don't think of it again,"” said
the man. He kicked the gun away.

“You act,” said Duane, knowing it
sounded senseless, “as if we were your
captives, instead of you ours.”

"Whe can say? Yet I am not un-
gracious. I offer you the lives of your
friends, all of them. You must promise
not to return. And you must leave
your blacks behind.” His tone was
fmeasured, pronouncing sentence.

The fire caught a fresh twig and
flared up. The man's chalky face was
ghastly, darkened where innumerable
wrinkles met. His whole bearing was
satamic; his nose thin and sharp, his
lips tightly clesed and bluish.

Now he laughed for some reason,
and the malice in his voice blended
perfectly with the appearance ot this
aged, slender, cruel man. Irrelevant-
ly, while he heard Mire cry out iA a
strangled velee, and he felt the het
toreent of rage welling within him,
Duane's eyes fastened en the man's
hands. He had thumbnails almest an
ineh leng.

“You like my hands?” he heard the
voice. "O¢ perhaps merely my
thumbs? With a little poison applied
on the tips, they make an excellent
weapon. Yowu must knew something
of the histery ot this aceursed black
island. Many years age slaves used
this device against thelr masters.”
Again hls laughter rang eut. “I see
you understand the wound ef the man
you feund in My heme.”

And then the whole insane scene
had dissolved; the comic tragedy of
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a man who said he was Francois Cour-
bet talking quietly to men who had
hunted hirn, was abruptly over. The
haunted stillness of the night air quiv-
ered as a shot pierced it. The tall
man clapped a hand to his shoulder,
leapt past Duane, and with a stroke of
his saber ended the life of Mire. He
vanished, swiftly, soundlessly, into
the black mire of darkness.

Chadwick stood over Miro. The
dead hands still clutched the gun the
native had seized from the open hol-
ster on the ground. Strangely, a calm
had come after the moment's violence.

“Now it's done,” said Chadwick.

“Tthere was no other way out. He
shouldn’t have missed.”
Duane stood near the girl. Expres-

sionless, she gazed at him, and then
silently she lay down on the earth and
sobbed.

CHAPTER 1V

Strange Dawn

L N

]

"'YEHE hours that passed were leaden
gternities. On the berder of
the little island of light ereated by the
fire, lay a mound et earth. Over it
a émall weeden eress with twe werds.
Mire. Everett.

The three remaining blacks huddled
together around the fire. Now and
again their voices quavered as they
sang softly to the spirits of the for-
est, singing to the fire-hags and the
Joupgarooss.

“Pass brular caille moin
Pas tuer chevall rormim—"

Ia their hands they fimgered little
ouangas, small dark bags that held
charmed objects; bat bones, black
chicken feathers, siriped candy, a
pineh of sulphur. Fear had driven
them to taking out the concealed
euanga bags they carried despite Du-
ane's erders. Duane had intended to
keep thelr superstitions gulet. That,
it seemed, had been se leng age.

Duane himself, sitting with Chad-
wick and Kathy Rogers, was silent.
His thoughts came as if from a mist,
rising past the haggard face of the

girl, driving into his mind. Had it
been Courbet, alive after a century?
He remembered the face, grim and
purposeful, the face of amadman. The
cold air crept into his bones, a hostile
element. There was nothing to do but
wait. Wait for what? For the next
move, for morning, for a gathering of
themselves. A sheer, immense fright
gripped him, a fear that was not for
himself.

On and on the seconds dragged, the
minutes crept slowly, time stood still.
Drunk with fatigue, Duane stayed
awake. The earth about them was
alive—or did he imagine it?—he had
heard sounds, feet. Someone, some-
thing else was waiting. . . .

It had to come.

When the first pale streamer of
dawn showed against the spires of the
ancient house, Theot rose suddenly to
his feet. He gasped for air and sprang
away from the dying fire. Then he be-
gan to run and his feet were muffled
blows hammering on the earth.

So quickly had it happened that it
was moments before Duane leaped
after him. He followed the sound of
the other, torn by fierce briars as he
went through the rose garden. And
then it seemed to him that he heard
other steps—behind him. He wheeled
and saw Chadiwick.

Things happened with madidening
swiftness after that.

“Go back,” Duane gasped. “Don't
leave them.”

That instant they heard Theot, a
single, clear wild plea. Duane rushed
ahead to find him lying crumpled over,
his throat a bloody red smear that
was already changing color.

Then Duane heard Chadwick shout.
A gun went off, once—twice. There
was a vast roaring thunder in his brain
as he ran back, a great searing noise
that was made up of scarcely distin-
guishable masses of sounds, of all the
things he had heard that night—a
song, a soft cruel voice, a shot, a black
man screaming, the wind sighing in
pity. .....

Only two men stood there. Zo and
Chadwick. Michel lay sprawled on
his face, his body across the fire.
Kathy Rogers was gone. Duane didn’t
hear Chadwick say it—he couldn't
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hear him anymore. He had to see it
for himself. He stood there looking
at the empty place for moments, and
only then did he become conscious of
Zo, whose eyes would begin at the
fire and travel away until he forced
them back.

“Zal*’ Duane cried.
the orail!™

The black shook his head savagely,
his lips thrust back in denial. In the
dawn the woods crackled with life
awakening. To the night sounds of
the insects slowly were being added
the myriad songs of birds. Soon even
expert trackers like Zo would have
been unable to find a trail, however
fresh. Duane was shaking his gun at
the native.

“Zo,” he said, hoarsely, “follow
them. You've followed men through
water.”

“You can see

YSTERICAILLY, the black tore

his eyes away from the gun. He

sobbed as he felt it clese to his spine,

and then he began to trot, never tak-
ing his eyes from the ground.

The three moved like animals. Chad-
wick and Duane heavily, blindly. But
to Zo, like most Haitian natives, the
earth with its invisible signs was a
plain road. Every twig, every blade
of grass, every stretch ot dry ground
told its tale. And Zo followed, his
terror-stricken legs gliding along,
with death before him and after. He
had stopped thinking. His breath was
flung out in stifled panting. Head
down, he ran.

Thorny bahond tore at them, vines
crawled and stretched toward them,
the great underbrush of the jungle
slowed them down to a walk. Once
they stopped in a mire while Zo got
down on his knees. They went on.

The day burst upon them overhead,
with brilliant rays of sunlight striking
obliquely through the density of for-
est life. The early morning chatter-
ing and screeching of birds had grown
to a tremendous cacaphony, oblivious
of the tragedy that ran umnderneath.
Duane knew that the girl’s voice call-
ing him was a veice in his mind only:
fie sound could be heard now. There
was teo mtueh life awake to hear asny-
thing ot death.

A little stream purled before them,
its peaceful eddies coolly withholding
an answer. Zo seemed calm now, the
calm of madness. He was tired and
breathless, and he said not a word
even when he was spoken to. But pa-
tiently he walked this way and that,
his wild eyes ever seeking.

Then, without calling Duane or
Chadwick who were a hundred feet
away, he plunged ahead. They caught
him and followed. Zo no longer knew
where he was going nor why. He was
following a trail, and its unseen mark-
ings called him en.

They were climbing now. The trees
thinned out, the underbrush and foli-
age were less evident. Ahead loomed
a sharp decline and beyond it, amother
hill. There was no grass now. They
stepped out from the shelter of the
darkened woods full inte the blinding
daylight.

But Zo was running faster now, his
feet sinking into the soft earth that
rose bare and bald toward a rock-
bound wall of limestone from which
the sun glanced in splendor. Sudden-
ly, when Duane looked, he knew that
he needed Zo no longer. There were
solid prints in the earth now, leading
in a line to the wall. It rose abruptly
in a sheer rise of hundreds ot feet,
its sides scrubby and overgrowin, with
trees hanging horizontal from its
sides, and great recesses in its irregu-
lar conteurs.

Wihen the two whites passed Zo, he
moaned and tried to keep up with
them. Near the end of the climb Du-
ane looked back once and saw him still
coming, desperately running. They
were all like that now.

The man who called himselt Cout-
bet stood in plain view. He had come
out from somewhere among the rocks,
and he stood outside the shadow of
a huge boulder, his saber glistening.

Duane fired at him from twenty feet
and kept running. Right at the top
he stopped. The tall man stoed ten
feet from Duane, and a small expanse
of water, a shallow pond of stale rain-
water, separated them. Duane didn't
understand why his gun wasn't werk-
ing. Faecing the man in silk, he lev-
eled the automatle and emptied the
magazine.
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He could see the bullets striking
home. They hammered into the man
like blows from a mallet. But twist-
ing, moving back slowly, he stood.
The blood streamed from a red hole in
his hand, it darkened the whole ex-
panse of his light waistcoat.

Wihen Duane splashed through the
pond, the man advanced again, and the
saber swung in a wide swift arc. Un-
der it, Duane sprang and he felt him-
self flung to earth. Vaguely, he real-
ized that Chadwick had jumped after
him. He saw Chadwick’s face beside
him only inches away. But they were
fightimg.

Duane felt his arms enclosed by
hands that were like bands of steel,
pressing him close until his breath
stopped. Sharp talons were shredding
his fiksth. And all the time Duane’s
arms were smashing away.

He knew by then that Chadwick was
rolling crazily beside him, his cheek
torn, both of them fighting the same
adversary—a man with half a dozen
bullets in him.

Then suddenly it ended. They had
rolled close to the pond, and with a
fierce twist, Duane moved and
clutched at a pale throat. He sank his
fingers deep into it, pushed the head
slowly from him back through the soft
ground until it was in the water. And
then, underwater, he held the head un-
til he could hold it no longer. When
he rose t6 his knees, the limp body
beside him thrashed once convulsively,
then relled dewn the slight declivity
until all ef it was in the water—

HE sun was coming down oblique-

lly over Kathy Rogers’ shoulders
when Duane opened his eyes. Her
hands were teuching his face, moving
tenderly. It seemed strange and dif-
fieult te recencile this with the last
things he recalled.

He sat up painfully. There were
cuts and gashes over his arms.

“Lie down, Tom, and rest,” said
Kathy Rogers gently. And when he
wouldn’t she added, “Please, boss.™

There was a look in her eyes as
she spoke that Tom Duane had never
dreamed he would see.

He tried to smile at her and sank
down. And then he saw Chadwick and
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Ralph Rogers standing looking down
at him. Rogers seemed drawn and
tired, but otherwise sound.

“Don’t say it,” he said quietly. “I'll
say it all for you when we get back.”

Duane had wondered how the young
boy would react if ever there came
the time when he would learn humil-
ity. Now he knew. But reflecting at
the terrible price that had been paid
for it, he understood the haunted look
in the boy’s eyes. He would never for-
get the past few days.

“Aren’t you goirg to thank me for
saving you from a watery grawe?"
Chadwick had his arms akimbo and
he was half smiling. “You fell in
after him, you know.” The smile de-
parted as he took Duane’s hand. “Tom,
you probably saved my life when you
knocked me out and pushed me out of
that ffggid. I was too weak to go on.”

“Knocked you out?” said Duane.
“Pushed you away? Hell, I needed
every bit of help I could get."

“You’ll have a tough time explain-
ing why you kept yelling for me to get
away,” returned Chadwick gravely.
“Especially once when I think you no-
ticed my eyes were about to pop out.
He had my throat that time.”

Duane shook his head. He remem-
bered none of it. It was all fogged
and dim. Then all at once he rose up
and looked around. Sitting nearby
propped against a boulder was Zo. He
nodded his head as Duane approached

“Ca y est,” he said. “Mnci.”

“Zo,” said Duane earnestly.
I who must thank you.”

“Ca y est,” repeated Zo, and this
time he smiled.

“Wiat do you mean—it's hap-
pened?” Duane didn't understand.

Zo rose and motioned for Duane to
follow. He saw they were heading
for the pond, from which they seemed
to have moved for some distance. He
saw the others follow.

Then, in the pond, he saw the body,
the wet clothes clinging to the stiffen-
ing corpse, and the air reeking with
stench.

“Black!” Duane cried.

“INaifr. Memij,” Zo muttered, and
pulled back the still fastened white
wig. Under it the bloated scalp was

“It's

-bald, and as black as the face. ...
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“It wasn't just a native,” Chadwick
said. “Tihere must have been some-
thing in what you suspected. About
him more likely being the black son of
white parents than the other way
round. He hated his kind too vio-
lently."”

Zo shook his head and frowned.

*Zo,” said Duane, “Take off his
shoes.” To Chadwick he said, “Wihat
was his kind, Chadi?”

E looked at the shoe in sillemce,

then tore off the the large silver
buckle. He shuddered. He Jlooked
down at the corpse. The two small
eyes, wide open, were staring at him,
black and shiny as agates. He banded
the buckle to Chadwick. On it had
been written in tiny, flouwrishing letters
etched in the silver: Francois Courbet,
Paris 1791. . . .

Later he spoke again. “Im death,
they said in the folk mystterress, his
black heart and black deeds would
turn all of him black.”

“But if you were right about his be-
ing black, and using the wvegetable
dyes, it might just have been the water
washing it off,” said Chadiwick.

Ralph Rogers spoke. “Ewverett told
me he thought he was some kind ot a

renegade. He thought he lived by
robbing.”
“Robbing!” said Duane. “How

much money have you on your per-
son? How many people travel through
here? But furnishings, rich tapes-
tries, sold through the years, one by
one—they might mean money.”

A visible tremor went through
Chadwick. “You don't suppose—~"

“I don’t know what to suppose. The

house was intact, if bare, and preserved
by hands that must have loved it.
We’re a hundred kilometres from
Arcahaie here in this wilderness, and
the legend we know was local.” Duane
was frowning. “He was old, and white;
a horrible artificial white, I grant. And
he was wild enough and strong enough
for two men in spite of it—even a gun
didn’t stqp him for minutes. There
might have been more than just the
surface insanity in him., He might
have been holding on to that hatred
for a long time—a long time—"

He turned to Chadwick as they
walked back.

“Still, if it were true, what do you
suppose a hundred years would do to
your skin in this climate? You ask me
if I suppose. Wihat do you suppose?"

He looked away from Chadiwick's
puzzled expression and said to Zo,
“Ca y est,” and smiled wanly.

v Kathy Rogers was beside him, and
then his eyes went to the clear blue
vault of heaven, the unbelievably pure
azure of a Haitian sky, in this land
of unbelievable things. There was a
soft wind caressing him and he re-
membered what he had thought days
before. He had been in Haiti tee leng,
and he had seen tee mueh he esuldn’t
explain.

“Let’s hurry a little,” he said. “Zo,
vite!/ T've an appointment in the city
with a man named Galloway.”

“Yes, hurry,” said Kathy Rogers.
“There’s a refrigerator waiting for us,
going crazy making ice. Like me, un-
ashamed, going crazy waiting te be
kissed.”

The refrigerator was kept waiting a
minute longer.

NO EXTRANCOSTT

FOR VITAMI
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GRIM EVIDENCE

By DON JOSEPH

Asithor of “Snsl of Terror,” etc.

—_——

His face floated out of dharikness

evidence,” said the witness
in the inquest proceedings:
JANUARY 3—Death bed scenes dion’t
sit well with me. Particularly when
I'm killing the man. But I had to sit
there in that dark room of the grim
old mansion and watch George Bell
die. I had to sit there watching the
flecks of foamy blood stain his lips
when he tried to talk. He might have
changed his mind if I hadn’t been
there beside him.

l OFFER the following in

Murder Makes a Millon—
and the Wimd, the Snake,
and the Flame Take Over!

And the thunderstorm didn’t make
it any easier. The lightning seemed
to be flashing right outside the win-
dow, illumining his purple face in a
purple glare. Amnd the thunder shook
the house. It had put the lights and
telephony out of comrission hours be-
fore Bell kicked off.

He died hard, George Bell did. The
loosened rock from the chimney had
crushed the lower part of his chest,
but he hung on. Talking. Talking.
Talking. That was worse than the
thunder and lightning, the way he
gabbed.

But he didn’t know I had killed
him. He didn’t know that I had loos-
ened that rock after he had made out
his new will, after I had talked him
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into making me the guardian of that
harebrained brat of his up at Harvard.
The boy had played right into my
hands with his crazy escapades. After
his third arrest in a brawl with a
chorus girl it wasn't hard for me to
talk old man Bell into making me
Wiillbur’s guardian. Anthony Wilkes,
that was me—from private secretary
to millionaire.

The rock once loosened I put a cord
from the rock to my window. I knew
that I wouldn’t have any trouble get-
ting the old man. He always sunned
himselt in the deck chair right under
the chimney. All I had to do was
bide my time and pull the cord when
the time was ripe. Oh, I fixed Bell
right, all right., There wasn't a trace
of murder. It was the perfect crime!

Psychiatrists say that a criminal is
only caught because, suibhoomsciously,
he wants to be caught. He feels
guilty, and unknown to himself he
seeks punishment.

You have to be a hard and superior
man to commit the perfect crime, so as
not to let your subconscious give your
hand away just when you think you're
safest, with everything under control.
That's why I'm keeping this diary.
After I've died my natural death
they'll open it up and read the story
of the perfect crime. Then they'll
know that the superioer man eonce
lived. They'll remermber me for that.

UT you don't get that hard all of
a sudden. Yeou're not borfi that
way., Youw've got to work up to it. It
takes tlme. 1 had coeme a leng way
when 1 attached that cord to a wedge
behind the granite reck in the ehim-

1/‘ 1 came a let farther whea 1

led the cerd and calmly heard eld
maﬁ Bell sereaming in mad pain,
Wihen that reek relled dewn the reef
like thunder and eld man Bell started
bellewing 1 got up and went te the
mirrer en the other side ef the reem
te leok at my faee.

I was that cool.

I could see that 1 had grown harder
already. My eyes were still blue and
unconcerned, as though there were no
man crushed and howling beneath a
stone out in the yard. My lips were

still firm and untrembling. In fact,
there were almost no lips at all, just a
slit in my face that gave nothing away.
And my contemptible little bent body
was still little and bent —and con-
temptible.

Then I smeared a look of amxious
concern across my face and ran down-
stairs to help the cook carry the old
man up to his room. By the time we
got him to bed and thought of calling
the doctor the wind was up and the

Hone wires were down. That showed
ate was with me. You see, the rock
hadn't landed en him as directly as 1I'd

lanned. A decter eould have kept

im alive fer several days. Leng
ensugh for that feetball-pla mg sen
of his te get Baek frem eellege and
Rave a talk with His eld man. 1 was
afraid for awhile that even at sixt Hve

sld fan Bell was @ee Bafa te Be ki iea

B?éFBE weighing 8 hUpdred paunds
Mere. ThowE g ars gt 8

ahd werk m 1Rg a

@EH §
gve 81 Vel
ﬁq ?@f —HEQF% & h §§§ fne FBE

But it was the mine that caused his
death, too. If he hadn't struck it rich,
he'd never have had to hire a secre-
tary. If he weren't rich as hell I
wouldn’t have thought of killing him.

