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Y e s — o n l y 10c a d a y o n my S A V I N G S 
B O O K P L A N wi l l b o y y o u r c h o i c e o f 
these n a t i o n a l l y k n o w n w a t c h e s . I f * 
s i m p l e — h e r e ' s h o w y o u g o a b o u t i t . . . 

WHAT YOU D O : 
S e n d c o u p o n b e l o w w i th a d o l l a r 
b i l l a n d a b r ie f note te l l i ng me w h o 
y o u o r e , y o u r o c c u p a t i o n , a n d a f e w 
other facts a b o u t y ou r s e l f . I n d i c a t e 
the w a t c h y o u w a n t o n c o u p o n , g i v -
i n g n u m b e r a n d p r i c e . 

WHAT I'LL D O : 
I ' l l o p e n a n a c coun t f o r y o u o n m y 
S A V I N G S B O O K P L A N , s e n d the 
w a t c h y o u w a n t fo r a p p r o v a l a n d 

10-DAY TRIAL 
If sat i s f ied, y o u p a y 10 month l y p a y -
ments . If y o u a r e not sat i s f ied af ter 
w e a r i n g the w a t c h fo r ten d a y s , s e n d 
it b a c k a n d I ' l l re turn y o u r d o l l a r 
o n o u r 

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 
A S a v i n g s B o o k w i l l b e sent to y o u 
to h e l p y o u s a v e y o u r d i m e e a c h 
d a y . Y O U P A Y M O N T H L Y b y m o n e y 
o r d e r o r c heck . Try this e a s y , c o n -
ven i en t m e t h o d that h a s h e l p e d thou -
s a n d s to o w n fine w a t c h e s w i thout 
b u r d e n o n the p o c k e t b o o k or s a v i n g s . 

FREE TO ADULTS 
A p o s t c a r d b r i n g s m y 

c o m p l e t e 4 8 - p a g e 

c a t a l o g u e a n d full 

d e t a i l s o n m y 

S A V I N G S B O O K 

P L A N . N o 
o b l i g a t i o n . 

J I M F E E N E Y 
I W . Swee t — Dept . m » 1670 B r o a d w a y 
N e w Yo rk , N . Y . 

E n c l o s e d find $1 d e p o s i t . S e n d me W a t c h N o . 

Pr ice $ I a g r e e to w e a r 
the wa tch for 10 d a y s . If not sat i s f ied, I ' l l return 
it a n d y o u wi l l r e fund my d o l l a r . If I k e e p it. I ' l l 
p a y b a l a n c e in 10 e q u a l month l y p a y m e n t s . 

N A M E 

P 1 « 5 - L a d i e s ' 
' t i n y K E N T . 7 j ewe l s . 

G u a r a n t e e d . $15.95 
r i M - M a n ' s K E N T . G u a r a n -
t eed . 10K y e l l o w r o l l e d a o l d 
p l a t e c a s e ; 7 j ewe l s . $15.95 
$ 1 d e p o s i t $1.54 a m o n t h ; 

A D D R E S S 

C I T Y - S T A T E -



it THE BOSS 

DIDN'T EVEN 

KNOW 

MY NAME 9t 

" H E SAID he remembered seeing me around, 
but he didn't even know ray name until the 
I. C. S. wrote him that William Harris had 
enrolled for a course of home study and was 
doing fine work. 

"'Who's William Harris?' he asked. 
Then he looked me up. Told me he was glad 
to see I was ambitious. Said he'd keep his 
eye on me. 

"He did too. Gave me my chance when 
Frank Jordan was sent out on the road. I 
was promoted over older men who had been 
with the firm for years. 

"My spare-time studying helped me to 
get that job and to keep it after I got it. It 

certainly was a lucky day for me when I 
signed that I. C. S. coupon." 

• • • 

One reason employers recognize the value 
of I. C. S. training is that many of them are 
former I. C. S. students. They recognize 
that "today's I. C. S. students are tomor-
row's leaders." 