My final hardening process, though,
was that damned death-bed scene.
He gabbed and gabbed, and most of it
didn't make much sense—not after
the fever set in and he got a wild leek
in his eyes and his gray halr sprawled
down over his forehead. But it was
what he said then that was the hardest
to take.

He got the idea, then, that someone
had planned his death, but he didn’t
seem to suspect me. In fact, he made
me sit on the bed near him where I
could hear his whispers.

“I'm coming back, Wiilkes,” he
croaked hoarsely. The fever had got-
ten in his eyes then and he seemed
to be glaring at me. “"After I'm dead,
I'm coming back. You don’t believe in
reincarnation, do you, Wilkes?”

“I've never thought about it, sir,” I
answered him. And that was right, I
never had.

“Well, it happens, man! There's no



GRIM EVIDENCE n

doubt of it. I've seen them come back
in the desert after they've been shot
and robbed. I've seen them come back
in the city. They always come back to
see that justice is done. If they miss
the first time, they come back again in
another form until they've had their
revenge.”

“What form will you be coming
back in?" I asked.

I had to keep his mind off the will.
I didn’t want him changing his mind
about that even in his delirium. The
way the storm was comiang up, it
wouldn’t matter in a few minutes. The
servants in the house woulda’t be able
to hear him in the thundee and wind
anyway. But it was weird and un-
canny, watching a man die while the
wind and the rain wove the chords to
his funeral march in a ragged blue
light.

“Walll, I don’t know for sure.”

I jumped as 1 realized he was
answering the question I'd forgotten.

“As soon as I die I'll know who
killed me. Then, I'll probably come
back as the wind. I'll get him the
same way he got me.”

OR a moment I thought the old

man weuld throw up the sponge
then and there. His face twisted with
pain and he gasped through his
shrunken old lips. A thin red line
trickled out of the corner of his
mouth.

But he held on while I felt an itch-
ing in my fingers to seize his withered
throat and choke him. Get it over
with! The way he leered at me while
he babbled his nonsense got on my
nerves. But I held myself in check.
One mark of my fingers on his throat
and I'd be headed for the electric chair.

“If I miss that way . ... if I miss,
well, I might come back as an animal.
They often do. A snake, for instance.
Snakes are treacherous. A snake . . .”

He chuckled with that mad gleam in
his eye growing brighter. I'm hard as
rock inside, but 1 felt myself shrink-
ing away from him. The hair began
to crawl on the back of my neck.

“A snake. You don't like snakes, do
you, Wilkes? Most people don't.
But, if I have to come back a third

time—it'll be as fiee. Like that light-
ning out there, The third time always
works, Wiillkes. Then I can go back to
my grave in peace.”

There was something sickening
about the old man’s talking of his
grave in his shrill, high voice. The
room was so dark I couldn’t see him,
but I could hear his sibilant breath-
ing down there on the pillows.

Then his breathing came closer to
me. I tried to move away just as his
clawlike hand grabbed my shoulder
with a grip of steel. There was a gur-
gling in his throat—he was striving to
tell me something while the blood
choked him.

That mad face was coming closer to
me in the dark, the blood running
from its lips. A chill ran up my back
as though the wind had reached me
through the windows. 1 wanted to
shout out to him to lie down and die
like any other man would. But 1
couldn’t. My throat was froezen.

A blinding blue glare flashed out-
side the window. In the purplish
light I saw his slobbering mouth all
red, the death mask of George Bell,
not three feet from my face. The
blood in my veins turned to ice. Was
he going to get his revenge before he
died? But, as the glaring light faded
away, 1 felt his hand relax oan my
sheulder and heard him sigh. He fell
baek heavily agalnst the pillows. The
thunder relled aeress the sky llke the
elesing deer of a tomb.

Wien the lightning flashed again, 1
saw that George Bell was dead.

MAREH 1—Well, the funeral’s over
and the will’s been probated. I have to
grin every time I recall the expression
on young Wiilbue’s face when I was
named administrator. Such a damned
handsome face too. I've always hated
him as much for that as for his wealth
and his superiet manner—lord of the
manor style. He had some girl with
him. Intfedueed her as Muriel Stokes,
Boston seeiety. Told me he wanted
te marry her.

If she was ugly he might have a
chance for my consent, but she's a
beauty. Flowing red hair curled
softly at her neck. Blue eyes and
milk-white skin, with a firm jaw. She



72 THRILLING MYSTERY

tried to hide her shudder when he in-
troduced me, but I didn’t miss it. It
cost him another ten dollars from his
weekly allowance. Now we'll see how
he can get along on forty dollars a
week. Until I can get rid of him too.
Then no one will laugh at my humped-
back. They won’t dare! Amd I'll
have girls like this Muriel. All I want
of them.

I'VE almost forgotten that death-
bed scene and old man Bell's gos-
sip about reincarnation. Once in a
while I dream it over again, though.
It becormes horribly real then. More
real than it was when it happened.
His face floats up out of the darkness,
the wind blewing his scraggly hair, a
snake wreathed around his forehead.
Behind him there's a dull red glow as
though the house were on fite. All
the forins of return he talked about—
wind, snake, fiiee. 1 wake up in a cold
sweat, shivering.

I'm going to get out of this damned
place and take a rest. I need one.

MARCH 15—An awful thing happen-
ed tonight. My hand's shaking so I
can hardly scrawl this entry. Purely
nervous shock, of course. I'm not su-
perstitious!

These March winds in New York
are dangerous though. On my way
home from the library tonight I saw a
flower pot blow off a ledge and nearly
hit a man mot ten feet ahead of me.
Some of the fragments hit a store win-
dow, making it ring like a bell. Bell!
The idea hit me then, and the wind
seemed to howl like the one that
haunited the house the night the old
man died.

But that wasn't the worst thing that
happened. If it were, I wouldn’t be so
nervous. It was just as I was round-
ing the corner to my hotel. I was
leaning against the wind and suddenly
its fingers seemed to clutch at me—
to hold me riveted to the spot. Then
I heard something moan above me and
the cop at the corner started blowing
his whistle at me. I looked up just in
time to see the swinging sign of the
cigar store start to tear away from the
building. And I coulda’t move. I
couldn’t move!

The same wind that was blowing the
sign down was holding me there under
it. I wanted to shriek madly, to call
for help. But the wind wouldn’t even
let me do that. I don’t know how I
managed, but I tumbled against the
side of the building just as the sign
crashed at my feet. I know I was sob-
bing as the patrolman caught my arm
and got me into the lobby of my hotel.

I must have fainted then. lImagine
a tough guy like me fainting! But
then, no one could blame me. If I'd
been held there another second that
sigh would have crushed me to a pulp.
A bloody, mangled pulp! When I
opened my eyes 1 was lying on a
couch in the lebby and the cop was
saying, “"Give him air.” 1 must have
talked sorme while 1 was still eut, be-
cause the people crewding areund
were l@@kli_lg at e strangely, as
theugh afraid.

I hope I didn't give myself away, be-
cause what I saw while I was uncon-
scious was gruesome enough. It was
George Bell’s damned head, only some
of the flesh was rotted away from his
face and there were worms crawling
over it. But the wind wasn't blowing
his hair anymore, as it had in my
dreams.

Nightmares, I should say!

His hair was just hanging down to
his shoulders, all grimy and stuck to-
gether as though dank. Amd it had
grown, that hair. That was the funny
thing about it. It had grown down to
his shoulders.

I saw it all so clearly, I can't help
chuddering now and looking around
over my shoulder, even though I am
safe in my room. The snake was still
around his forehead, its forked tongue
stuck out at me, quivering ominously.
Behind him, I mean behind his head,
the red glow had changed to fHames.

I've already given notice at the desk
that I'm leaving. The sound of a high
wind now makes me shiver. I'm head-
ing down to Miami where it's sum-
mer.

NIEW YORK'’S done something for

me though. I've spent a lot of
time at the Public Library at Forty-
Second Street and Fifth Avenue read-
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ing up on reincarnation, transimigra-
tion of the soul, and that sert of stuff.
I've found out definitely that there’s
nothing te it, aust 88 I had suspected.
All the sclentific beoks peoh-peoh it.
There are sefie mystical authers whe
give it eredenee and tell a let ef
stories that half-eonvince you while
f@h@’f‘@ reading them. But te a eold,
ogical mind like mine, they're net
wokth a man's aitentien.

My mind would be completely at
rest now, if I hadn’t thought I saw
young Wiilbur Bell on Fifth Avenue
the other day. He seetried to be fol-
lowing me, but when I slowed dewn
and suddenly turned areund he had
disappeared. 1 knoew that he’s up in
Boston because 1 got a pestal eard
from him yesterday. And he hasn't
got enough fmeney new te be running
dewn te New Yeork any time it pleases
his speiled faniey. No deubt it was
just My nerves. 1 need a rest, and
Miarmi will give it te me. 1t Bell's fol-
lewing me areund theugh, he wen't
kfew where I've gone. Yeoung Bell, 1
fAean. 1I'm net leaving any ferward-
ing address at the hetel.

MARCH 18—A niee place, Miamli,
I've onily been here a few days
and I've found that meney can buy
anythlng—even beautiful wemen. 1
had dinner with a beautiful red head
last night. She was something like
that Muriel Stekes girl. This is the
sort of life I've always dreamed about!

The hotel is swell too. All sorts of
important people stay here. Big
shots like me. But I had to make them

0

bathroom with a full length mirror in
itt Wihen I got out of the bath
I could see my spindly legs, long and
shrunken. My pot belly, and my
hunched up shoulders. Even my large
curved nose and my pale lips were too
ugly for me to look at. It's hard for a
man to have to admit to himself that
he’s hideous, and there’s fie point in
his driving the poiat home to himself
in front of a bath mirror.

But the red head told me that
women don’t look at a man’s face or
body. They just like to feel he’s im-
portant, and money will do that for
him. Tonight I'm going to a society
bazaar. I don't know how I got the
invitation, but I guess they invite
everyone who seems to have lots of
money to give to their fool charities.

MARCH 191 want to get this down
before I go to bed. The bazaar was a
huge siucecess for me. The girls
crowded around me, trylng to get me
to spend money. They led me areund
the booths, and I went in all of them,
excepting ene where there was a snake
charmer.

I went into one of the tents to have
my fortune told. There seemed to be
something familiar about the girl’s
eyes, which was all I could see of her
face. But I've been seeing so many
girls. Aayway, she took one look at
my hands and shrieked.

“Pllease go. Please go,” she moaned.

There's nothing to fortune telling,
but I couldn’t help feeling as though
something horrible were on my trail.
My skin suddenly turned icy. When
I asked her what was wrong, she just

[Tunn Page]
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begged me to go. I guess I lest my
temper then and grabbed her Wrist.
She gave a little cry of pain.

“It’s too awfull” she said. “¥Your
past and your future! I can't tell
them to you. Please do go."

I offered her a lot of money to tell
me anyway, just to see what was iR
her mind. But she refused. When she
threatened to run out of the tent, I
left.

Before 1 went away from the bazaar
though, I made a date with a little
blond debutante. I let her understand
I had plenty of money, and her eyes
got big. There’s even a golden key to
society!

ARCH 20—I'm writing this in a

hospital—and in the psychia-

trie division tee. I don't know if amy-

ene will be able to decipher this god-

awful serawl, but I've get te get it
dewh new—szo I ean foerget it

“Fear-induced psychosis. Course:
Temporary.” That's the diagnosis they
gave after they found me screaming in
my room with a dead cobra on the
floar. Even the interne stopped around
this morning to say that he didn’t won-
der I'd gone batty. The way the thing
had me cornered would have driven
anyone nuts, he said.

But he didn’t know the whole story
or he'd never let me out of here again.
He'd never believe a word of it. That
shows what fools these scientists are.
He would have a “natural” explana-
tion for it. Those be llis ringging
wouldn’t make any sense to him. He'd
say they were church bells or fire bells.
He wouldn’t know that bells mean
B#ELL. The name of the man I killed.
BHELL!

But I heard them ringing as soon as
I stepped in my room after I took the
blond debutante home. She's a hard
one too! She clung to my lips as
though she liked ugly men. Maybe
she does. But you can be hard as steel
and cold as ice and that won't stop you
from going soft inside when some
things happen. I've found that out.

But it was the bells that warned me
as soon as I'd closed the door. Even
before I'd turned on the light and
walked to the far corner of the room,

I knew that something was Wrong—
that something deadly was waiting in
the dark for me. The bells told me
that—and the way the flesh across my
shoulders began creeping.

I fumbled tensely for the light and
began to lose my head. The bells had
stopped ringing by then and it was so
quiet I could hear the surf on the
beach. The only other sound was a
strange rustling across the room—a
noise I'd never heard before.

Something deep inside me echoed to
it. Some primeval memory passed
down in the darkness of mind when
men were animals. I knew something
was hunting me there and my lips
curled back in a snarl while my heart
quaked.

Then my cold curled fimgers found
the switch and I hurried across the
room all in one motion. I shouldn’t
have, because when I got there and
turned around for something to climb
up on, something to get me way up off
the floor where that damned leathseie
thing was stalking me, there wasn't
even a ehalr areund.

If you've never seen a hooded cobra
you don’t know what terror is. Those
relentless shoe-button eyes in a black
scaly face, that hood that spreads etit
to show it's going to murder yeu—
Coldly, like its cold bedy. Yeow feel
your body going dead frem just 1esk-
ing at it weaving there—weaving and
weaving untll yeu sway with it, until
you lese all power ef metien. The pei-
son starts coursing threugh your veins
long before the deadly fangs Rave
struek inte your flesh.

That's what showed how really hard
I was, caught in a corner like that.
Any other man would have let hifmseif
die, trapped like a rat. But I theught
of Bell, and how this was hif aftef me.
I thought of what a mistake it was in
not killing him outright that Right.
And all the time I was thinkiag this,
the damned thing was sliding alen
the carpet toward me—a black crawl:
ing death on a tropical green rug!

1-‘HAT'S what saved me theugh,
knowing how I sheuld have killed
Bell fast. I remembered I was &arfy-
ing a gun and it was him of e this
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time. I don’t know how 1 get the
damned rod out of my pocket, the way
my fingers had gone nimb. I don’t re-
member.

All that sticks now is that unholy
desire I had to climb up the wall when
it reared up on its tail and sent out its
flickeniingg forked tongue with a leng
hiss. It was getting set to strike. The
blood was beating thadly in my
temples.

And then there was a roaring rolling
thunder in the room, and I kept pull-
ing the trigger and yelling until I saw
its head fly off and the rest of it ¢ol-
lapse like a punctured balloon. It was
still writhing on the floor when I was
stamping it inte the rug as though it
was Bell I was grinding back inte the
dirt of his grave.

That's when they had to put a
straight-jacket on me to get me over
to the hospital. They found me there
still stamping on it like a mad dervish.

Now they tell me that the reptile
escaped from the snake charmer who
was giving a show at the charity
bazaar. He had the room next to mine,
and the hotel dida't know he’'d brought
his infernal pets in with him because
they were closed up in a valise.

He says the snake escaped and must
have got in my room when the maid
came in to clean up. But what I ask
is how it knew it wanted to go into
my room. Why my room? Me?
When I ask them that here, they just
smile at me as though I were a kid, and
tell me 1 need a loeng rest. As theugh
1 needed a whele hespital staff te tell
e that!

But they don’t know what hell I
went through while they thought I was
just a raving maniac. They don't
know that I was looking into old man
Bell’'s cavernous eyes all night long.
The? didn’t hear him croaking: “I'm
coming back, Willkes. After I'm dead
I'm eoming back,” while his fileshless
jaws meved up and down.

But I heard him—over and over

again. I heard him sighing “ ..... the
wiad . ... a snake. Snakes are treach-
erous , . . Fire

And that ghastly, hollow laughter
that came up from under my bed as if
I were lying right over his grave.

That grim mirthless laughter that set
me howling just so the nurse would
come in, so I woulda't be alone.

But what got me most was having
to lie there and look at him when he
came to visit me. Almaost all the flesh
was off his skull, but the worms were
there. The white slimy worms were
still there, crawling in and out of his
bony nostrils, his empty eye-sockets.

Closing my eyes didn't do any good.
He stayed there just the same, making
me look at him through my eyelids.
Wiherever I turned my eyes. And I
couldn’t help focusing on one of those
worms as it slid along a grinning jaw
bone. Wihen I'd watch it for a while
I'd know what was coming. I'd beg it
to stay away, to crawl on ifito the beny
mouth that was gaping to receive it

That's what I'd ask it to do. But it
wasn't listening to me, tied down there
on the cot. It'd turn into a snake, a
cobra, right there before my eyes, and
start coming after me, hissing and
shooting out its forked tongue at me
till it got right up to my forehead.
Then it'd disappear, and another ene
would start swelling up and turning
from a werm inte a snake while 1
twisted and sweated.

But all the time I was outwitting
them—and Bell too! I knew if I held
out I'd lick them all. I knew it be-
cause the snake around Bell's head had
disappeared. I could see it had disap-
peared by the crown of flames around
his matted grimy hair,

SHUDDER now when I think
about It and my stomach flops ever,
#ut I knew I'a iR the clear new be-
cause it deesn’t seern real aﬁg mefre.
Even the snake in my reem at the hetel
deesn't seem entirely real. And 1 talk
gense! The nurses and dectors listen
te me without g@fflﬂg that gueer 1eslk
in their egeg, that leek that §afy§ mey
have te humer me because I wen't
lknew what they're telling me anyhew.
I shouldn’t be surprised if they let
me out in a day or two, and then I'nj
heading for the other side of the
ocean. He won't be able to follow me
that far—if he really is following me.
1 can’t believe that he is—not few 1
ean’t.
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I'm no ignorant and supevstitious
native from Africa. I know it's all
been a coincidence, that sign falling
and the snake showing up in my room.
Coincidence! 1 keep telling myself
that all day long.

There’s a small boat leaving from
Baltimore for Cairo in a couple of
days. I can catch it if I go by plane.
APRIL 26— 1 kept thinking all the
way over here on the boat that 1've
nearly got this thing beaten. Whether
it’'s inside me or really outside me, I've
licked it twice. So, I've picked a mod-
effi hotel in Cairo, all stone and steel
And I've got me a room up on the top
fleoe. 1t he can follow me this far, he
won't be able to get at me now. And
it he does, I've got enough fitéceartin-

dishers areund the room to put out a

ezen filcas. Net that I really take any
stock in that business of his ceming
baek.

As it is, I've gotten by easy. The
only effect the whole nightmare has
had on me has been to kill my sense
of smell. I noticed it before I left
the hospital. 1 knew something was
missing all the time I was there, but it
wasn’t until the last day that I found
out what it was.

I hadn’t been smelling that hospital
odor that always smacks you in the
face as soon as you walk inside one of
the places. The interne told me that
hysteria often does that. He said 1
was lucky it hadn’t left me paralyzed.

Well, I never liked roses amyway,
and it’s a small price to pay for a mil-
lion bucks.

“Flame,” Bell had said. Well, when
he meets me it’ll be on my own ground.
I'm staying inside this firgproof hotel
and if it's really him who's following
me he’ll show up soon. Bell had no
more patience than a starving cat in
front of a canary.

I did have to step outside today to
go to a drug store, chemists, they call
them over there. On the way down
the street 1 saw a pair ot shoulders
ahead of me that looked something like
Willbur Bell. That started me think-
ing about him, and how the old man
must be turning over in his grave like
a top at the way his offspring is be-
ing treated. My last check to the kid

was for only a hundred and tweaty
dollars, less than thirty a week: | got
the cleaning fluid and got bask to the
hotel without anything happening 8

me.

It's the idea that §BHSEHIH§ might
happen, is gelﬁ? te happen, that geis
on my nerves: | teek a tFip Jast night
to see the pyramids and SpRIAX IR E
moonlight. And thefe, abave gne 9
the pyramids, was the skull of George
Bell! Wihen 1 losked harder it was
gone, but for a mement my HReart

stopped beating right there.

PRIL 21—Now I know he's fol-
lowed me over here!

His jabbering skull over the pyra-
mid might have been my imagination.
But the way that fire started up in the
waistbasket, with just the sun shining
in on the basket, isn’'t amybody's
imagination. It started going while 1
was in the bathroom, and it set the
curtalns ablaze before I knew what was
happening, sinee 1 coulda't smell the
sffioke. When 1 opened the doer to
come out inte the reem he nearly got
me) 1 stuek my Head right inte the
Hlames before I saw them.

But I fooled him. Those curtains
and the wastebasket were the only in-
flammable things in the room. I
waited for the fire to go out itself.

But that won't satisfy him, if 1
know George Bell. He’ll try again, al-
though I rack my head and can’t
imagine how. That's why I jump
around like a hunted animal every time
I hear a crackling sound. 1 think it's
fire, even though 1 know it can't be,
because there's nething te burn. I've
even sent the mattress eut. Anyway,
when he’s ready te strike the last time,
when he's niet just trying te get en my
nerves, I'll hear these bells Finging.

Then I'll need all the nerve I've
got. I laugh out loud when I think f
it, to convince myself that it'll be easy
that a smart guy can beat fire er dised
or famine any day. But I knew it's A6t
so. You ean beat an erdinary fire if
you keep your head, but this is dif:
ferent.

There was something supernatural
about that sign falling, and seme-
thing from hell in the way that snaise
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found me. There's going to be dam-
nation in those flames when they come.

I don’t know why I'm writing all
this down now. I guess it’s like talk-
ing to someone. Keeps my nerves
steadier.

The sun’s gone out now. That lets
me breathe easier. Even heat gives me
chills these days. I ecan see the clouds
out the windows. Big black fellows
that cool the earth off like a damp rag.
They’ce coming this way fast, like an
express train. From the window here
I can see the lightning playing acress
therd. The distant thunder seems to
shake the hotel, a little like distant
artillery fire,

And the noises from the street that
usually drift up here have suddenly
shut off. It's like the country just be-
fore a storm, even the insects shut up,
waiting. I'm writing this like mad now
to keep my mind off what's coming.
But I know I can’'t. There was a flash
of lightning a second ago that must
have hit on the other side of tewn.
The building reeked like a tall treeina
sterm. But there’s fie sterm. Ne rain.
Just the lightaing and thunder, and
silenee in between.

I'm beginning to get the idea now.
Each time the lightning hits it comes
closer. I should never have tried to
escape by coming to the near-Easit]
where they knew about reincarnation
before my ancestors learned to cook
their food.

I've closed all the windows. It's
stifling in here but I've got to keep
the sound out —and the lightning.
The muezzins are calling from the
towers. Calling the peopje to prayer.
Their voices float up here as though
they were outside the window. I can
hear some church bells ringing too,
between the claps of thunder. Louder
and louder they come. The bells!

T was on a night like this that
George Bell died. The thunder
sounds like his laughter, sneering at
me. Is he planning to kill me as he
died? On the same kind of a might?
Is he trying to add madness to my tor-
ture?
I wish 1 knew what to do! His
mind’'s fixed on fire. I know that.

7

I've started the water running in the
bath tub. Water is what I need. I'll
get in there and wait. Fire can’t touch
you in water.

Wiy doesn’t his skull appear?
Then I'! know it’s the last moment of
the figitt. To die or live! To live or
die! It's going to be death. I feel it
now. A horrible inhuman death with
the flames burning the skin off my
body. Whhile I writhe and twist with
the fear and the maddening pain, I
can feel it now as though it were al-
ready eating at my flesh, the greedy
flames of hell.

My chest is being seared. I try to
beat them down—I can picture it alll
But they creep up my throat. My face!
My eyes! I'm going blind now.
They're burning out my eyes!

A church steeple across the street
was just hit. I can see the smoke
beginning to rise from the belfry.
It's that close now! I've got to get
in the tub of water. It's my last
chance. The next bolt might catch
me unprepared.

If I come through this alive how I'll
laugh at the world, at George Bell.
At everything in the heavens. I'll be
hard as granite inside like I thought
I was. And I'll be mad, mad, mad with

laughter!
® %

i B B

“I want to offer this in ewvidence,”
the witness repeated.

The medical examiner took the
scrawled pages from the outstretched
hand.

“How did you find him, Mr. Bell?
Mr. Wilbur Bell, I beliewe?”

“In his bathtub, sir, burned to a crisp
from the waist up. I understand they
heard him screaming in his room for
fifteem minutes before the bolt struck.
He was my guardian, you know. I was
on my way up to see him.”

“And you didn’t like him as your
guardian, did you Mr. Belll?*

The medical examiner’s keen gray
eyes seemed to be boring into young
Bell’s soul.

“No, sir, I didn't. And I strongly
suspected that he killed my father.
Don’t ask me why—I just knew it. 1
followed him around—I thought soime-
thing might make him give himself
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away. I wanted him to die. I wanted
justice for my father. I... 1 was very
fond of my father, sir. But it's all a
mystery to me.”

HIE bushy eyebrows of the medi-

cal examiner went up question-

ingly. He brushed his stubby calm

fingers through a mop of graying hair.

“Whmt do you mean, a mystery to
you?"

“I mean just this, sir,” Bell went on
tensely. “I mean I think that my
father really was carrying out his
threat. Oh, I know it may have seemed
just like coincidence when the sign
fell and the snake got loose. True,
Wil was looking for things like
that anyhow, afid naturally would at-
tach significanee to events he’d have
shrugged off erdinarily. Like that fire
in the wastebasket here in Cairo.

“But what makes it add up funny is
the way he died in the bathtub. The
lightning couldn’t have done that. The
spark that broke the window might
have electrocuted him, might have
drilled a hole through him, but it
coulda’t have burned his skin off
him.”

“Whmt about that bottle of cleaning
fluid lying empty on its side with the
cork blown out by the heat? Couldn't
that have dripped into the water and
burned when the lightning hit the
tub?”

The medical examiner had a quiz-
zical smile on his face as he asked the
question.

“Tiat could have happened,” Bell
said as his eyes sought the calm blue
eyes of Muriel for inspiration. “That
could be what happened, but it doesn't
seem likely to me. The shelf seems to
bend up at that point, so the cleaning
fluid would run the other way. But
even that wouldn’t explain it all—"

Bell paused in embarrassment, his
eyes catching Muriel’s again,

“Go on," the medical examiner said.

Bell saw Muriel nod, smile reassur-
ingly. His voice was throaty‘

“Well, when you examine the bath-
room—if you look at the hole in the
window the spark of lightning made,
you'll see that there's smoke around it,
and that the smoke forms a perfect
picture of a skull—a grinning skull
with flames around its head.”

Muriel got up, her lithe, smartly
clad body moving smoothly to his side.
She put an arm around his waist. The
medical examiner continued to sit im-
mobile, staring dowm at his desk.
When he did move he spoke softly, a
kindly expression around the corners
of his eyes.

“When you've lived in the East as
long as 1 have, young man, you’ll cease
to wonder at the things you don't un-
derstand. They won’'t even bother
you."

He waved his hand at the door as the
young man and woman stood before
him.

They left quietly, understanding
that the case of Anthony Wiillkes was
closed for all time.

Caming Soon: BLACK WINGS OF DOOM
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hair clung to parchment-dry scalps:
And why should these three be spip-
ning alone in this ruined meuntain
house—a house supposed te be uaten:
anted, save by legends?

Beside Tony Maivern a second man
was watching—ttalll, broad-sheuldered,
but gaunt with the wiry toughness of
the explorer. This was famous Bob
Rockey, whose fantastic short film sub-
jects—“Try and Believe it!"—wwere the
sensation of Hollywood.

“Get it?” Rocky was whispering.
“Clotho, Lachesis, Atropos—tihe daugh-
ters of Night! Spinning the thread of
human destiny. They're crazy, prob-
ably, but it's swell theater. Tomy, let's
get back to camp, get your camera, and
shoot some stuff tomigln!”

“Ssswt¥st/” The warning hissed
sharply through the night. “They've
heard us. Duck!

It was the third man of the trio.
Short, plump and energetic, Schacht
was the studio representative of the
group, Rockey’s lieutenant. He re-
peated insistently, “Duck!"

ALVERN promptly obeyed. But
in the final instant before Hhis
eyes passed below the sill, he stared
straight inte the blaek, fathemless eyes
ef one of the hags and, eauselessly, an
unpleasant little shudder raeked him.
Those eyes were, he tHeught suddenly,
fiet Auman. The eyes of a Beast. And
sofpething merfe than a beast. A gleam
of evil merriment lighted them 4§ the
efene deliberately reached eut, gripped
a thread, and snapped i:

Rockey was still standing at the win-
dow, but now he ducked quickly and
followed the two others as they quietly
moved away.

“Good stunt,” he said under his
breath. “Remember the legend? When-
ever anyone sees one of the Fates break
a thread, he dies This’ll be a semsation
when we get it camned.”

“I didn’t see,” Schacht grunted. “Did
they—"

“I'm safe,” said Malvern, chuckling.
“I ducked just before she broke it.
You're doomed, Rockey.”

“Guess I am,” the third man said—

Andl diied.

His voice trailed off into a fit of vie-

lent coughing. He staggered, elutched
at his throat, and made hideous sob-
bing noises as he fought for breath.

He spun half-around, his glazing
eyes staring back at the ruined house
black against the stars—and toppled.
Malvern, who had been walking
slightly behind the other two, sprang
forward too late to catch Rockey as he
dropped.

Then silence, and a cold wind blow-
ing down from the mountain tops. A
wind that chilled the sudden sweat on
Malvern's face. A wind that whispered
of mysteries beyond the veil of life,
older than mankind, older even than
myth.

“Rockey!” Malverm cried. He
dropped to his knees, felt vainly for a
pulse that did not beat. Schacht was
loosening Rockey’s collar.

Malvern stood up. “No use,” he said
dully. “He’s dead. Wait a bit."

He turned, sprinted up the slope.
The window in the old house was still
a square of yellow, but as he ran it
abruptly blinked out and vanished.
Panting, he drew a flashlight from his
pocket, breathlessly finished the steep
climb, and turned the white cone of
radiance through the window.

The room was empty. The spinning
wheel still stood there, but of the three
hags there was no trace.

Malvern hesitated. He wanted to
search the house, but reason told him it
would be better to get Rockey back to
the camp—to a doctor. Some trace of
life might still linger. Adrenalin, per-
haps, might help. . . .

Adrenalin—for a heart attack. And
that was all it was, of course. Rockey’s
heart had been bad since that bout with
fever in Venezuela. Yet, for all his log-
ic, Malvern was oddly glad he hadn’t
seen the crone break a thread.

BACK by the encamprent, with
the twe autemebiles and tws
trailers of the metien pieture 8utfit
drawa up almest in the ferm of a hel-
low square, there was tragie silenee.
The bedy of Beb Rockey lay blanketed
within one of the trailers, and Teny
Malvern had just finished explaining
what had happened.

There were five members left in the
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expedition. Malvern was the only
cameraman, though some ot the others
could substitute in a pinch. Tony could
have been one of the highest paid eam-
eramen i Hellywoed, but he had
ehesen Instead the less luerative But in-
Hﬂif@lg mere exemﬁ% job of fellewing
Bob Roekey te the Iaf cerners of the
garth, filming the bizarre, the yAusUal,
the unbelievable.

Schacht, of course, was studio repre-
sentative and advance man for Rock-
ey’s troupe.

The others were Frank Flashing,
grip and general handy man; Carol
Johnson, script girl, part-time house-
keeper when the trailers needed a
spring cleaning, and full-time sweet-
heart of Tony Malveen ; and, last, Choe-
elate Charley, the glgantie negre csek.

For more than two years this little
group had worked and fought and made
sensational pictures behind Bob Rock-
ey's leadership. His death left them
dazed, uncertain. Few of them were
aware of the weird implications of
Rockey’s death, for Sehaeht and Mal-
Verf by tacit eensent had emitted any-
thing But the barest faets.

But un asy tension was an almost
tangible j resence in the group. They
guessed, somehow, that matters were
wokse than Malvern had indicated.
Charley, especlally, was troubled; he
rocked to and fro on a camp chair,
meaning seftly.

Schacht had already gone to Nugget,
the little mining town that nestled
nearby in the mountains, remote from
civilization, self-sufficient. And pres-
ently he returned in his car, trailing
the headlights of a dozen miners’ jalop-
ples and three times that number of
fnerbid curlosity seekers.

The men were narrow-eyed, tight-
lipped, stupid. The women were equally
dull and close-mouthed, with fear in
their eyes fighting curiosity. There
was present an air of faint hostility to-
ward the "foreigners” from Hollywoed.

Malvern read the signs aright; this
was a backwash of humanity with little
contact with the outer world. Inbreed-
ing and ignorance had made them sus-
picious, superstitious, slightly degen-
erate.

It was before this mob that Malvern

saw one of America’s most famous
men subject to investigation, inquest,
and funeral service in the space of half
an hour,

The town marshal, looking like a
grim-lipped symbol of vengeance until
he spoke stumblingly, broke the si-
lence.

“Hear tell yer number one man died.
That him?” He pointed at Rockey's
body, from which the blanket had been
removed. “Blue, ain’t he?”

It was true. Rockey's Hesh was
tinged blue. His facial muscles had
not yet relaxed from their dying grim-
ace of agony, and the sight of it sent
Carol into Malvern’s arms.

“Olkay, kid,” he said under his breath.
“Buck up. No need for you to stick
around here, you know.”

“I—I’d rather stay with you, Tony,”
she whispered, and he felt her shiver.
The man's arm tightened about her
soft shoulders. Before he could speak
again there was an interruption.

TALL, heavy-set figure in staid

business suit stepped ferward—
De. Tromnba¥f, the coroner and local
fnagistrate. Unlike the others, he
seerfied both intelligent and cultured.

“The bluish color sometimes follows
heart attack,” he explained. *“Mr.
Schacht tells me the dead man's heart
was weak.”" He glanced around ques-
tioningly.

Schacht's eyes glinted. He was,
Malvern thought, smoothing things
over, stifling any hint of undesirable
publicity. Whhich was his job, of course.
Well, it made no difference to Rockey
now., But—

Malvern came to a sudden decision,
He said sharply, “Tiat may be true.
But the circumstances of the case
haven't been told yet. I think they call
for an investigation by the author-
ities.”

“Eh?" Dr. Trombar's meaty face
turned toward the speaker. “Some-
thing—more than heart atttacik?”

Malvern told the entire story, with-
holding nothing. And the tale created
an ugly stirring in the mob. Eyes glit-
tered askance, feet scuffled mervously,
and presently the crowd began to thin
away. The sound of autos chugging
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down the road came clearly through
the thin mountain air as the natives
dispersed.

Even the marshal revealed an odd
reluctance to listen., He waited impa-
tiently, and finally decided, “So that's
the way of it, eh? Wal, mought's well
bury 'im now an’ git it over with."

Malvern was astounded. Whatever
reaction he had expected, this was not
it.

“Bury him! But what about an in-
quest? The law demands that. And
common sense demands an investiga-
tion. Can't you see—

“See?” The marshal snorted. “Them
three sisters been breakin’ threads nigh
onto twenty year around here, an’ peo-
ple been dyin’ in accidents an’ all sorts
©’ queer ways. We ain’t got it filggered
out yet, an’ we got too much sense to
try. Yer top man died o’ heart trouble,
ay, Dec?”

“Yes,” Dr.
“That’s niggint."

The marshal walked back to his car,
calling over his shoulder, “You folks is
marooned up here a couple o' days.
Landslide wiped out a section o’ road
down below. Only way out is over a
mountain trail till th’ boys git the road
fixed.”

Marooned. That blasted Malvern's
half-formed idea of taking Rockey’s
body back to civilization for an autop-
sy. The sun’s heat was terrific in this
thin mouatain air; the bedy must be
buried guickly,

Malvern turned to Dr. Trombar, and
the physician met his gaze, smiling
wryly. He said, “I know how you feel,
young man. Bewildered, indignant,
maybe scared, too, if you'll admit it. 1
was, first few times I ran up against
this damned legend of the three sis-
ters. But net new. We all just take
;t&i{l stride. Maybe I ean explain it a
ittle.

“Nobody knows just when the sis-
ters first appeared in that house, but it
was years ago. The first person to see
them was a ten-year-old lad ceming
home late from a fishing tHE He saw
them break a thread, teld his parents
about it. Next day he died in a §@H@@i
house fire that burAed twe of three
others as well. Sinee that tifie every-

Trombar said quietly.

one who has seen the three break a
thread—has died. Always in a patural
manner. Mine cave-ins, aute accidents,
drownings. When I became coroner |
was leery about thm s, too. Se | per-
formed autopsies. 1 found out that the
deaths were all natural enough. Like
your friend's, here.”