In the 50 years since these Schools were 
founded, more than $5,000,000 has been 
spent in preparing and revising texts. A per-
sonal, individual method of instruction has 
been developed. Isn't it better to get the 
facts now — than to wait five years and 
wish you had? 

I N T E R N A T I O N A L C O R R E S P O N D E N C E S C H O O L S 

J A i r B n l r a 
] Air Cboditiooios 
) Alrclso* Draft ioc 
J A n u l a d 

BOX 3fit-T, SCRANTON, PfNNA. 
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, "Who Wins 
and Why," and full particulars about the course before which I have marked X: 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL C 0 U R 8 E 3 
Contracting and Buildin* Q Marino Knxinee 

O Mechanical Drafting 
G Mechanical Engineering 
G Mine Foreman 
O Navigation 

Patternmaklng • Plumbing 
Practical Telephony 
Public Work* Engineering 
Pulp and Paper Making 
Radio. Geoeral 
Radio Operating 
Radio Servicing 
R. R. Section F< 

litectural Draft ing 
t j Architecture 
• Auto Engine Tune-up 
• Auto Technician 
Q Aviation • Aviation Mechanio 
• Boilermakinc 
• Bridge Engineering 
• Chemistry 
• Civil Engineering 
QCoa l Mining 
Q Concrete, Engineering 

3 Accounting • Advertising 
] Bookkeeping 
J Business Correspondence 
3 Buisness Mana«ement 

• Civil Service 

Cotton Manufacturing 
Diesel Engine* 
Electrical Drafting 
Electrical Engineering 
Electric Lighting 
Foundryman • Heating 

8 Beat Treatment of Metals 
Highway Engineering 

8 House Planning 
Industrial Metallurgy 

§Locomotive Engineer 

M a c h i n i s t _ _ 
Management of Inventions • R. R. Signalman • Refrigeration • Woolen Manufacturing 

B U S I N E 8 8 COURSES 
• College Preparatory O First Year College 
• Commercial • Foremanship • French 
• Commercial Illustrating • Oood English 
• Coet Accounting • High School 
• C. P. Aocounting • Managing Men at Work 

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES 

• Sanitary Engineering 
• Sheet Metal Work 
Q Ship Draft ing 

BShipfitting • Shop Practioe 
Steam Electric • Steam EncinM 

O Steam Fitting 
G Structural Drafting 
G Structural Engineering 
G Surveying and Mapping 
G Telegraph Engineering 
D Telephone Work 
G Textile Designing 
G Tool making • Welding 

• Railway Postal Clerk 
G Salesmanship 

B Secretarial • Spanish 

Show card and Sicn Lettering 
G Traffic Management 

• Advanced Dressmaking 
• Foods and Cooksry 8 Home Dressmaking 

Professional Dressmaking and Designing 
o Tea Room and Cafeteria 

Management^ Catering 

.Address.. 
CHUr State Prmemi Position .. .. 

Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited. Montreal, 
British residents send coupon to I. O. B., 71 Kingstoay, London, TV. C. 2, England 



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

V o l . XVIII, N o . 1 January, 1942 Price 10c 

A Complete Colonel Crum Novelet 

rftk^ DEATH WALKS SOFTLV 
^ ^ ^ _ By J O H n H. KnOK 

Jungle Magic that Aids a Desperate Killer 
Sends Colonel Fabian Crum, Scientist 
Sleuth, on the Trail of a Crime Swathed in 
the Sable Robes of Mystery on the Mexican 
Border! . . . . . . . . . . - 26 

Other Full-Length Novelets 
POWER OF THE PUPPETS Fritz Leiber, Jr. 48 

Detective George Clayton Probes the Strange Mystery of the Manikins when 
Fate Pulls the Strings! 