“But—I don't get it. Whe are the
three women? Wihere do they lives?
Why—"

OMBAR shrugged. “Not so fast!
No one knows who they are; no
one R4g &Ver kewyehehextiegy thivugh
m@ PR @YW SedntHatmheweep tat hiidglt
hiee v A6 1ife HIAlreNOHBCOAL KtigMs
WhercdotRey Weenthereivherenehkyopes
SheReemERC SRS WillVParRke wiitBbud
RemeHMaa U THePase wﬁmmm
Lisdmghabppesse. ARan everjapayw
B6tPPeRbay Hrath ﬁvqmmthel@
N eSrSSa&ﬁ?i‘Né}’dfr&NdB UYRSes RSB
ﬁlgo(g{vplr gaunkard or too curious for
NisOY¢Re 6"OdM a]vern saxgw ‘are
bl 12&%{5 Siihe Sl ordEh 2
those

three women are
man rombar sal

gé ame ﬁfaic ma
?*S‘ o Z giif
I‘R{ﬁ? noéggﬁ ogccife {

& 833 Srg _
FvSS 1? %‘ t& W48 %1 5583&18?%
3 threa
F8 8H Eﬁsu :55 dig: Hs ﬁea%g
& was 8 H‘?@ R Evﬁf fﬂaﬂg
s ssfs %g wmsh
as 8 %HEE iR BF s t8 8Uf-
1 ve: | ha BeRs dally te anyene whs

H\‘i§§ 3 eaf There are dangers in
TiRes; 1R these moeuntains, 1n the
lakes. Bangers whish ere weuld ner-
rﬂall aveid by instinet:

6w it seems to me, Mr. Malvern,
that a man whe has seen the three sis-
ters, op meeting sueh a crisis, would
see i it the hand of fate. He would be
Earalyzed with terror, unable to save
imself as he would under usual cir-
cumstances. Panic-paralysis.
made some cures, you see.

“Ome fellow came to me shaking with
fear, saying that he had seen the sis-
ters and that he would die within the

I have
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week. I fed him sugar-pills, gave him
a luck charm, and mesmerized him
slightly. I battled superstition with
superstition. As a result, the man still
lives. And there were others.”

“Rockey wasn't superstitious,” Mal-
vern said.

The doctor had no answer. He
turned to filling out the death certifi-
cate, and, presently, departed.

The next day dragged badly for the
stranded picture troupe. The heat was
still intense, and the sky clouded over
around noon. Thunder bombarded the
surrounding peaks, with echoes rat-
tling interminably, though no rain fell.

Tempers were short, tongues sharp.
Several arguments started over trifles.
Schacht was all for asserting his au-
thority in very certain terms, as the
new leader of the expedition. The
others resented it for no particular rea-
son. They were all agreed that they
should carry on as if Rockey were still
with them, that it was what he would
have wanted. But Schacht, though a
good organizer, hadn’t the personality
of a leader.

ARLY in the aftermoon Malvern
wandered awav from camp with
affected casualness, heading for the an-
eient heuse of the three sisters. It was
enly a shert walk, and Malvern theught
he had never seen a building that ap-
peared se utterly deserted and forlern,
yet semehew imbued with a peeuliar
sort of life ot its ewn.

It squatted near the base of a sheer
three-hundred-foot overhanging cliff.
There were no other houses visible.
No trees grew, no grass, no fllowers.
There was only the ominous outthrust
of the peak above—a great mass of
weathered, crumbling rock, poised far
above the house, Malvera thought cu-
riously, like the hameer of Thor. There
was danger here, he felt.

Landslides and avalanches were com-
mon in these mountains, and some had
occurred, he saw, not far from the cliff
itself. Once the pinnacle had been se-
cure enough, but lightning-rivean rock
far above told him what had happened.
The jutting peak hung poised, insecuire,
abeve the house of the three sisters.

Rain poured down in a cold, dreary

drizzle, trickling in little streams down
the slope, carrying silt and small peb-
bles with it. Malvern made his way to
the nearest window, peered through,
saw nothing. The front door was un-
}ocked; he opened it and went beldly
n,

The huge front room was completely
empty. Not a chair, not even the lamp
that had burned there the night before,
There was no trace of occupancy. Mal-
vern grunted emotionlessly, 1it a cig-
arette, and diligently began te search
the heuse.

He found nothing. But on his way
back to camp he discovered something
very curious. It was not far from the
site of Rockey's collapse the night be-
fore, on the same rutted track. Half-
hidden among the weeds, where Mal-
vern would niot have neticed them save
for thelr whiteness against drab back-
greund, he spied twe little wads of rain-
seaked, absorbent cotton. Retrieving
beth, the eameraman stared at them if
pefgiemty-. Further seareh revealed
nething else unusual—just twe wads of
gmlt@ eotton where ne estten sheuld

8:

Malvern examined them with inter-
est. They were about the size of his
little fingertip. They were somewhat
matted, showing they had been used.
Finally be held one of them to his nose
and sniffed. Nothing. He cautiotisly
tasted the cotton with some hesitation.
And then grim knowledge came to him.
His lips parted in an unpleasant smile.
Stuffing the cotton caretully in an en-
veloe, he started purpesefully baek to
eamp.

The night came down, and with it
the storm rose to raving intensity. The
lightning flickered unceasingly behind
jagged peaks; thunder growled om-
inously. Malvern had stretched out
for a rest in one of the trailers, but he
had not counted on his exhatistion. By
the time he awoke, the sun had leng
since set. And, as yet, he had net de-
cided what te do abeut his discovery.

IS problem was solved for him.
Carol was not in the cam 'éﬁg
Malvefndf@driés f?Sh'@ﬂB@oﬁfg& 2
Mépluesp sie@ipgl dop@atiAcoRte valiey:

|GY'IVWBi?hhihﬁngGBS@CE%?FW&&’@H%Y;

"1 was thinkin' 'bout n' after her,
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Mistah Tony,” the huge negro said.
“But I—I hadn't jest made up my mind
to itt™

Charley's eyes flickered; supersti-
tious fear lay in their depths. He be-
lieved in the legend of the three sisters,
Malvern saw—and the old house of the
spinners of death lay across the valley
where Carol had gone,

“Yeah,” Malvern grunted. He looked
up as thunder racketed behind the
mountains. A flurry of wind-driven
rain spattered his face. “I'll go. Adios,
Charley.” He turned and walked away,
his boots crunching stickily through
the mud. Hunching up his collar, he
hurried on.

And, finally, he saw the black bulk
of the house looming above him up the
slope. Sheet lightning flimesti. Some-
thing drew Malvern’s gaze up, and in-
voluntarily he started and caught his
breath.

The outthrust rock poised over the
house was swaying—trembling like a
bough, alarmingly, perilously! To
Malvern’s excited imaginatiom it
seemed like a clenched fist, shuddering
and ready for a downwakd blow.

The lightning died; it was dark once
more. A tiny avalanche of pebbles and
loose dirt rattled past. If Carol were
in the house, she was in serious danger.,
The huge cliff-top might be dislodged
at any moment. B

Malvern cautiously mounted the
porch. He wished he had brought
some weapon, but there was nothing in
his pockets he could use. A flashlight,
and a small, heavy, exposure meter. A
gun would have been much morg sat-
isfactory.

The door creaked open under Mal-
vern’s cautious thrust. The great front
room was midnight black. Malvern
stepped over the threshold, closed the
door silently behind him, and moved
aside quickly. He walted.

Silence, utter and complete. No,
there was a very low, scarcely audible
sound which the man did not recog-
nize. He found his flashlight, extend-
ing it at arm’s length, and winked en
the beam briefly.

The room was empty, as far as he
could see. Only the spinminmg-wheel
was visible. But the low murmur €on-

tinued, unevenly. It was, Malvern
now realized, a man's voice.

It came from below.

Stealthily the phgt_ograph@r meved
forward. The flashlight probed the
floor, and, at last, Malvern found what
he sought. A trap-door, 89 e¢lever)
concealed that it would have eseape
any but the most painstaking scrutiny.
The deep voice paused, rumbled a few
indistinguishable words, and stepped
again,

There was silence, broken enly by
the drumming of the rain on the fest
and windows. .

Wiith his penknife Malvern pried up
the edge of the trap-desr slightly. He
peered threugh the erack.

ELLOW lamplight illuminated a

small cellar below. A ladder gave
entry te it, and at the ladder’s foot a
fnan steed, his head bent as he con-
templated the bound and prostrate girl
en the ground before him. The girl
was Carel, her hair disarranged in tum-
bled eurls abeut her pale faee.

Malvern could not see the man's face.
Shadows lurked in the cellar's corners
and veiled the walls,

Malvern lifted the trap-door cau-
tiously, replacing the flashlight in his
pocket. There was an eight-foot drop.
He poised for a leap that would bring
him down on the shoulders of the man
below.

As he jumped, a cracked, shrill voice
screamed warning. From the shadows
leaped a bent, shriveled figure—one of
the hags. The standing man sprang
away. Malveen tried desperately to
twist in mid-air; his elutehing hands
just missed their target. He smashed
down painfully en the hard greund,
and, before he eould rise, a vieisus blow
sefit shattering twinges of ageny
threugh his skull.

Then—notthingmess.

Malvern could ifot have been wncon-
scious for long. Wihen he awoke, he
found himselt bound and prone on the
floor beside Carol. Theee ¢renes
waited by the ladder. Theee gray
women. . . ,

But now Malvern, seeing them at
close quarters, realized that they were
flesh and blood. The dry, cobwebby
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hair wasn't real; the women wore wigs.
Their faces were cleverly grease-
painted; their teeth had been blacked
out, and collodion scarred and wrinkled
their cheeks and lips. Clothe, Lachesis,
and Atropos were fakes!

Carol was unconscious, Malvern saw,
and an ugly blue welt on her pale fore-
head explained the cause. Standing
above her was a man the photographer
recognized.

“Schacht!” he said sharply.

The other turned. His round face
was buttery slick in the yellow lamp-
light. “Awelke, eh?" he asked, and his
eyebrows went up.

“Wiat the hell's the idea? Do you
think you can get away with this?"
Malvern demanded.

“Wihy not?” Schacht asked. “There’ll
be no trace of evidence. You've only
yourselves to blame. Carol came smoop-
ing here an hour age, and found out
teo mueh. I fellowed her, amd—well,
my plans are changed now.” He
glaneed at his wateh. “In ten minutes
a small e_hange 8t dynamite will explede
in the eliff abeve. 1 had it planted fer
emergencies. I¥'ll Bring dewn an ava-
lanehe. This Heuse will be destroyed,
and everything in it

Malvern’s jaw set. He looked around
sharply. The hags were busy with the
removal of their costumes, under which
they wore ordinary khaki clothing.
The trap-dooe above was closed. The
cellar was strangely quiet; the storm’s
neise scarcely penetrated here.

Some weapon—

ALVERN thought of the expo-
sure meter. It was dark in the
vague lamplight, and he was lying in
shadow. Deftly he brought around his
bound arms till he could slide one hand
inte his pocket. His fiimgers touched
the cool metal of the meter, slid over
the thin glass covering its face. If he
could only break it! His knife was in
a pocket he could not reach, but his
fingers closed over a key-ring.
Schacht took a step forward. “Wihat
are you doimg?”
“Dhinking,” Malvern said. “Figur-
ing out the amgles.”
Thunder rolled. Malvern smashed
the glass of the meter, and the tiny

sound, muffled by cloth and covered by
the thunder, went unheard. He found
a thin sliver and went to work,

“Figuring out the angles . . . these
three stooges of yours—"

Schacht glanced at his watch.
“Wdl?”

“You got wind of the legend, and de-
cided it was your chance to do what
you'd always wanted—kill Rockey and
take over control of the ‘Tey and Be-
lieve It' filkws. The hags—the spin-
ners—are just extraid you brought from
Hollywood. You set 'em up here in
this house, with a spinning wheel and
a lamp, got Rockey to see a thread
broken, and then burst a capsule of
hydroeyanie aeld gas under the ehieffs
nese. You knew that if death wasn't
ateributed te heart fallure, then the
stery of the three sisters would esme
eut. ARd this is the ene plaee in the
werld where nebedy'd even try t8 in-
vestigate sueR a fantastic death. Be-
eause everybedy areund here is éffﬁla
ot the three—afraid 8 ask questions.”

The ropes were parting. Malvern
went on swiftly, “But you made a big
mistake, Schacht, when you didn't de-
stroy your two cotton nose stoppers,
soaked in a soda solution, or maybe
caleium carbonate, to neutralize the
hydroeyanide in case you got a whitf of
it yeurself.”

“You're smart,” Schacht said. *“Too
smart. But I can't wait. The dyna-
mite—"'

He went up the ladder like a cat.
One of the haga called, “Wait a min-
ute! Hold om—"

And Schacht, gripping the ladder's
rungs with one hand, turned slightly
and grinned down at the crone. Some-
thing in his face halted her words as
though a hand had struck her mouth.

Malvern guessed what was coming.
Frantically he worked at the loosening
ropes. But they still held him fast.

Schacht said, “Ome of the first things
I did was plant that dynamite in the
cliff. I didn't expect to kill Malvern
and Carol, but I planned to wipe out
all evidence.” He stressed the last two
words.

“You don’t mean—" one of the three
women whispered.

“I mean—you’re not going to talk.
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For a very good reason. There's a lock
on this trap-deer=" )

The crones sereamed their terrer
and rage. They eame forward, elawing
at Schacht, their faces sontorted, eyes
gleaming with mad fear. They swarmed
up the ladder—and Schacht was ready
for them, with the butt of a Luger au-
tomatic.

Malvern turned his eyes away and
worked desperately at the ropes. He
heard shrill curses, gasps of pain, and
the sound of vicious, thudding blows.
And then a low moaning, and a cough-
ing sob which subsided into silence.

CHACHT laughed. Malvern

looked up, saw the three hags
erumpled en the greund. They lay
fetionless, dead or uneonseious.

Schacht's gaze flickered to Malvern.
“Good-by,” he said. “Yau'll die in good
company, Malvern.”

The photographer’s wrists came free
suddenly. Schacht didn’t notice. The
killer was climbing the ladder, thrust-
ing the trap-door open with a quick
gesture. And Malvern knew that he
couldn't possibly free his feet and halt
Schaeht before the latter had bolted
the trap-door and made his escape.
But Malvern's fingers found the pocket-
knife, whipped it open, sawed the blade
desperately acress the thick repes,
while his eyes fellowed Sehaeht's squat
figure te the ladder’s tep.

The killer's face was visible from be-
low; lamplight slanted up across the
plump cheeks, the thick lips, the pudgy
nose. Schacht, oddly enough, wasf't
climbing the ladder any more. He was
§taﬁdiﬂ%qulte motionless, his head just
abeve the fleer level, and his hands
were gripping the rungs like elaws.
And Sehacht's face were an expressien
that was utterly inexplieable.

The man was startled—and afraid,
horrified! He seemed to be staring,
with bulging, glassy eyes, at some-
thing in the roem abeve.

Quite suddenly, above the drumming
of rain, Malvern heard a sound, a noise
that was not born of the storm. Im-
agination, perhaps—or the trickling of
sandy soil under the house. A lew
whirring drifted te Malvern's ears, and
he caught his breath and went iey eeld.

A spinning-wheel might make such a
sound. There was a spinning-wiheel up
there, but not a soul to operate it.

Before Malvem could be sure, thun-
der drummed out, drowning all else.
The photographer felt the last strands
of the rope part under his sawing knife.
He sprang up, and simultameously
Sehacht, perched precariously at the
ladder's top, thrust out a clawing hand
and sereamed: “INY! No! Dwwri—"

And then Malvern had the killer,
with a bear-trap grip around his legs.
Schacht clung for a second; then Mal-
vern’s weight pulled him free, and the
two fen plummeted down to the
ground. The impaet was stunning.
Malvern was underneath. His breath
left him iA a rushing gasp, and he
ehoked and fought for air.

Schacht tore free, staggered back to
the foot of the ladder, shaking his head
dizzily. Malvem rolled owver and
crawled upright, grinning with pain.

Schacht pulled his heavy Luger out
of its shoulder bolster.

The first bullet went through the
fleshy part of Malvern’s left arm as the
photographer weaved in. The next
creased his ribs. And then the two
men closeadl

Malvern’s hips were retracted in a
harsh, bitter smile His fingers were
tingling with desire to throttle this
killer — this whelesale murderer whe
had killed Rockey and sought te de
the same to Carol. And Sehacht faught

like a bulldeg, with degged, silent ten-
aeity. The Luger skidded away in a
EOFRRY.

Schacht was strong. He forced Mal-
vern, with his wounded arm, back and
down, and the phot felt a wave
of hopeless desperation sweep him.

T‘HE blast went off without warh-

iﬁg:
At first Malvera thought it was
thunder. Then, slowly at first, and

with inereasing violence, little trickles
of rock and soil began to whisper by
outside the house. Pebbles rattled like
shot on the clapboards above.

Schacht sucked in his breath. His
eyes were suddenly those of a beast.
He drove in, his teeth seeking Mal-
vern's throat. Lightning filled the
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square gap overhead; thunder bel-
lowed.

The house shook and shuddered as
the avalanche began.

Malvern smashed his head at
Schacht’s sweating face, and blood
spurted from the thick nose. Schacht
screamed with rage. His clawing fin-
gers found the Luger. Malvern's hand
elesed ever it at the same time.

The two rolled over across ground
that trembled as though in the grip of
earthquake. Above the rush of rain
they heard the roar of the avalanche.
Fromm the everhanging peak high above
bits of rock were breaking off and roll-
ing down the steep slope, gatherin
feree and merentur as they eame.
splintering erash teld of a boulder that
had smashed threugh the reef.

A movement caught Malvern's eye.
Two of the three hags had regained
consciousness. They were emerging
from a shadowy corner, and in the dim
lamplight they looked like devils,

Cobwebs covered them—no, not cob-
webs, but the gray skeins they had used
for props. They trailed the webs be-
hind them and came down shrieking on
the battling men,

Through a haze of agony Malvern
was dimly conscious that the two
crones had flung their webs about
Schacht, enmeshing him. They wound
the gray skeins about his body, bind-
ing his arms, prisoning his thrashing
legs. The hags had turned on the
fnaster whe had tried te destroy them.

The house lurched sickeningly; the
floor tilted at a crazy angle. Windows
shattered overhead. A deafening roar
mounted above the thunder.

Schacht fought like an animal to es-
cape the binding skeins. The two hags
flung themselves upon him, bearing
him down with their frail strength,
clawing at his sweating face till it was
a ribbened mask of red. Malvern
sprafig to his feet, took a step forward.

Again the house lurched. Straining
timbers groaned sickeningly.

Malvern caught his breath, whirled,
lifted the unconscious figure of Carol
and flung her over his shoulder. He
fmounted the shaking ladder, staggered
across the bare room, and through the
deor. His foot found nethingness.

The two of them went spinning down
in the dark. Somehow Malvern kept
hold of Carol. Scrambling for foot-
hold, he found it at last. Flying rocks
and shale bombarded him,

His left arm throbbed, dangled use-
lessly. Striving desperately for bal-
ance, he sprinted unsteadily through
the night. Occasiomal lightning-
flashes aided him.

HUGE boulder, firmly embedded

in solid soil, loomed shead. Mal-
vefg dllveg1 fgf its sdhegl:%f. i Uﬁcaef lthe
rock’s lee he dro . ng Carel te
him tightly. Hepfgethey vpvgfegsheltefed
frefn the avalanehe.

In the lightning that streaked across
the black, flying clouds Malvern saw
the pinnacle of rock above the house
slowly sopplig. It crashed down in
thunderous ruin. The whole moun-
tainside seemed to collapse.

The avalanche bellowed down like a
tidal wave. It caught up the frail
house, ripped it apart, ground it under-
foot. Timbers flew like matchsticks
through the air.

Ana it passed. Dust rose in a chok-
ing cloud. There came at last silence,
broken only by the rain.

Wibere the house had been was—
nothing! The three sisters and their
evil genius, Schacht, were gone, buried
beneath tons of loose rock.

Carefully, Malvern stood up. To his
left was solid ground; the path back to
camp was clear. Swiftly he unbound
Carol, and hoisted the unconscious girl
to his right shoulder.

Malvern began to pick his way down
the slope. Suddenly he shivered. An
oddly unpleasant memory had occurred
to him. A few words Rockey had said
. . . “"Whbeweeer anyone sees ihe Fates
break sxtlread( hedises "

Malvern was remembering that curi-
ous whirring sound he had heard, and
visualizing Schacht, perched on the
ladder, hesitating long enough for Mal-
vern to reach him, thrusting out a fran-
tic hand and screaming, “No! Ne!
Don’t—="

Wihhat had Schacht seen? Malvern
sighed; he didn't know. He’d never
know . . . and, somehow, he felt glad
of itt
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CHAPTER I

A the Desnl Reallly Dead?

HE service was proceeding
I smoothly, reverently, quietly.
Our small Gothic chapel was
dim and decorously beautiful. The
light fiilltering through the rose win-
dow beyond the chancel threw a warm
glow over the high altar, over the min-
ister intoning the stately service, and
over the gray stone catafalque with its
banked flowers beneath which lay Por-
ter Bruton in his coffin.
Personally, I liked this solemn
warmth of rite and ritual. As half-

Wiillis Payne, Mortician, Is Plunged Into a
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owner of the Sun Hill Crematorium, I
was proud of the skill with which we
helped to veil the raw harshnress of
death. But today, curiously, it did
not seem enough. As 1 watehed the
pallid faces of that congregation of
eollege students, teachers, and e€em-
menplace subiurbanites, 1 was begin-
ning te sense semething of what my
artner, Tom Carlin, had meant wheh
¢ had said: “Waiteh them, Willis.
Wwikh things as they are in Oalkvale
ReW, yeu ean't trust peeple a¥round
funerals any mere”

It had sounded absurd, far-fetched.
For Oakvale had been an ordinary
enough college suburb when the need

Maelstrom of Mystery Beyond Understanding!
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for a serious operation had taken me
away three months ago. Of course,
I knew that during my absence the
community had been somewhat upset
by the suicide of Professor Grenfel,
which followed the man's mad attempt
to snatch at the dark secrets of life and
death.

It was rather weird that only yester-
day, on the very day of my return,
Grenfel’s young successor to the chair
of bio-chemistry had followed his for-
mer chief in self-inflicted death. But
was that enough to account for Tom’'s
ominous hysterical and rather cryptic
warning?

Bits of jumbled talk he had let fall
came back to me now. Hints at body-
snatching and some weird mania smol-
dering among the undergraduates at
Oakvale. Dark references to Major
Dennis Macklin and the two black
men he had brought back with him
from Africa., And this had seemed
to connect in some way with a change
that had come over Faustine Grenfel,
the dead professor’s daughter, whe
had been openly in leve with the
young assistant whe new lay there
under the banked filowers.

I looked at Faustine Grenfel mow.
She had always been eccentric, some-
thing of a poser, I thought. But she
did possess an eerie and rather dis-
turbing sort of beauty, a supple
fluidity of slender limbs and serpef-
tine white arms whieh, enhanced by
her pallid and over-rou faee under
the tight-clustered geld eurls, gave
her an unearthly, even a deathlike air.

HAT shocked and repelled me

now was the faet that instead
of the black she sheuld have wern en
this oecasion she was dressed in a seaf-
let gown of daring eut—as if she had
corme, fiet te a funeral, but te a rendes-
veus! Moereover, the avid fixity with
whieh she regarded the eeffin, leanin
forward with delicate nestrils dilatel
and searlet 11?3 meving faintly as if
in seme unhely cemmuRnion with the
corpse of the man en whem she Had
lavished an unweleome love, had rather
fmere than a little ef the Herrible en-
veleping it.

OR it was known that Porter Bru-

ton had spurned her, had loved,
hopelessly in his turn, Lilly Langburn,
the daughter of the president of Oak-
vale College—the girl whe had prom-
ised to becorme my wife.

It was with relief that I turned
toward Lilly now, rejoicing that her
lovely face, with its large brown eyes
and tender lips, though sad, was as
radiantly serene as the flower whose
name she bore. Thank God, nothing
of this stupid hysteria had touched
her, not even though Major Macklin
was her father’'s cousin, Faustine was
her friend, and the dead man himself
had been a suitor for her love. But
then, nething like that couldl touch
Lilly!

Perhaps it was all exaggerated, amy-
how. The service was nearly ended
and nothing had happened yet. Even
Faustine, sitting there with that aw-
ful look of expecting the dead man to
rise at any moment, might manage to
refrain from causing a scene.

“[Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust
to dust—"

There, it was almost over. Tom Car-
lin was solemnly sprinkling the dust
and ashes over the coffin. Wiith a deep
breath of relief, I pressed the button
and watched the casket sink slowly
below the floor to leave only the fllow-
ers visible. Then, while the audience
slowly rose, I turned and hurried
doewn into the receiving room.

My partner followed me. We found
old Dr. Bruton, the dead young
teacher’s father, waiting there with
our superintendent, Sam Fleagle. Tom
put a gentle hand on the old man’s
shoulder.

“You still insist on—staying?"” he
asked.

The aged doctor lifted his stricken
but tearless face.

“Certainly,” he said. “I watched
him die, and I prepared his body for
the last rites. I shall see him through
to the last. It isn't in the trappings
of funerals that we show our love for
our dead, but in the ministering of
hands.”

It was a relief to see one Spartan
at least in a crazed community. Tom
sprang to help the old man as he raised
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his gaunt frame and moved toward the
coffin from which Sam Fleagle was re-
moving the lid. I turned to clese the
door, but stopped. Standing there, a
scarlet apparition against the dimniess,
was Faustine Grenfel.

It was a tense instant. I could still
hear feet moving wupstairs and 1
dreaded the thought ot the scene she
might cause. For though her face was
as immobile as a death mask, garish
with paint, her greenish eyes glowed
with a febrile threat that 1 ceuld neot
misinterpret.

“Faustine,” 1 began
“you mustmt—"

I broke off as she moved forward
and I suddenly rushed her. But like
a streaking flame she slithered past me
and darted toward the coffin.

“Stop!” she shrilled. “You shall not
burn him! You shall not destroy that

splendid bodiy!™

E others whirled and stood
speechless as the girl flung herselt
upen the ceffin, pressing her breast
against it as she elawed and tugged to
drag it te the fllver.

“They shan’t burn you, Porter!” she
sobbed madly. “I'll tear the ceoffin
apart! I'll press my body to you, and
life will come into you agaim!

It was ghastly, revolting. In amother
instant she would have dragged coffin
and corpse crashing to the flook, but
Tom came to his senses and grabbed
her. I sprang to his aid and we pulled
her away by main force. We shoved
her, fighting and screaming, toward
the door.

People were crowding down the
steps, but I yelled at them to go back.
We began pushing her up the stairs,
while she continued to scream.

“You want to burn him, Willis
Payne! You want to burn him to keep
him from getting Lilly. But the dead
aren't as dead as you think! He'll come
back—"

I flung a hand over her mouth and
the next moment we had her in the
chapel. Dr. Pelham, who had run to
his car for a hypo, had jabbed the
needle into her arm, and that part of
the nightmare was over.

We went back down and found old

soothingly,

Dr. Bruton on the verge of a collapse.
This had been too much even for him,
and when Tom offered to take him
home, he consented weakly,

Left alone with Sam Fleagle, 1
locked the door and set about helping
him get the coffin into the crema-
torium oven. Then I left him to seal
the chamber and close the gilded
doors, and went back and sat down to
get my breath.

Thank God it was over now, amy-
how! How could a girl allow her
nerves to make such a fool of her, I
asked myself. And then I gave a start.
It was only the first whine of the mo-
tor, the preliminary roar of the flames
in the bowels of the masonry, but it
sent a queer tremor through me. What
was wrong? Was I letting that mad
girl's words upset me?

Thhe dead arent as dead as you
thinlkd!

Rot! I sat up and stared at the fur-
nace. A sudden booming had begun
as the oil burner in the combustion
chamber warmed up. It rose to a roar
as the flames spurted into the oven to
embrace the casket. Suppose Porter
Bruton was not really dead? Sup-
pose—

Damn it, was I getting morbid like
the others? Angrily I got up, walked
over and stood at the peephole back of
the oven where Sam Fleagle was
watching the color of the flames.

“A corpse is just so much matter,"”
I told myself steadily, “not a person
at all.”

Inside there the fire roared like hell.
I saw a dark line creep down the cen-
ter of the filamsenshrouded -casket.
It widened. The casket split like an
eggshell and black smoke blasted
angrily against the peephole.

“Poirter Bruton's entity is not in
there,” 1 said, “just the lifeless husk
of him.”

Wiy were my palms so sweatty?

A tremor rumbled like an earth-
quake through the masonry and
Fleagle snatched at the air valves to
reduce the filame. Then soot on the
peephole thinned and I saw the thing
inside, melting as it were, in the white
oxidation of the fire, shrinking, twist-
ing. ...
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I started to turn away. It had mever
affected me like this before. But I
seemed unable to withdraw my eyes
from the shape that moved uneasily be-
tween the obscuring flashes of fire. It
made me dizzy for an instant and it
was then that I experienced the queer
hallucination. For suddenly, rising
above the flame’'s roar, wild and windy
and remote as an echo thrown up from
the abyss, there came a shriek:

“Lilly, Lilly, I'm not dead! They're
burning me alive! Save me, Lilly!"

Despite the great heat, a sheath of
ice froze round my limbs, and as my
brain spun like something whirled on
the end of a string, it came again—a
distillation of intolerable agony, black
despair and immortal hate that would
have chilled a devil’s blood:

“God curse you, Wiilllis Payne!
come badk!™

Then there was only the flames'
roar, and with limbs atremble I turned
to Sam Fleagle who was just straight-
ening up.

“Did you hear something, Sam?"

He grinned. “Hear? Sure. Them
flames makes all sorts of noises.
Sometimes they seem to scream, some-
times to laugh.”

“I guess so,” I managed.
think I'll go mow."”

LNl

“Wedll, I

CHAPTER 11
Umitndly Wisitant

STAGGERED up the steps,

threugh the chapel and eut inte
the late afternoon sunlight, my brain
still in a daze. Over and over I teld
myself it was all imaglnatien. But I
knew better; 1 had heard! And he
had ealled, net Faistine's name, but
Lilly's}

Now I wasn't quite a fool, even in
my terror. I couldn’t believe that a
voice from the blazing coffin had come
through the thick masonry of the oven.
But I did know that telepathy is a
proven phenomenon, that in the inten-
sity of death’s agony, the dying have
been known to project foet only
thoughts, but actual apparitions that

stand before the eyes of the living—
and speek!

I got into the roadster, fumbled
with the ignition key, finally got the
engine started, and drove to the apart-
ment which Tom Carlin and I called
home. Tom was seated in the living
room, morose and haggard, with a
drink in his hand.

“Wadll, Wiillis,” he said, without
looking up, “a little more of this and
we're firiclsd. People won’t bring
their dead out from the city to a place
with the atmosphere of a chamber of
horrors. Amnd its my fault for drag-
ging you into the business, too. I
sometimes feel that I ought to offer
to buy you out—" He looked uip, grin-
ning wryly, and saw my face. “Wihat's
wrong? You look like you'd seen—"

“A ghost?” I asked. I looked him
straight in the eyes. “Tell me the
truth, Tom, do you know that Porter
Bruton was dead. Do you know that
the poison he took actually killed
him?”

“Wiat do you mean?” he exclaimed.
But something evasive in his face told
me he knew well enough. “Of course,
he was dead. Dr. Bruton saw him die,
signed the death certificate, dressed
the body. You're not suggesting that
the old man could have connived at
his own son's murdier?”

I poured myself a drink, sat down
to gulp it, and then told Tom exactly
what had happened. Omnce he tried
to interrupt me with some weak pro-
test about the state of my nerves, but
I silenced him and went onf.

“You'we been holding back on me,
Tom, probably because you think I'm
still too sick to stand the shock. But
you may as well opea up. I want to
know what in hell is wrong here in
Oakvale,” I concluded.

He chewed that over a moment.
Then:

“I wish I knew,” he said. “Some
sort of weird traffic with the dead must
be going on, for bodies have been
stolen. As to who's behiad it, I have
only a guess. I may be wrong. Let’s
start at the first and see what you
think.”

“Start with Grenfel’s death, you
mean?”
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“Wiith the things that led up to it,”
Tom said. “First, the argument with
Major Dennis Macklin. You've prob-
ably heard of their argument, of how
Grenfel boasted that science would
soon know how to bring the dead back
to life, and of how Macklin, in his
role of cynical, wealthy explorer,
sneered, said the secret would never
come from a test tube and that if he
wanted to know it he would go to the
savages who had guarded the forbid-
den secret for ages,

“Welll, the argument got hot and
resulted in a wager that sent Macklin
chasing off to Afirica, to the regions
west of the Ruwenzori, where a tribe
called ‘The PegplleWho-Dance-With-
the-Dead’ are said to live. And Gren-
fel set up a secret laboratory and set
feverishly to work.”

E paused and drew a breath.
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I shuddered. “And that started the
panic? Yet Porter Bruton insisted on
going on with the experimemts?"

Tom nodded. “He was like a mad-
man himself, wild to get at what Gren-
fel had discovered. And he made no
secret of his reason.” He paused to
look at me uncertainly. “He wanted
Lilly, believed that the fame and for-
tune that discovery would bring would
enable him to take her away from
you.”

I swallowed uncomfortably and
wished that Tom hadn’t brought that
up.

“But the madness got him, just as it
did Grenfel?” I asked.

“I wonder,” Tom mused. “I think
what got him was Dennis Macklin.”

“Macklin?”

“Yes. He came rushing back from
Africa by plane, bringing those black
witch-men with him. That was when
the ugly rumors started about Faus-
tine Grenfel and those crazy college
kids who call themselves “Thrill-hunt-
ers’. It was said that Macklin and his
black men were teaching them some
devilish things that can be done with
dead bodies. And bodies were stolen,
Grenfel’'s among them.”

“Grenfel’s! And his own daugh-
ter—"

“I couldn’t swear to anything ex-
cept that I found his coffin in the mau-
soleum empty,” Tom said. “Also
another body is missing from a
pauper’s grave. I got suspicious of it
and had it dug into before dawn this
morning. The body had been taken
out and the coffin re-buried. But
what’s worrying me now, since you
told me what you thought you heard
there by the oven, is a scene I saw in
the graveyard last night. I'm almost
afraid to tell you.”

“Go on,” I urged.

Tom poured himself another drink
and swallowed it neat; there was a
bead of fine sweat on his forehead.

“I’d been prowling about to see if
I could catch any body-snatchers,” he
said, “when I heard voices and stole
up behind a cypress to watch a
strange scene. Wihat I saw was Porter
Bruton seated on a low tombstone with
Macklin standing in front of him and
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two Negro witch-men behind. And
Bruton was pleading.
“‘For God's sake, Dennis,' 1 heard

him say, ‘don’t do that to me. Have
mercy.’
“‘You have your choice,’ Miacklin

replied coldly.

“Thhen Bruton got up and went
stumbling off, and presently Macklin
and his witch-men marched off, too.”

“Good God!” I gulped. It sounded
exactly like descriptions I had read
of death-curses in the jungle. “And
right after that Porter Bruton went
home and killed himself with poison—
or did he?”

OM grimaced.

“His father says he did,” he said.
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Richmond and Faustine Grenfel. 1
think they were headed for the Clover
Club.”

“Wiilly Richmond and Faustine
Grenfel!” I exclaimed, and hung up.

Tom stared at me. “She went out
with those two? Good God, Willis,
they're the ring leaders of those
corpse-snatchers!”

1 started toward him. fists dioubled.
“Don’t you intimate anything about
Lilly,” I growled, “or I'I}—"

The change that had come over his
face caused me to pause. I couldn't
believe I had scared him that badly,
but his jaw had dropped down and his
eyes were suddenly bulging from his
head. Then I realized that he was nots
looking at me but at the window be-
hind me. 1 whirled.

But the window was a murky square
of blackness.

I turned back.
you see?™

He had tottered upright and his
blood-drained face still wore its look
of imbecile terror as he passed a shak-
ing hand across his eyes.

“So help me God, Wiillis, it was him
—Porter Bruton. It was his burned
corpse standing there and—and—" his
agonized eyes sought my face, “he had
something flung over one shoulder—
something that leoked like a bodhy!”

I spun about and raced for the door.
Outside it was almost dark except for a
sickly yellowish glow still lingering in
the sky. 1 rounded the cornefr and
sprinted for the windew. 1 almest
stumbled on the thing before I saw it.

Shakily I went dewn on hands and
knees and struck a mateh. It lay
sprawled, face up, the bedy et a thin,
sallow-faced youth. The bug ed-eut
eyeballs, suffused with bleed, the piif-
ple, swollen tongue protruding be:
tween the teeth, the livid marks en the
throat all pelnted te stramgilation.