THE DOUBLE FOR HATE Norman A. Daniel* 78 
A Down-and-Outor Becomes a Stand-in for a Millionaire when a Startling 
Drama of Death is Enacted 

Thrilling Short Stories 
CLUE IN BLUE Fredric Brown 15 

Fifty Grand Ransom is Demanded for Fatso Wade's Girl 

DR. NORST VISITS DEATH William A. Rossi 63 
A Scientist Finds the After-Life No Change from His Normal Existence 

THREE LEFT HANDS Sam Merwin, Jr. 72 
With Plenty of Motive, it's a Puttie to Sort a Framed Mem from a Killer 

THE VIOLIN OF CARITO Ray Cummings 96 
A Haunting Melody of Death Stabs Its Accusation at a Murderer 

A N D 
MYSTERY-SCOPES Chakra 10 

Special FREE Mystery-Scope Reading Offer! Coupon on Page 112 

T H T U X l L J N Q H T H T X B Y . puh l l shed b i - m o n t h l y by B e t t e r P u b l i c a t i o n * . I n c . . i t 11 E u t 89th S t . . New York . N . Y. S u b -
s c r i p t i o n year ly , $ . 8 0 ; dingle oopies, t 10. F o r e i i n a n d C a n a d i a n pos tage e x t r a . E n t e r e d as s e c o n d - c l a s s m u t e r J u l y 13. 
19S8. a t t h e P o s t Office a t N e w Y o r k . N . Y . . u n d e r t h e Act of M a r c h 3 . 18T9. Copyr igh t . 1941, by B w t e r P u b l i c a t i o n , 
I n c . M a n u s c r i p t * wil l no t be r e t u r n e d u n l e s s a c c o m p a n i e d by s e l f - add re s . i ed . s t a m p e d envelopes, a n d a re s u b m i t t e d a t t h e 
a u t h o r ' s r i sk . N a m e s or a l l obarac terB used in s to r i e s a n d Beml-f lct loo a r t i c l e s a r e fictitious. If a n a m e of a n y l l r l ng per -
son or ex i s t i ng I n s t i t u t i o n I s u s e d It is a co inc idence . 

F E I N T E D I N E11E U . 8 . A . 



VZZZJHEN A TIP GOT BILL A 00OD JOB! 
Atr M / s t ODAfV earns 7X*ov**t tu/rr 

! W W / » » ioojcc so nocture 

rr /SMY MOPtim. 
WMY oavr rov rer 
VAOFO. 7BM 6*£MTT 
r s ZM3/V0- WSLL 

9/U. JUST MAUL/MO- THAT 
eO**OM C4HT MS A QVMX 

srturr rv soccs.rr 
JNRA&O AOUt 

TH/C ove 
7 T o t t / C r H T 

JlAD'O I STtU.' 
A YOON6-

ROMT KMT A* WTMUNSD 
MAMHATMY A OUAMCF. /*T 
SOW* 70 7XAM FOA 
KAFITOTOOR/TS 
FBOATT T/£U> OF 
0P*O»TC/A//77£S, 

•po* 60OD r>»r 

I TrainedThese M e n 
Chief Operator 

Broadcasting Station 
Before I completed your le 

I o b t a i n e d my R a d i o Broad 
Opera tor* l icense and i m m e d i a t e l y ] 
Joined S t a t i o n W M P C where I a m ( 
now Chief Operator . 
H O L L I S F H A V E S . 327 MsdlJOO 
Bt . Lapee r , M i c h i g a n . 

I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
in your spare time for a x 

GOOD JOB IN RADIO 

Service Manager 
for Four Stores 

I « u working In • garage when 
J enrol led wi th N 1 I. I am now 
R a d i o Service Manager for the 
M F u r n i t u r e Co. for t h e i r four 
•tore*. 
J A M E S B. R Y A N 119 P e b b l e 
Cour t . F a i l R iver , Mass . 