I bent nearer, staring at these ma¥ks.
My nostrils caught an edef, and 1
turned sick. It was a smell of fire aﬂd
death, of burned flesh, and ever these
discolorations left by elawed, stran-
gling fingers there was a smear 6f
slime, pustular and eleuded with a
char of black ashes.

The corpse was that of Wiilly Rich-

“Wihat the hell did
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mond, the youth with whom Lilly and
Faustine had gone out enly an heur
or two ago!

CHAPTER 111
The Coupee Tihatt Hell Rejiscted

EAKLY I staggered upright,

staring idietieally abeut ifte
the silent dark which was vibrant with
the muted veices of inseets, pulsing,
it seemned, in dirges for their own smail
dead. Tom’s veiee called frem the
front.

“Wiillis, what is it?”

That jarred me back to my senses.
I turned and started running for my
car.

Passing Tom, I panted, “Go and see
for yourself,” and ran on.

He could call the police or do what
he pleased; the only thought in my
mind was to find Lilly. I sprang into
my car and stomped the engine into
life.

The Clover Club was a small night
spot not far from the campus. There
had never been anything sinister about
the place. At least I had never no-
ticed it until tonight when I stag-
gered in, waved a waiter aside and
stood blinking while my eyes probed
the dimness for a loved and familiar
face. But now it was plain some sort
or soul-rot had crept in here where
once innocent gaiety had prevailed.

It was in the air, in the hectic faces
that shone corpselike under the blue
lights; something that glowed lewd
and secretive in fevered eyes, that
breathed obscenely in hot whispers
from drunken lips. It was in the music,
in the weird, mysterious, jerky notes
that crept in above the muted crooning
of the brasses. It was in the move-
ments of the dancers who hugged
close and slithered like 2zombies,
simoothly, subtly, but with a slight roll,
like the unsteady gait of things that
sleuch blindly through darkness.

But I could not see either Lilly or
Faustine.

I swung toward a table where a thin,
horse-faced youth was leaning drunk-

enly toward his painted girl com-
panion. Wihen I asked if they had
seen either of the girls the youth
laughed, raised his glass and drank
sloppily.

“They were here,” he said, “but they
left about an hour ago.” He rolled his
drunken eyes. “I wouldn’t follow
them, though. A simple undertaker
might pet shocked.”

I resisted an impulse to smash his
teeth back into his throat, whirled and
went back out, a cackle of drunken
laughter following me. I got back into
my car and drove to the cottage where
Faustine had lived alone since the
death of her father.

The place was dark, but I didn't let
that stop me. Wihen I found the door
locked I slammed my shoulder against
it and crashed it in. Then, snapping
on lights as I went, I made a tour of
the whole house.

But no one was there; the place was
neat and in order. I paused in the
kitchen, wondering if I was making a
fool of myself. Certainly there was a
killer at large, but that didn't prove
that Faustine and her silly followers
had any connection with him. Faus-
tine was a nervous wreck, and prob-
ably Lilly had taken her home to look
after her. Willy Richmond might
have left them long ago.

I started to turn back, but noticed
the steps leading down into the base-
ment and thought I might as well
search there before I left. I stumbled
down into a furnace room and struck
a match. The place was empty, but
my eye was attracted to a small door
on which there was a formidable-
looking padlock. Wiy such a pad-
lock as that? 1 had already smashed
one dook, so another wouldn't matter.
1 dropped the match, picked up a
lawnmower 1 had spotted and slammed
it like a battering ram into the door.

E thin panels crashed under the
blews, and I pushed myself
through the splintered aperture. Then
I straightened up in the darkness and
my blood began a slow process of
curdling. It was nothing I saw or felt,
it was a smell—the smell of formal-
dehyde!
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I struck amother match, and as it
blazed against the smothering dark-
ness I saw the coffin, a new one, against
one wall. A horrible premonition laid
strangling fingers on my throat then,
but I forced myself forward and flung
the casket open. The full impact of
the horror smote me then and my last
doubts and reservations crumbled
away in my instinctive revulsion.

Stretched out in that casket lay the
body of Professor Grenfel. That
wasn't all. The clothing had been
cut away, the torso and abdomen laid
bare, and a gaping gash yawned from
his sternum down, its horrible discol-
ored lips curling over an empty cavity
from which his vital organs had been
removed!

I had to turn away then because 1
was physically sick. But as I stag-
gered back through the door, the sick-
ness in my brain made the mere physi-
cal reaction inconsequential. I had
read enough of savage practices to
know what sort of grisly traffic the
evisceration of a dead boily might
mean, And this mad girl had butch-
ered the body of her own father! And
she had my fiance with her—it Lilly
had not already been delivered into
the hands of a lust-mad killer.

I staggered back to my car and stood
leaning on the door. Amnger had
mounted to bloodlust in me and 1
swore a terrible vow.

“If I find her, I'll strangle her.
She’s not human, she’s got no right to
live!”

But a second thought sobered me.
Faustine must be insane. It was the
fiend behind her madness, behind all
the rest of this horror that I should
think of. And who was that fiend but
Macklin? He was the cancer, the seat
of all the vile corruption that had pois-
oned the community and led fimally to
ghastly murder. He was the one I
must deal with!

Now that I had a definite purpose, it
steadied me alittle. I reached the tall,
jvy-covered Langburn house with a
somewhat better grip on my nerves.
The only light 1 saw was downstairs
in the library. 1 was ushered in by
one of Macklin's ugly black servants.
I found the explorer seated under a

reading lamp with a book on his knees.

He was a small, compact, wiry man
with a tanned, lean face, close~clipped
black mustache and dark eyes that
seemed to sparkle always with some

sly, inner mockery. He rose and
greeted me politely, then sat down
again.

“Amytthing I can do for you,
Payne?”

“You can tell me where Lilly is," 1
growled.

“But I told you that she left with
Faustine Grenfel.”

“But where are they mow?"

He shrugged. “How should 1
know?”

Something was boiling up danger-
ously in my throat; I held it back as
best I could, but my voice quavered
when I amswered.

“Because you're the devil at the bot-
tom of all this madness, this vile, un-
natural death-obsession, this—"

His laughter interrupted me. “My
dear young man, a preoccupation with
the dead is the most natural thing in
human nature. Ia Atrica, for instance,
the natives bring thelr dead back te
life and mingle with them famillarly
—even dance with them.”

“Amd that's the sort of rot you've
been poisoning these students’ minds
with?” I grated. “Well, you went t06
far when you carried things to the
point of murdier?”

“Murder?” His eyebrows lifted.
“Wihase murdier?”

“Porter Bruton's, for one,” 1 said.
“You didn’t know it, but you were seen
there in the graveyard last night when
you put some sort of hypnetie spell
on him. And he went inte the even
today—alive!”

AT jarred him for a mement. He
paled slightly, but quickly fecov:
ered his eemposure and 1awghed.

“Wiait an idea! However, it he did
go into the flames alive, he's ungues-
tionably dead new.”

“He screamed,” 1 said, “when the
flames hit him, screared that he weuld
come back.”
_ “Really?
it.”

His words stunned me. There was a

I'm serfy 1 didn't hear
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curtained alcove behind his chair, and
the light striking the plum-colored
drapes, glanced off on his bony cheeks,
giving them a cadaverous hue, Was
this man human whe had ne human
feelings? It seemed that God would
strike a man dead for less than this,
and so deep was that conviction, that
when the curtains behind him stirred
as to a faint breeze, I gave a violent
start.

“Wihy do you jump?” The mock-
ing smile was still on his lips.

“The curtain behind you moved,” I
whispered.

“Tihe ghost of Porter Bruton prob-
ably,” he jeered. “But no, though the
dead return, the bodies of those who
burn don't walk—"

His words broke off. He didn’t
jump or start, he simply went cau-
tiously still. At the same instant it
reached my nostrils, too—an odor in
which burnt cloth was mingled with
scorched flesh and hair-—and my eyes
riveted to the gap where the curtain
failed to meet.

I didn’t believe what I saw at first.
It was so strangely still, so like what
a fevered brain might build out of air
and terror. For the thing in the dark-
ness there had Porter Bruton's face,
though now it was livid and blackened,
with puffed greenish lips peeled back
from grinning teeth and an oeoze of
some blood-streaked substance rolling
down from raw eye sockets over flame
blasted cheeks. It had a bedy, toe, a
shrunken frame from whieh hung the
charred remnants of a black sult. The
flesh that shone through was like the
face, and a clawed hand was like a
blackened reet dragged frem a fire.

Macklin’s face was drained of blood
now, and as he watched the horror
mirrored in mine, he seemed too para-
lyzed to move. At the same instant it
seemed to dawn on my dazed senses
that the thing was real, but before I
could move, or even scream, the black-
enied hand shot out to the light cord,
and the smothering dark came down
as the horror, shining with a greenish
glow in the blackness, leaped. From
Macklin burst a scream.

Wihat I might have done, if left to
my own inclinations, I don't kmow.

But at that moment the door behind
me opened and the black man, sum-
moned by Macklin’s scream, came
pounding in. I was the first object
with which he collided, and taking me
for the attacker, he flung his massive
arms around me. I fought, pum-
meling his black face and body as I
tried to wriggle free. But in my weak-
ened condition I was like a child in a
boa’s coils, and suddenly, with Mack-
lin’s sereams still blasting in my ears,
I felt myeself lifted bodily and hurled.

STRUCK the glass of a window,

and its erash echoed about me as
the ground slammed up te smash €on-
sciousness from my brain.

I came to my senses, feeling like
something that has crawled out from
under a steam roller, and sat up. I was
a mass of cuts and aching bruises, but
my mind was beginning to clear. My
first thought was to wonder if this was
another stage trick of Macklin's, a ruse
to divert suspicion from himself,

I got up, and with joints creaking,
stumbled toward the shattered window
through which faint light was again
shining. I stared in and my senses
reeled. In the circular pool of yellow
light cast by the lamp, Major Dennis
Macklin lay asprawl. Dead? He was
worse than dead. His face, his hands,
the whole upper part of his torso,
from which it seemed invisible flames
had eaten the clothing away, was a
raw, blistered, viscous mass of
cooked skin and tissue, which, while
I looked seemed still to boil and crawl
as with a living eerruption.

“Burned alive,” I muttered hoarsely.
“Burned alive, like Porter Bruton, but
not by any earthly fire”

There was no one else in the room,
but the air reeked with an acrid smell
like brimstone.

S

CHAPTER 1V
Mistress of the Dying

I

RNING, I ran toward my car.
Wihatever that revenant shape had
been, I knew now that the Negro's
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entrance was all that had saved me
from Mackin's fate, knew what grisly
doom awaited me when next I faced
that apparition out of hell. Yet my
mind did not dwell on that. The need
to find Lilly swallowed up all other
considerations.

But where to go, where to look fof
her? Instinctively I piloted my car
back toward Faustine Grenfel’s house,
and this time, a block away, I saw a
light. Pulling into the curb, I parked
and sneaked up the rest of the way on
foot. There was a light in the front
and one in the back, and I stole up
behind a trellis and peered into the liv-
ing room.

A swift wave of relief swept over
me, for Lilly was there, unharmed,
seated on a divan under a bridge lamp.
But the next instant a chill of appre-
hension crept into my blood. It was
the queer look on her face, as leaning
forward, with the light falling softly
on her brown hair and creamy skin,
she was staring at something in her
lap, staring with a weird absorption at
what 1 now saw was a photograph of
Porter Brutom!

I turned and made for the front
door, rushing straight in without
knocking. Lilly sprang to her feet
with a gasp, and I saw her drop the
photogtaph with a furtive movement
at'the end of the divan. Then with a
quick and patently false smile, she
came toward me.

“Why, Willis, you startled me—

I reached out, gripped her shoul-
ders, and I didn’t smile back.

“What are you doing here?” I de-
manded.

“Whhy,” she stammered, “just wait-
ing for Faustine to come in.”

Why this fear of me, this evasive-
ness? Suddenly I noticed that one of
her small hands was crushing tightly
something which she seemed to be try-
ing to conceal.

“What’s that?” I rasped, and grab-
bing her hand, I loosened the tight-
clenched fingers and pulled out a ball
of wadded paper.

“Wiilliis, please!” She tried to snatch
it back.

But I swung toward the light,
smoothed it out and felt the scalp

crawl on my neck as I readi:
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I whirled back on Lilly who had
sunk down weakly on the divan.

“WHeere did you get tmis?™

Terror was in her eyes and her voice
came faint and hoarse from her throat.

“He mailed it to Faustine—last
night before he took the poisom. And
oh, Wiillis, he did come back! I saw
him. I've been looking at his picture
and I know it was he—his face, there
at the window at the Clover Club. And
Wiillly Richmond went out to see, and
he dida"t come back—" her voice broke
on a sob and her brown eyes were
pleading. “Butt, Wiillis, you didn’t
have anything to do with it, did you?
Faustine saidi—"

“That lying hell-cat!” I burst out.
“Whmat's she told you? Where is she
now?”

PAUSEMD. A sound had reached

my ears. It came from the dark
hall, a lew menotonows rurmwr, &
worman's volee ruttering welrdly in
e@axing,, relterated eernrmands, and a
fan’'s voiee replying in a threaty half-
whimper — an eefle mumbling lke
something fereed By neeramaney frem
dead lips.

Instantly I turned, but Lilly clung
to me.

“Wiilkis, Wiillis, you mustm't—"

“Mastm’t 1?” 1 grated, rudely
shoving her back. “You stay here and
keep quiet or I'll tear the reof off this
damned place!”

Then I strode softly into the Hhall
and crept toward the door of Fau-
stine’s bedroom, from which the
queer sounds were coming. Stoeping,
I applied my eye to the keyhele, and
though my range of visien was lim-
ited, what I saw was enough te curdle
my blood and conjure visiens of the
witches who dragged the dying frem
battlefields to use them as herrible
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mediumg of communication with the
dead.

For on Faustine’s bed, stretched out
as if for burial, lay the bulky form
of Sam Fleagle, utterly still. His
flabby face, the color of a spoiled
oyster, was beaded with death sweat,
his glassy eyes staring unseeingly at
the she-monster poised above ik

Crouched there in loose megligee,
Faustine was like a feeding cat. Her
vampire-face was thrust forward and
down, small teeth gleaming as she ar-
ticulated words in a husky, command-
ing whisper.

“Speak, speak, I tell you! Wit did
he say? Wihat did Porter Bruton say?
Speak up, or I'll beat you black and
blue while you lie there helpless.”

And feebly, the thick blubbery lips
of Sam Fleagle began to move.
“Don’t . . . leave me in peace . ... I
don’t know . . .”

“You do know!” Sudden savagery
blazed in her. Her clawed white
hands shot forward, long pointed fim-
gers burying themselves in the gray
folds of his throat, while a look of
fiendildh hate transfixed her painted
face. “Tell me, or I'1}L—"

She got no further because I had
stood all I could stand. Kicking the
door open, I lunged in.

She whirled, agile as a startled cat,
and sprang to meet my rush. White
arms shot round me and all the lean,
warm, supple strength of her body
was exerted against me. The smile
that wreathed her face was horrible in
its wild, fawning appeal, as her hot
breath laved my face in frantie whis-
pers.

“Wiillis, Wiilllis, go out! You can't
interrupt—you mustn’t, not now. I'll
explain—later—but leave now. Go
back to Lilly. Don’t leave her alone.™

Lilly’s name coming from her lips
broke my spell of madness. I pushed
her off, grabbed her thin shoulders in-
stead of her throat, and shook her.

“You won't trick me, you hell-catt™
I snarled. “What have you done to
Sam? Poisoned him like you and
Macklin poisoned Porter Brutiom?™

“But I didn’t, I didn't! Oh, Willis,
give me time to explain. Go back to
Lilly now, amd—"

“IM go when I've choked the truth
out of you, when I’ve—"

UDDENLY I stiffened. From the

front of the house had come a
shrill seream—=Llilly’s voice in a puls-
ing jet of terror. Releasing Faustine,
1 whirled, saw instantly that the front
of the house was dark fiow, heard
ether seunds mingled with Lilly’s
eries. Staggering teward the doer, my
nestrils eaught a whitt ef that brim-
stone eder, and as 1 lurehed inte the
hall, a glewing bleteh that seemed
wreathed in greenish flame catapulied
frem the living reem inte the hall,
bearing a wild, sereaming Bundle that
I knew t8 be My fikancée.

“Lilly, I'm coming!” I yelled and
charged toward the monstrous thing
now vanishing through the front door
of the house.

I reached it before the screen had
time to slam back on his exit, but my
rashness cost me dearly. As I shot
through, I saw too late the black
shapes lurking at the porch edges
rise and surge toward me.

The next moment I met the impact
of their giamt, muscular bodies,
slammed my fists madly at a swimming
nightmare of black gargoyle faces, and
then collapsed weakly as a huge fist,
like a club covered with brine-soaked
leather, smashed against my temple
in a blow that hammered me into
oblivion.

I woke up in darkness to find myself
the core of what seemed to be a bris-
tling, tight-wrapped cocoon, and
which proved to be a stout rope wound
in galling coils about my body. I
rolled over and saw a penciled line of
light under a closed door. I made out
a whitish bundle near me.

“Lilly?” I whispered hoarsely.

“I don’t know where she is,”
it was Faustine Grenfel’s voice that
answered.

“Where are we?” 1 asked, recover-
ing from my surprise.

“Im your crematorium, in a closet off
from the furnace room,"” she amswered.
“The black men brought us here.”

My brain was a whirling confusiom;
I couldn’t make sense out of amything,
least of all why Faustine was here,
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tied and imprisoned too,

“That’s odd,” I said, “because 1
thought the black men were your pals
—yours and Macklin’s. How do they
happen to be working with this devil
masquerading as Porter Brutom?"

“Masqueradiimg?” she asked. “I
wish I thought so. The Negroes don't.
That's why they obey him in terror.
They knew he was dead and burned,
yet they saw him come back and kill
their master, They don't understand
a magic that terrible. 1 no longer have
any influence over them at all.”

“Tihen you admit you were Mack-
lin’s accomplice in whatever it was he
did to Porter Brutiom?”

“Of course. And I'll tell you why.
Porter Bruton murdered my father!?

“Murdered your father?”

“Yes. Poisoned him with mitroben-
zine, and when that didn’t kill quickly
enough, shoved him from the win-
dow.”

“But I thought you were in love
with Porter.™

“So did he,” she said. “Amd I was,
until I began to suspect what he had
done. You see, he wanted to steal
Father’s secret because he was in love
with Lilly and hoped to win her from
you."”

“Yes,” 1 said, “but what's that got to
do with this madness you've been
spreading among those crazed stu-
dents?”

AUSTINE sighed.

“Oh, they aren’t crazed,” she
said. OfrheWu AEN'L qeazesk” s
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pected off one at a time, doped them
with sodium amytal—you know it's
used sometimes as a truth serum—and
while they were half-conscious, ques-
tioned them until I found the one who
had seen it.

“It turned out to be Willy Rich-
mond. He'd seen the crime, but had
been too scared of Porter to tell, We
had already slipped Father’s body out
of the mausoleum and had had his vital
organs chemically analyzed and found
the nitrobenzine. But, of course, that
wasn't proot enough.”

“But once you had Richmond’s con-
fession, why didn’t you go to the po-
lice?”

“The testimony of a spy at a key-
hole,” she said, “might not have
sounded convincing to a jury. We
were taking no chances with Porter’s
paying for that hellish crime. Once
we had the proof, Dennis got him into
the cemetery and delivered an ultima-
turm, Porter, of course, didn’t know
that 1 had helped get the proef. Den-
nis told him that he weuld glve him
the chanee te kill himself—otherwise,
he weuld stand trial fer the erime.
By killing himselt he esuld save net
enly his ewn name, but his father
woeuld be spared the secandal. Perter
agreed te talke that way eut.”

“But what did he do?”

“I don't know,” she said. “When I
saw his face at that window tonight, 1
suspected some sort of trickery.
That's why 1 lured Sam Fleagle off,
drugged him and questioned him. I
thought maybe he, and even you and
Tom Carlin might have aided in some
hoax. But I got nething eut of him.
But Porter must have intended some
trick, or he weoulda't have written me
that note. Thinking I was still in
love with hifm, he eounted en fhe to
interrupt that eremadion—"

“Wait a minute!” 1 said. “It could
have been done—granted that his
father and Sam Fleagle were working
with him. While Tom and 1 were
taking you out, he could have erawled
out of the coffin and substituted that
body that was stolen frofh a pauper's
grave last night. 1 suppose he fiigured
that if you failed him, his father could
still cause some scene te get Us away.
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Then later, of course, Sam Fleagle
faked his voice to scare me—"

“But old Dr. Bruton,” she inter-
rupted, “can you believe that he
would have—"

Her voice broke off as a sound from
the outer room reached our ears. It
was the opening and clesing of a door,
and then muffled voices, one which I
recognized as Sam Fleagle’s.

“You tricked me into it, lied to me.
Now there's been murder, and by God,
you'll answer—" Fleagle was growl-
ing.

Worming myself forward, I butted
my head against the door. It must
not have been closed tightly, for it
swung open a few inches, and I stared
out to see Sam Fleagle, wild-haired
and with a dazed look from the drug
Faustine had administered still in his
eyes, holding old Dr. Bruton by the
collar as a terrier might hold a rat.

“But I didn't know, Sam,” Dr. Bru-
ton was gasping. “I didn’t kmow—"

“Sam!” I called. “Come here and
get these ropes off me!”

The crematorium superintendent
whirled, goggled a moment, then re-
leased old Bruton and started toward
me. But he hadn't taken three steps
when the door behind him swung
open. Framed in its dark rectangle
stood the grisly specter of Porter Bru-
ton. Behind him loomed the shadowy
forms and white-eyed faces of Mack-
lin's witch-men.

CHAPTER V
Burning [Dwom

AM had heard it, and he heeled

rfound agaln, as the fiend feol-
lewed by his fear-enslaved henchmen,
stepped inte the room. 1 saw him
clearly then, and knew that there
éould ne lenger be any deubt that he
was really Perter Bruton. 1 ceuld see
new that the burning and blackening
was et real, being a skillful eameu-
Haﬁe of eolored putty, greasepaint,
colledion, and phosphoreseent paint
te eause the glow. But there was ne
eomfort in that. The flend alive was
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more terrible and dangerous than his
ghost might have been.

With a curse, Sam Fleagle sprang
at him. But quick as a flash, the mur-
derer whirled, snatched from the
hands of one of the witch-men a fire
extinguisher, and leveled it at Sam’s
rushing fijgwe. At a pressure of the
plunger a white jet leaped out, caught
Sam Fleagle in mid-rush, and as the
murderous spray spurted against his
face and chest, he fell back with the
scream of a tortured animal, flkdlling
his thick arms, stumbling, erumpling
to the floor, a writhing, burning mass
of agony.

Deliberately then the killer stepped
nearer, aimed another blast at his
shrieking victim, and at the same time
I identified that acrid, brimstone simell
and knew what had happened to Mack-
lin, too. That fire extinguisher was
loaded with sulphuric acid!

The stark brutality of the act had
apparently stunned old Bruton, but
now he came out of his daze, made a
stumbling step toward his son.

“Porter, Porter,” he quavered, “are
you mad? Wihen I was forced into
helping you, it was only to save your
life. And even though I suspected
that your story that Grenfel’s death
was the accidental result of a struggle
was a lie, my father’s love could not
deny you.

“I helped you fake death with that
drug, and signed your death cer-
tificate. I guarded your body from ob-
servation, bribed this poor man you
have just killed to help me substitute
the stolen body for yours and later
fake your cry from the filaness. But
you swore that once your life was
saved, you'd leave and never come
back. 1Is this my reward—this orgy of
murder?”

Porter stared at him coldly, his
travesty of a face twisted in a sneer.

“This orgy of murder, as you call
it,” he said, “was as necessary as the
other. These people knew too much,
and I couldn’t leave tattling tongues
behind me. But I'm nearly through
now. I've got money and a car ready
to carry me to the border, and most
important of all, I've got locked in my
head the secret that Grenfel died for.
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In another land, under another hame,
that secret will make me the greatest
scientist in the world, I'm perfeetly
safe, because I'm officially dead: And
the only ones who knew my secret are
dead, too—or soon will be All but
Lilly who shall go with me.”

“My God! You won't take heg?"

Porter Brutom leered. “She's
drugged and safely hidden in a coffin
in a certain locked mausoleum, wait-
ing like the sleeping princess for me
to come and carry her away. And
don't think she won't go; she won’t be
able to help it. She'll stay with me,
too, if it means drugging her for the
rest of her life

For a moment the old man stood
aghast. Then a wild look came over
his quivering face.

“You beast!” he shrilled. “I'll
strangle you with my own hamds!
And he sprang.

Agile as a bullfighter, Porter Bru-
ton leaped aside, and as his father
lurched past him, brutally slugged
him with the fire extinguisher, coldly
watched him crumple, twitching, to
the flloor.
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I struggled, writhed, butted at him
with my head, but it was no use,
Flinging me over his shoulder, he car-
ried me out and dumped me to the
floor. There I lay, panting, staring up
into Porter Bruton's leering face.
Death was only moments away, I
knew, and a fight was not even possi-
ble. Wildly I began pleading with
him for Lilly.

It was futile. The deadly coldness
of his eyes told me that, and when a
sudden scraping sound on the cement
floor caused me to fling my head
around, I realized the doom that
awaited me. One of the black men
was dragging a coffin from the store-
room !

Blind panic gripped me then. As
the second Negro darted toward me I
began to squirm and heave and pitch
like a caterpillar in an ant bed. Now
the other Negt© joimed his mate, and
the two of them laid hands on me. But
my last buckling leap had thrown me
across the corpse of Sam Fleagle, and
my hands, behind my back, seized his
coat and clung.

The acid with which his clothes and
corroding tisswes were saturated
burned into my wrists and arms. But
I didn't mind; it was the thought of
that coffin, of where it was going that
drove my brain toward madness,

But Bruton grew impatient.

“Get him in there! We've got the
girl to deal with, too!” he growled,
and striding over, he slammed the
empty extinguisher against my head.

It didn’t knock me out. I don’t be-
lieve anything could have knocked me
out then. But it stunned me for the
moment necessary for them to 1ift me
and fling me into the coffin. When
they slammed the 1id tight and 1 felt
myself lifted, felt the éaffla% meving
beneath me and suddenly heard the
motors begin to sing theif weird tune
and heard the flames blast ifte the
oven chamber, 1 tasted hell.

Then I felt it—the first blast of that
terrific heat. Bruton had started the
fire before shoving me in, wanting te
hear me scream, 1 suppese. nd
scream 1 did. Yet even then, the
thought of Lilly, lying drugged at the
mercy of this fiend, was mere ageniz-
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ing than my own fate.

The carriage slammed against the
front of the oven; the awful heat,
blasting through the coffin walls, set
the blood in my head beiling. 1
shrieked, beat my head against the
coffin lid; and as I heaved up, the coils
of the rope, eaten through by the acid,
parted. My arms came free—caffie
free too late to help me, adding in-
stead a final fillip ot ironle horror to
what seemed my certain doom.

UT something had happened.
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again, and this time my hate-steeled
fingers sank to the bone in his throat.
He screamed, and the black men
sprang. I ducked, pressed harder,
knowing it was the end, knowing I
must kill before I was killed.

But before they reached me, four
rapid blasts of gunfire punctuated the
din, followed by high-pitched howls
of pain. I straightened, saw with in-
credulous eyes the witch-men grovel-
ing on the floor while Torma Carlin,
smoking gun in hand, was lunging to-
ward me.

“Torm, how did you happen—" I be-
gan.

“The lights,” he said.
mean to signall?"

“Lights?” I blinked. “I tried to cut
them off, but—"

“But you got the wrong switch,”
Tom said with a flash ot sudden under-
standing. “You idiot, I'm talking
about the lights that flood the grounds
and building. I saw them on and came
to see what was wrong.”

Things got a little shaky and con-
fused after that, but one thought was
still dominant in my mind. Tom told
me later how I stumbled up with a
mumbled, "Get Faustine to explain—"
and staggered out.

I'm glad no one saw me then, for 1
must have looked the part of a mad
ghoul, roving through the dark grave-
yard with an axe I had picked up
somewhere. But I found what I
sought—in the Grenfel vault—and
when 1 smashed the coffin-lock and
lifted her limp body out and held it
agalnst me to feel that faint heart-
beat, sanity seemed to return to me for
the first tife in heurs.

“Didn’t you

HE came out of it all right, though
we never learned exactly what he
had used to drug her—perhaps the
same drug he used on himself. Dr.
Bruton hinted of some Aftican drug
whieh Perter had mixed with other
chemicals. But Potter never told be-
eause he teok eyanide before he could
be breught te trlal—and this time he
really died.
Old Dr. Bruton was excused for his
part in the plot. He had not dreamed,
(Concluded on Page 113)
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APPLE OF DEATH

0N a farm near High Point, New Jersey,
a young man, Wiillliam Smith, was walk-
ing down a lane which ran beside an apple
orchard. A field-stone fence separated the
orchard from the lane.

On the opposite side was an open field
where a young colt was gallivanting beside
its mother. The young man smiled as he
watched the antics of the colt, but continued
walking along the lane.

Suddenly something landed in front of
him with a splashing thud. Smith stopped
short and looked down. A large, soft apple
had dropped and smashed not two feet be-
fore him. But then his eyes glanced at an
object just beyond the apple. In terror,
Smith backed away. There in his path,
where he would have stepped without look-
ing, was a copperhead Snake, one of the most
deadly reptiles in Amnerrica. Its bite means
death unless serum is obtained at once.

Smith grabbed a stick and killed the cop-
perhead. It was three feet long. Then he
began to realize what had happened. The
falling apple had warned him just in time.
He looked up to see what tree it had fallen
from, but to his surprise the nearest apple
tree was 30 feet away. The only way he
could account for it was that the apple must
have dropped on an inclined stone and
glanced off to the lane—one chance in a
million.

He appreciated his lucky break as he went
back to the farm house to tell of his ex-
perience,

The old farmer smiled stramgely.

“Son,” he said, “you are not the only per-
son who has escaped a copperhead by a fall-
ing apple. My own niece had the same
experience just two years age while play-
ing behind the barn., Her father, my
brother, hated snakes. His death was indi-
rectly caused by them. IR clearing out a
nest of copperheads in the erehard, he fell
on a boulder and hurt his spine. Untkl his
death it was almest a rhania with him te
wipe out all the eopperheads in this seetien
of Jersey., Maybe his great will still lives:
I have often theught $6.”

THE STRANGE RESCUER

A YOUNG college girl of New York

State, upon her return to Armerica hav-
ing been in the Atlwria sinking, told a
group of friends of her strange experience
when she plunged inte the water before be-
ing dragged into a life beat. She does not
wish her name made knewn to the publie=—
but this is her true stery:

“Wihen the lights went out after the ex-
plosion, I tried to find my way to the deck.
I stumbled and bruised my arms badly, but
finally I reached the railing and tried to slide
down a rope into a lowering life boat. But
my bruised arms were too weak and I
plunged into the sea.

"N gh I can swim, I was frantic in
the cold water—and I felt my strength wan-
ing as I tried to reach a life boat a short
distance away. In anguish I called for my
father to help me, forgetting that he was

{Confinueed on page 10$)
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How do you KNOW you can't WRITE?

Nomad Schoo! Primcipall Rinalis
N, Gives Real Service

sold an article to Beal
Amarica. Before enrolling 1 was skep-
tical of N.ILA tralning aa the beat
preparation for writing In flelda other
than newspaper reporting, but pow 1
am convinced that you make good on
your clalm that N.I.A. la the rmn
tlon needed by writari in all telda
N.L.A. renderi 4 real service by giv-
mt afeuah sineere dand  expert
eritieiam.

E L MENDENHALL
263 Linden Bt.,

“f have

Fond du Lac, Wis.

AVE you ever tried? Have you ever at-
tempted even the least bit of training, un-
der competent guidance?

Or have you been sitting back, as it is so
easy to do, waiting for the day to come some
time when you will awaken, all of a sudden, to
the discovery “I am a writen?

If the latter course is the one of your cheosing, you
§robalbly newsrr wil) write. Lawyers must be law clerks.

ngineers must be draftsmem. We all know that, in
our times, the egg does come before the chicken.

It is seldom that any one becomes a writer until he
(or she) has been writing for some time. That is why
so many authors and writers spring up out of the
newspaper business. The day-to-day necessity of
wrltln?—of gathering material about which to write
—develops their talent, their insight, their back-
ground and their confidence as nothing else could.

That is th the Newspaper Institute of Ajnerica
bases its writing instruction on jpmrnelism—continu-
ous writing—the training that has produced so many
successful authors.

Learn to write by writing

NEWSPAPE]R Institute training is based on the New
York Copy-Desk Method. It staris and keeps yeu
writing in yeur ewn Home, oA yeur own time, Week by
week you regeive aetual assignraents, just as if you were
righit at work on a great metropeolitan daily. Your writing
15 indieidiallly corrected and eonstruetively eriticized By
veteran editers. You will find that (instead ef valnly trying
to eopy some one else's writing trieks) you are rapidly de-
velopinig your ewn distinetive, self-Havered stiyle—under-
golng an experienee that has a tRHFil o it and whieh at
the same time develeps in you the pewer t6 make yauf fesk
ings artieulate.

Many people who should be writing become awe-struck
by fabulous stories about millionaire authors and give little
thought to the $25, $50 and $100 or more that can often
be earned for material that takes little time to write—
stories, articles on business, fads, travels, sports, recipes—
things that can easily be turned out in leisure hours, and
often on the Impulse 6f the moment.

Let us help you test your native abilities. Our interest-
ing Writing Aptitude Test will do it. It's free—entirely
without obligation. Send the coupon today. Newspaper
Institute of America, One Park Avenue, New York.

| Newspaper Imetiitute of Anreniim I
One Park Avenue, New York
l Send me, without cost or obligation, your Writing

ApfitudenT estiand  fupthes information abent writing

I foriRF@Bt-Tat and further information about wriUng

| %pr fit. l
>

I Miss }/

' (All correspond ') l. No sal will call on yow
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(Continued from page 104)
dead—but during my childhood when I had
bad dreams at night, I used to call for dad.
My mother had died when I was a baby.

“8o0 instinctively I called: ‘DADIY And
then I must have fainted for I remembered
no more until I came to in the life boat.
An elderly lady was holding me in her arms
and patting my shoulder to comfort me.

“$How did I manage to reach the boat?'
I said as I sat up. ‘I thought I was a
goner,’

“Ihe woman answered. ‘The man in back
of you carried you to the boat and we pulled
you up.'

“I turned around to thank the man, but
saw no man there at all—only several
women.

“¢‘I don't see any man, I said to the
woman who also turned and looked.

“ ‘That’s stramge,’ said she. ‘I noticed him
plainly by the large checked coat he wore,
and his white hair. I thought he had
climbed in. I even noticed a scar across his
brow.’

“I gasped! This description fit my dead
father perfectly — his distinguished white
hair—his favorite checked coat—and the
scar he had carried since the Wwnld War
until his death one year ago.

“Was it coincidence that the man who
saved me and disappeared—resembled my
father? I don’t know—but somehow I want
to believe that it WAS dad. The thought

gives me a strange happimess”

THE VULTURES OF RIO

"INHERE is something uncanny about vul-

tures, those monster buzzards that feast
upon dead bodies of man or beast. But a
vulture’s eyes are most fascinating and in-
teresting.: They seem human.

Wiillard Murray, who recently returned to
America from Rio de Janeiro, where vul-
tures are protected by the government, tells
a weird experience which seems to prove
that vultures are more than mere birds as
big as men.

One evening, Murray found a young vul-
ture lying in tne road near his home in Bra-
zil. The bird uttered a strange cry and
looked up at the American as though ask-
ing for help. Murray picked up the crea-
ture and noticed that a piece of barbed wire
was caught in the bird’'s wing and one sharp
edge was sunk into the leg. He carried the
bird to his cellar where he was able to prop-
erly remove the wire—and in a few days
the bird was well. Before releasing it, he
put a loose metal band around its leg.

Three years later, Murray was trying te
et some photographs of strange formations
in a swamp some miles beyond Rio de
[aneiro; but in getting out of the swamp he
ost his way—and suddenly he found him-
self in quicksand. He tried to reach a small
tree for support, but it was just inches away
from his arm.

Death faced him. His strength was wan-
ing as he struggied. Aithough he knew it
was useless to call out in a lonely swamp,

108



he cried for help. The slime was up to hia
waist a8 he continued to sink with each
movement.

He looked up. A huge vulture was cir-
cling overhead. He shuddered. These birds
can sense death, he knew. But even as he
thought it, a strange calm sensation came
over him. In a momentary vision he was
back in his cellar helping a wounded baby
vulture—and then the vulture took on the
form of a child.

His senses cleared as the bird swooped
down close to his head. Instinctively he
raised his arm—grabbed the vulture by the
leg as it hovered over him.

It all happened so auickly. The heavy

bird flapped its wings desperately. Murray
held on.