$10 a Week Eitro 
In Spare Time 

I am doing apa r t t i m e R a d i o 
work, and I am averaging a round 
(500 a year. Thoee ext ra doll a n 
m e a n so much —the d i f ference be-
tween j u s t bare ly ge t t i ng by and 
l iv ing comfor tably . 
J O H N W A S H K O . 97 New C r a n -
berry . Hsx le ton . P e n n a . 

bi 0. S. Signal Corps 
I am In t h e U. S. Army. S i g n a l 

Corps , as Chief R a d i o Clerk . My 
d u t i e s a l so include m a i n t e n a n c e of 
the t r a n s m i t t e r and receiver! when 
t h e Chief R a d i o Opera tor 1» absent . 
R W A N D E R S O N . R a d i o S ta t ion 
W T I . Vancouver Ra r r acks . W a s h -
ington. 

IT Pre I s a q u i c k way t o m o r a pay . R a d i o 
offers t h e c h a n c e to m a k e 15, $10 a weak 
e x t r a In spare t i m e a few mon ths f r o m now. 
T h e r e Is an Increas ing demand for f u l l t ime 
R a d i o T e c h n i c i a n s and R a d i o Opera tors , loo. 
Many m a k e $30. J10. (50 a week. On top of 
record bus iness , t h e R a d i o Indus t ry is g e t -
t i ng mi l l ions and mi l l i ons of do l la r s in 
Defense Orders . C l i p the ooupon below a n d 
m a l l It. F i n d out how I t r a i n you for these 
oppo r tun i t i e s . 

Why Many Radio Technicians I Train 
Make $30, $40. $50 a Week 

Over >00 b roadcas t ing s t a t ions In t h e U. S. 
employ t housands of R a d i o Techn ic ians w i t h 
average pay among t h e count ry ' s best p a i d 
i n d u s t r i e s . R e p a i r i n g , servic ing, se l l ing borne 
a n d a u t o R a d i o receivers ( the re are over 
( • . 0 0 0 , 1 0 0 In use) r ives good jobs to thou-
s a n d s M a n y o the r R a d i o T e c h n i c i a n s t a k e 
advantage of t h e oppor tun i t i e s to have the i r 
own service or r e t a i l R a d i o businesses . T h i n k 
of the many good pay Jobs in connection w i t h 
Av ia t i on . Commerc i a l . Po l ice R a d i o and 
P u b l i c Address Systems. N. R I . gives 
you t h e r equ i r ed knowledge of R a d i o fo r 
those jobs. N. R I . t r a i n s you t o be r eady 
when Televis ion opens new Jobs. Yes . R a d i o 
T e c h n i c i a n s m a k e good money because they 
use t h e i r h e a d s a s well aa t h e i r b a n d s They 
m u s t be t r a i n e d . M a n y a r e ge t t i ng specia l 
r a t i n g ! in t h e Army a n d N a v y ; e x t r a r i s k 
a n d pay . 

I . E. S M I T H . 
N a t i e e a l Rad io 

l a s t H u t s 
Es tab l i shed 25 Y e a r * 

B e i l o n s r s Q u l e k l -
Learn t s E a r s ( 5 , 
l l ( a Weak Ex t r a 

l l S t a r t T i m e 
N e a r l y every n e i g h -
borhood offeia oppor-
t u n i t i e s for s rood 
p a r t - t i m e R a d i o 
Techn ic i an to m a k e 
e x t r a money fixing 
R a d i o sets. I give 
you specia l t r a i n i n g 
t o i bow you how to 
s t a r t c a sh ing in on 
these o p p o r t u n i t i e s 
early. You get R a d i o 
par t s and i n s t r u c t i o n s f o r b u i l d i n g tes t 
e q u i p m e n t , fo r conduc t ing e x p e r i m e n t s t h a t 
give you va luab le p r a c t i c a l exper ience . You 
also get a modem Profess ional R a d i o Servic-
i n g I n s t r u m e n t . My f l f t y f l f l y me tbed -hal f 
work ing w i t h R a d i o pa r t s , hal f s tudy ing my 
lesson t ex t s—makes l e a r n i n g R a d i o a t home 
In te res t ing , f a s c i n a t i n g , p r a c t i c a l . 

F ind Out How I T r a i n Yoo 
f a r Good P a y l a R a d l a 

M a l l t h e ooupon below. I ' l l send m y 64 -page 
book F R E E . I t te l l s s b o u t m y C o u r s e : t h e 
types of Jobs In t h e d i f f e r en t b ranches of 
R a d i o : shows l e t t e r s f rom more t h a n 100 of 
t h e m e n I t r a i n e d so you c a n see wha t tbey 
a r e do ing , e a r n i n g . M A I L T H E C O U P O N 
In a n envelope or pa s t e on a peony postal . 

I . E . S M I T H . P r a a i d a n t , D e s t . 2AO». 
N a t l s n a l R a d l a I n s t i t u t e . W a s h l o t t o a . D . C . 

Extra Pay In 
Army, Navy, 

Too 
Every m a n likely t o go i n t o m i l i t a r y 

service, every soldier , sa i lor , m a r i n e , 
should mai l the Coupon N o w : L e a r n -
ing R a d i o helps men get ex t r a r ank , 
e x t r a pres t ige , more In t e re s t ing d u t y 
a t pay u p to 6 t imes a p r iva t e s base 
pay. Also p r epa re s fo r f o o d R a d i o Jobs 
a f t e r service sods I T S S M A R T T O 
T R A I N F O R R A D I O N O W . 

L E . S M I T H . P m l d s n t D a * . J A O t 
1 at local R a d l a i M t i t s t s , W a s k l i l t o a . D. 0 . 

Ma l l m e F R E E , w i t h o u t ob l iga t ion , your 51-page book " R i c h 
" ( N o sa l e sman wi l l calL W r i t s p l a i n l y . ) R e w a r d s in R a d i o . " 

A g * 

N a m a 

A d d r e s s 

City . S t a t e 



THIS MAN WWTT B U M m 
COUID IEARN (WBK BY « w i 

Do Ybu Smile at the Idea 
of Learning Music by Mail? 

Here Are Some Facts That May Surprise Youf 
YOU HAVE undoub ted ly hea rd of the U. S. School 

method of t each ing music by mail . T h i s remurk 
able sys tem of ins t ruc t ion h a s been in operat ion for 
over f o r t y years and more t han 700,(XK) people In 
all p a r t s of the wor ld have enrol led for it. Men, 
women and chi ldren of all ages and f rom all wa lks of 
l i fe have taken o p t he i r f avor i t e musica l i n s t r u m e n t s 
th i s convenient , money- sav ing way. They have 
s tudied the piano, violin, g u i t a r , accordion and , in 
shor t , every k ind of p o p u l a r In s t rumen t . 

No Special Talent Required 
Many of these pup i l s d id not know one musica l note 
f rom ano the r when they enrol led. Many h a d previ-
ously t r ied o ther m e t h o d s of in s t ruc t ion wi thout 
success. And not a few were f r a n k l y skept ical . They 
doubted whe the r it was poss ible to learn music by 
mail, j u s t a s you may doub t It. 

To some of these " D o u b t i n g T h o m a s e s " it came as 
t h e su rp r i s e of t he i r lives when t h e y ac tua l ly hea rd 
themselves p lay ing . S imple p o p u l a r melodies a t first, 
then more and more advanced pieces, all the way to 
Grand Opera . 

One a f t e r ano ther , pup i l s t e s t i f y to tho amaz ing 
ease with which they learned, and the fasc ina t ion and 
pleasure they found In t h e lessons. They say It was 

easy as A. B. C."—"so s imple t h a t a child couM 
u n d e r s t a n d " — t h a t "wi th all the wonde r fu l photo-
g r a p h s and d i a g r a m s to gu ide you, you s imply canno t 
go wrong"—tha t " I t ' s rea l ly f u n t o l ea rn mus ic t h i s 
easy, f a sc ina t ing way.** 

Will You Accept This Challenge? 
T h e experience of t h o u s a n d s upon t h o u s a n d s of peo-
ple should be proof pos i t ive t h a t you, too, can learn 
to play you r favor i te i n s t r u m e n t by t h e f a m o u s p r i n t -
and-p lc tn re method of t he O. S. School of Music. I s 
it not a pi ty, then, to denv yourself all t he e n j o y m e n t , 
t h e good t imes and popu la r i t y t h a t music o f fe rs? Do 

Sou not owe it to yourse l f , a t least, to examine all 
ie facta, and t o decide, once and fo r all, w h e t h e r you 

can afford to pa s s by t h i s o p p o r t u n i t y to enrich you r 
l i fe with music T 

If you really want to play a musical Ins t rument—If 
yoo a re wil l ing to devote j u s t a few minu tes a day 
to learning, not t h r o u g h tedious, o ld - fash ioned prac-
tice, but by actual ly p l ay ing real tunes—then you 
should mall the coupon at once. I t will b r i ng you an 
In te res t ing I l lus t ra ted booklet and f ree P r i n t and Pic-
t u r e Sample tha t tel ls all about th i s wonde r fu l way 
to learn music at home—without any special ta lent— 
wi thou t any previous knowledge 
of music at amazingly l i t t le cost 
Head it careful ly and earnes t ly 
a n d act upon It. If in teres ted, 
t e a r out the coupon now, before 
you tu rn the page. ( I n s t r u m e n t s 
suppl ied when needed, cash or 
credi t . ) A d d r e s s : U. S. School of 
Music, 2&41 Brunswick Bui ld ing , 
New York, N. T. 

(Es tab l i shed 1896) 

INSTRUMENTS 
Ai i special accom-
modat ion to our s tu -
dents we can sup-
ply Ins t ruments »t 
a special discount 
Liberal U n c i ex-
tended. For par t lc -
ultrB. Inquire In-
s t rument Dept. 

U. S . School of Music. 2WI Brunswick Bldg.. New York, N. Y. 
I a m interested in music s tudy, par t icular ly in the Ins t rument 
chocked below Plesae send me your f ree Il lustrated booklet 
•How to Learn Music at H o m e " and f ree Pr in t and P i c t u r e 

Hampm, 

P l a n * 
Violin 
Gui tar 
P i n o Aeoerdlon 
P la in Aeoordlon 
Saxophone 

Cell* 
Hawaiian 

Guitar 
Banjo 
Maadolln 

Trombone Drums and T r a n i 
Cornet Ukulele 
Trumpet O n a n 
Flute Modem Elementary 
Plooolo Harmony 

Do You 
N a m e H a r e l e m u r . 

Address 

City L. Sta le . 
• Check here if under 18 years at a«e. 



Atlas Champion 
Cap W l n n r 

Thl« t* an ordinary 
snapshot of one of 
Charles Atlas ' Ca l l -
fern lan pupils. 

HE Moiled This Coupon 

I . G. O'BRIEN 

This Is coupon O'Brien e m t 
U> get r n E B Book. Yours 
l j below—clip It NOW I 

and Here's the Handsome 
Prize-Winning Body 
I Cave HSm/ 

JG. O'BRIEN saw my coupon. He dipped and mailed it. He 
• got my free book and followed my instructions. He became a 

New Man. NOW read what he sayi: 
"Look at me NOW! 'Dynamic Tension' WORKS! 

I'm proud of the natural, easy way you have made 
me an 'Atlas Champion'!" 

J. G. O'Brien. 

" I ' l l P r o v e t h a t Y O U , t o o , c a n 
b e a N E W M A N " - ™ ® * * A t l a * 
I don ' t care bow old or young you are, or how ashamed 
of you r p resen t physica l condit ion you may be. If you 
can s imply ra ise your a rm and flex It I can add S O L I D 
MUSCLE to your biceps—yes, on each arm—in double-
quick t ime! Only 15 minu tes a day—righ t In you r own 
home—is all the t ime I ask of y o u ! And there ' s nor 
cost if I fail . 

I can broaden your shoulders, strengthen your back, develop yoor whole muscular system INHIDD 
and O U T S I D E ; I can add Inches to your c h » t . f i r e you a vise like grip. make thoes lees of yours 
l i the and powerful I can shoot new strength Into your old backbone, exercise those inner or ta i ls , 
help you cram your body so lull of pep. rigor and red-blooded r t ta l l ty that you won't feel there's 
even "s tand ing room" left for weakness and tha t lazy feeling I Before 1 got through with you I ' l l 
have your whole f rame "measured" to s nlos. new. beaut i ful cult of muscle! 

O n l y 1 5 M i n u t e s a D a y 
"Dynamic Tmr .on •" That s the t icket! The Identical Mfcsroi method that I myself developed 
to change my body from the scrawny, skinny chested weakling I was at I f to My present super -
Han physique 1 Thousands of other fellows are becoming marvelous physical 
specimens—my teat. I glre you so oadorU or contraptions to tool Kith Yea 
learn to develop your strength through "Dynamic Tension." Yoa simply 
ut i l ize the DORMANT muscle power in your own Qod glren body—watch It 
Increase and mult iply double-quick Into real, solid I J V E MTJSCIJ5. 

My method—"Dynamic Temtitm"—will turn the trick foe yo« No ( l e e r y — 
•rery exercise l> practical And. man, se easy/ Spend only IS minutes a day 
In your own home From the very start you'll be using my method of 
Tnuion" almost unconsciously every minute of Use d a y -
walking. bending over, e tc .—to BCILD MUSCLE and 
VITALITY. 

F R E E BOOK ""StfSEKZfi™ 
In It I talk to you In stralxbt-frora-the-shoulder language. 
Packed with inspirat ional pictures of myself and pupil*— 
fellows who became NEW MEN In s t rength, my way. Let 
me show you what I helped T H E M do. See what I can do for 
YOU! For a resl thr i l l , send for th i s book todsw. AT ONCE. 
CHARLES ATLAS. DeyL 77-N, 115 E. 23rd St . . N. Y. C. 

CHARLES 
ATLAS 

An untouched 

Bh o t o o f 
harles Atlas 

w i n n e r a n d 
bolder of the 
t i t l e " T h e 
World 's Most 
Perfectly De-
veloped H a n . " 

Name 

U Address 

CHARLES ATLAS 
77-N. 115 E. 23rd 8trast 

Now York. N. Y. 
I want the proof tha t your system of "Dynamle Tension" 

can help make mo a New Man —glre me a heal thy, husky 
body and big muscle development Send me your F R E E 

"Brer tas t ing Heal th and S t r eng th . " No obligation. 

(Pleas* pr int or write plainly) 

S ta te J 



Q 0 LIFE INSURANCE POLICY 
//VSt/fi& y0£/K E/vr//?£MM/ty/ 

INSURES PARENTS, CHILDREN (Morried or Unmarried) 
BROTHERS, SISTERS and GRANDPARENTS . . . Ages 1 to 65 
TIR NOW, modern life insurance methods make it possible for all of your family, including 
in-laws, to be insured in one policy paying guaranteed benefits for death from any cause. 

Instead of issuing five or six policies to include mother, father, sons and daughters, 
even grandparents, we now issue just one policy that insures them ail . . . and at one low 
cost price of only $1.00 a month. 

P y COMPUTED O N LEGA1 RESERVE BASIS 
To guarantee payment on each death that occurs 
in your insured family, we have figured this policy 
out on the strict legal reserve basis, complying 
with State government requirements ita every 
respect. This is your assurance of Cash When You 
Seed It