Up—up—eout of the quick-sand Murray
rose. The vulture seemed to have the
strength of a horse. He felt himself being
dragged to a nearby bog. His strength
gone, he let go and dropped to safety on
solid ground.

£Continwsst! on page I0R)
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(Confinusd! from page 107)

Recovering his breath, he looked up at a
nearby tree. The big vulture peered down
at him with strange beady eyes, On the
bird’s leg was a small metal band which
Murray could plainly see as the vulture
screamed, stood up slowly, and then with
macabre dignity floated off into the murky

s
alas this the same vulture Murray had
saved three years ago? He is not sure—but

'REIGN he wants to believe it WAS,
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Nervows, Ankles Swollen,

Backache, Kidneys Strammed?

R you're feeling out 0" sorts, Get Up Ni or
soffer from Dizziness, Nervousness, Backache, liég
Pailng, Swollea Ankies, Burniag Pasiages, Exceas
Acidity, or Loss of Energy and feel old before
your time, non-organic and non-syastemie Kidney
and Bladder troubles may be the trde éadae.
Wrong foods and drinks, worry, eolds or over-
work may create an excess of acld and place a
henv{ strain on your kidneys so that they funetion
oor! d’ and need help to properly parlfy your
lood and maintain hesith and energy.

Help Kidneys Doctor's Way
Many Doctors have discovered by scientific clini-

cal teats and in actual practice that in many eases
the best way to help the Kidneys cdiean oat excess
poisons and acids is with a scientifically prepared
prescriptiaa called Oyatex. Hundreds and bumn-
dreds of Doctors’ records Jrove this. All Cystex
active ingredients are listed on each package.

Money

Often the *

sented to marry him the following June.
Great plans were made for the wedding—
the step-mother favored the match.

But as the wedding day, which was also
Anna’s 21st birthday, approached, she be-
gan to have a change ot heart. Something
seemed to tell her that she was doing the
wrong thing. If only old John Olson were
alive. He could advise her, she knew.

The afternoon before the wedding, Anna
went to the sun-house at the far corner of
the garden to meditate. She could almost
feel the presence of the old gardener. She
felt a breeze pass her shoulder and as she
turned, she noticed a large yellow spider
spinning a web between two cedar posts.
She watched the insect intently. Then sud-
denly she gasped. Plainly woven in the web
were the letters “NO—XX.”

She didn't know what XX meant but in-
stinctively she felt that the word NO—was
a warning. She must not marry Max Baker.
She became so obsessed with the decision,
she ran to the house, packed a valise and
went to a neighbor, begging the friend to
hide her until she could contact her aunt up
North. She would leave her step-motiverrs
house for good.

Naturally there was great excitement at
the wedding when Amnna didn't show up.
And Max Baker, angered, turned on the step-
mother accusing her of double-crossing him.
In hot words, the plot came out. Max
Baker was a rotter. The step-mother had
agreed to force Amna to marrv Max who
would give the step-mother half of the in-
heritance Anna was to get from her father's
will on her 21st birthday. The step-mother
had never told Amna about the will which
the lawyer was holding for the girl to sur-
prise her.

Later when Amna told her atraxgi story
of the spider and the message “NQ—XX*;
the lawyer shook his head and said: “Wihy,
XX was the signature of old John Olson.
He always signed his name that way be-
cause he could not read or write—the only
words he knew were Yes and No.”

THE DOG OF DEATIH

T has been the pelicy of Horror-Scopes

not to give the addresses of people

whose true stories are melated in this de-
(Contfimoed on page 110)
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(Continoed from page 10R)
partment. And we have also reserved the
right to edit such stories to make them
clearer and more easily read.

But now and then we get letters from
skeptical readers, questioning the veracity of
certain stories, inferring that we do not have
the actual data on these strange cases. But
it is only natural for some people to find
it hard to believe that “trauth is stranger
than fictiom”™

So for the sake of these doubting readers,
we will publish, now and then, the full name
and address of the person who experienced
the story, and make no editorial changes
whatsoever.

The following story, which has been veri-
fied, was sent to us by Mrs. J. F. Past of
R. E. D. No. 3, Asheville, N. C. It is pre-
sented exactly as written in an unsolicited
letter from Mrs. Past. We have not changed
one word of it We want to thank Mrs.
Past for volunteering this story. Here it is:

I noticed with interest a small article in
Horror-Scopes about animals sensing disas-
ter and danger. 1 would like to give an ex-
perience which recently happened in my
family, if I may.

I bad a nephew of whom I was extremely
fond. He had always lived with us, and so
naturally we were very foolish about him.
Some years back, I came into possession of
a fine Spitz pappy which I raised, and we
all played with him from the time he was
small. All except my nephew. For the dog
always seemed to avoid him for some rea-
son. No matter how he tried to make
friends, the dog was never friendly. It
would avoid my nephew at all times.

We never allowed the dog in the bouse
at all, having kept him outside all his life.
He was rather hard to coax inside. One
night I visited my mother who lived very
near my home. We stayed until about 10:30
and when we started to leave we found the
dog cowering just outside the door. He ran
by us into the house and back under the
piano and hid. His eyes looked fearful and
his tail was tucked down. He was very
scared and upset. We tried to coax him
out, but he would not move. We all thought
it was very strange—so mother decided to

Best Mystery Thrillers in
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bim in the bouse that night. I went
home and to bed.

At io'clock, a message came that my

had been hurt and was calling for

at the hospital. I rushed there at once

and found that he had just died. He had

been murdered that evening—the murder

having occurred at 10:30, the exact time that
the dog ran cowering into the house.

| eve———————————— R

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS I

To Chakra:
What is the so-called "candle conversa-
1
psychics a aboat?
WILSON GREEVES

Dear Mr. Greeves: Candle conversation is
sn age old means of getting ghosts to five
messages to the living by means of candles.
A group of people assemble in a haunted
boase or tomb where ghoats have beam re-
Pafted_ Tweaty-2ix candles are lighted on a
arge tabie or board, and beneath each candle
ia & lettor of the al?habet. Then the ghosts
are asked to pat out one candle at & time to
apall oAt wokrds. As 8pon 48 one candle is put
out, it is lighted again 86 the letter can be
ased over again, but words are recorded as
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KIDNEY TROUBLE :

Stop Getting Up Nights

To harmlessly flush poisons and acid from kid-
neys and relieve Irritation of bladder so that you
can stop “getting I“p nights” get a 36 cent
age of Gold Medal Haarlem Ofl Capsules an take
as directed. Other symptoms of kidney and blad-
der weaknesses may be scant, burning or smart-
ting passa%e — backache — leﬁzcra.mps — puffy
eyes. Get the original GOLD DAL. Don't ac-
cept a substitute.
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Wk STERLINE. 820 Ohiod i !
THE TRU

Stomach Ulcers

Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity

!-'Rl.'r Bookist on simple homa treatment. Many
sated frosn expensive

ORR. eam
about this mnlng ineXpensive home treatment. Pain relle\ved from
the start. No rigld or liquid diet. Thia nlulbls bookiet rent FREE
with Informstion ss to guaranteed trial TWinN GIT‘Y VON

CO., Dept 209, Baint Paul. Mimnessta.—Ad v
delay=-send us ¥our peem fof

MNITED Immodisie  conuidoration.

RICHARD BROS3., 74 Woods Building, Chicage, Ill

DICE. CARDS.

Eeclaltlu for Magicians uese. Inks,
Shiners. Check-Cop, Daubs, Catalog
ten cents, stamps or coin.

HILL BRO®S., Box T, Billide, Colo.

TREATMENT malled on
Free Trial. If satisfied
send $1; if not, it's Freo.
Wrrite me for your treat-

THE TRUTH ABOUT

ORIGINAL SONG POEMS

any subject. YOU CAN write
the werds for a wnx Bon't

(Continued fram
been seen burning at m
castle.
To Chakra: d he E
Did any mystic predict the European war?
DICK TOOHILL

Dear Mr. Toohill: Am astrologer from Cali-
fornia last April predicted the Europeam war
woulld break out about August 31, 1939.

To Chakra:

I understand that the Pyramids in Egypt
have foretold great dates of history in ac-
cordance with measurements of certain
stairways. Wihat is the date of the next

great event?
DORIS GOOD
Dear Miss Good: At the time of this writ-
ing, the next epic date is November 27, 1939.
P ramild predictions of the past have been
95% correct.

To Chakra:

In most cases where ghosts have been
seen by persons, what has been their ap-
parel—or how were they dressed? Was it

the burial costume?
MILE DONOVAN

Dear Mr. Donovan: Not slwamys-—usually
dressed as they appeared in life, mpeciall
in some costume they liked best Altioug
some ghosts, r(rontecﬂ seen by two different
persoms, were essed differently—but in a
costumme more familiar to the persom seeing the
ghost. Evidently they dress for the occasion.

idnight In Hitler's

To Chakra:
Wiy are seances held in the dark? Isn't
it because mediums are afraid of being re-

vealed as frauds?
MARY DALE

Dear Miss Dale: Not always. It is because
light disperses ectoplasm. True mediums will
consent to infra-red photographs of semnce
activity where picturez cam be takem in the
dark. If your medium will not comsemt—then
dismiss him as a fraud.

CHAKRA.

SUGCESS AND HAPPINESS ARE YOURS!

VARUNA ¢ ¢ Asiro-Analyst

Forecast Your Future — Dealing with Love, Marw and
Business, mailed with Your FREE Horeiweops:. Serd Birth
Date, Month and Year, with enly §3.00 +o P. 6. iGi 585a,
SeatHe, Washington.

FOR THIS YOUR BERSONAL GVIBE
MAXE AN EFFORY T8

WIN CONTEST MONEY

Joim CONTEST CLUB PLAN. Every woek you get ONK ﬂmsﬂfﬂ
ENTRY in a big Conteat. You gat auf puzsle %lull%s Yaui
test statements, letters, slogans afe AXDeFtly compengd.
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Actiom-Packed Crime Stories In

POPULAR DETECTIVE
t0c AT ALL STANDS

112

Read Our Companion
Magazines of Science
Fiction Thrills

THRILLING WONDER
STORIES

' STARTLING STORIES

EACH 15¢C AT ALL STANDS
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WAKE NOT THE DEAD 113
(Comiluitet! from Page 103)

when he aided in the deception, that
his son had planned more than an
escape to save his life., And his at-
tack on the fiend at the last had re-
deemed him.

Dead Sam Fleagle had been likewise
a blind tool of the killer, having fallen
for a tale that Porter was trying to
escape murder at the hands of Mack-
lin, and had allowed himself to be
bribed into stealing the pauper’s
corpse and helping with the substitu-
tion.

Oakvale is a quiet suburb again,
though to say it has completely recov-
ered from the horror might not be
strictly true. Business isn't so good
at the crematorium, though Lilly and
I, staid married people now, assure
ourselves that things will soon pick
up.

That, however, isn't what bothers
me. Wihat bothers me is myself. I
let morbid thoughts prey on my mind
too much. You see we never did kmow
just what it was that Professor Gren-
fel had discovered. The chances are
he was simply crazed from overwork
when he made that statement about
the dead not really being dead at all
until they're killed in graves and
ovens and with embalmers’ knives.

And Porter Bruton may have de-
luded himself into believing it, and
that he knew the secret, too. But
that's not the point. The point is that
if you can't quit thinking about it,
you'd better get out of the business
I'm in. So it's pretty likely that I'll
sell out my interest to Tom Carlin,
and try my hand at something else.

WIEIRD THRILLS ON
EVERY PAGE

IN
+dA@RSULBM

EVERY ISSUE
]

”&)m brands if
EW —GUARANTEED

!!!!/- Amu

ORIGINAL POEMS, SONGS
for Publication and Radie
and for submission to mo-
tion picture, record and tram-

WANTED: e

Weaimeore Musie Corporation, Dept. 44F, Portland, OFe
=

Makes Moppiag and Wall Clegning Essy
At last, s diacovery that dupplaats
the old-fashioned type of cloth, fiber
and rubber gponge with the smesing
oew, practical du Punt Gollulsiﬁ
Bpoage that holds 20 times ita welght
in water. Bo soft when wet, It éfg«
oot scratch or mar delieate saFfaces.
Can be sterilised by beiling. Thé
new Superiux Cleaner with its uniqué
mechanical wringlng feature, ke i
housswives’ hands away frem 4|
nm It 1s light 1o weight eﬁd

to opsrate, Bemevable B8i li
upcrmt for window end éa
" B:euis\mes [-]

6i6  minute

stration. Maske big money
them. Write today for fult p-rtlculu'i
and learn how you can get your mod
fres for demonstrating purposes by

™)
RRITATIONS and DISTRISS
Writs for fm folder ¢
palibitive bomd tinkthd
BoxciBos, Da
]

iF 1 Send
THIS FINE SUIT

Wil You Wear 1t and Show It to Friends?
I need a rellable man in your town to wear a fine,
-to-measure, ait-wool "DEMONSTRATING SUlT—
!l'll.. my hmOu‘; l‘n ;noo| nd_tame wdﬂ'l
htm over, xso ﬁ'gll .? woolens, nll %%A‘ uluu.



BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY
COMPANY OFFERS THE NEW

GROUP LIFE POLICY
THAT INSURES THE
ENTIRE FAMILY

Al )\

TOTAL
COST ONLY

A MONTH

The Muwiiay Famlly, 37is Leamigtow Ave., Cliczgm, IJ.

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

$1,000.00

maximum for natural
or ordinary death .

$2,000.00

maximum for accidental
death by auto . . .

$3,000.00

maximum for accidental
death by travel . . .

ALL FOR
$1.00 A MONTH

Legal Reserve Insurance ... No Medical
Examlination

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

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

Anyone — Age 1-78 — May Apply
The huge reserve of this strong, rellable company are all

invested in United States Government Bonds, which are locked
in the vaults of the State of 1llinols.

Free Inspection for 10 Days! Send No Money!

We want you to see the policy . . . then decide for yourself. 8o
fill out coupon now for 10-day Free Inspection offer and guar-
antee. No obligation . ... no agent will call . ... no medjcal
examination. ACT NQOW!

BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY CO.
Bankers Insurance Bldg., Jefferson Sta., Desk 81
Chiosgo, Tllinois.

Please send detalls and tell me how to get the Family
Group Policy for free inaspection



HE Mailed This Coupon

G. O'BRIEN

AHgs Champion
Cup Winner
This is an ordinary
snapshot of one of
Charles Atlas" Cali-

formia pupils.

i I

o

Croe. S

Y Eur

T e@"»« R

This lsthe coupon O'Brien kent to

' KX FIREF. Book.
clip It NOW 1

Yours lnlbéluw—l !TA'FE w '

and Here'’s the Handsome
Prize-Winning Body

| Gave

G. O'BRIEN saw my coupon. He clipped and mailed it.
He got my free book and followed my imstructions. Hie

Hion?

became a New Man—amd also wom one of my Atlas-
Champion, Sterling Silver Cups for his physical im-
provement. NOW read what he says:
“ILowk at me NOW! Dynamic Tension
WORKS! I'm proud of the natural, easy
wav vou have made me an ‘Atlas Cham-

3§ 0o

'—J. G. OOBrien.

piom

Let Me Prove | Can Make
You a New Man

Would you like to have a
handsome build — greater
physical development — a
strong, muscular body”
Then listen to this:

I. myself was once it skinny
weakling of 97 Ibs. 1 didn"t know
what real health or streni-th
were. 1 was afraid to fijsht.
ashamed to be seen in a swim-
ming suit.

Them [ discowmied

Accept My

Do yem want a better build °
Are youw dissatisfied with your
p resemtt physical developmemt =
All 1 ask is a 7-1)AY TRIAL.
Just one week! In evrm that
short time you will notice your
chest hardening and filling out
with solid musele «or the 7-Day

the

seen t

that rhamred me inte “The
World's Most Perfectly
Developed Man." the title
1 won twice and have
held ever since, auminst
ull comers. My secret is
Bynamie Tensiom.

ful. ripplims muscles you'd like to see in

your owm mirror, but also for those whose

systems are sluiirish from lack of proper mm CUP aGIV-

exercise to help them lone up their entire eﬁp 14 rn._ 'fh;f

bady. inside anill ouf. Roes to pupil whe
makes M -
miovement in next
meontha.

7-Day Trial Offer

Trial costs you nothing. Surely this
is proof that by continuing with
my “Dymamic Tension™ method I will
make you a New Mam fgiwa: you
bodily power and drive, and put yeu
in magnificent physical conditien
which wins you the envy

and respeet of everyone.

FREE BOOK
On Dynamic Tension

Let me show you the results produced for other

men |
18ktiing Health and Sttremgeth.”

I'll send you FREE riy famous book. “Kver-

It shows actual

photos. Write your name and address carefully on

coupon. Mail to me personally today.

I'll rush your

free copy to you AT ONCE!" Charles Atlas. Dept. 771,
if4 East 28rd Street, New York. N. Y

It is a nisttursd method.
Its purpese is not only to gnve you the pewer-

Anuntouched photoof
ha twice

l CHARILES ATLAS
Dept. 771, 11S East 23rd Street.
New York, N. Y.
1 want the proof that your system of Dynamie
ension will help make me a New Man—give me

a healthy, husky body :ml blx muscle develop-
ment. Send me youl “Everlasting

: Hsﬁkg W&F{G#gm am# fuii ds{éﬂg absut J0UF

I.'rilmme

(Pllea e prieg ur wru- plnlnly)
IMdress B i iiieaees

'c Cllyy .



"Uncle Sam Helped

make tobacco better than ever! |&

...and Luckies have bought the “cream’ of the

better-than-ever crops!™

says Billie L. Branch,

a tobaeeo auctioneer for 21 vears.

Suppose you talked with this
independent expert about
Luckies:

You: "In recent vears, you say.,
tobacco crops have been hetter
than ever?”
Mr.Branch:"Yes.eventhough
crops vary with weather condi-
tions, new U.S.Government
methods have worked wonders
for farmers.”

You: Do Luckies buy this bet-
ter kind of tobacco?”

Mr. B: "Yes. and they always
have bought the choicer grades.
That’s why I've smoked Lucky

Strikes for the last 15 years.”

You: “What do the other
independent experts like you
smoke?”

Mr. B: "Among the tobacco
men [ know, Luckies are by far
the favorite!™
Try Luckies for a week. You'll
find that the “Toasting” process
makes them easy on your throat
because it takes out certain
harsh throat irritants that are
found in all tobacco.
You’'ll also find out why—wrrH1
MEN WHO RNOW TOBACCO
BEST—IT'S LUCKIES 2 TO 1!

/!Have you\f

tried a

LUCKY

laieiy ?




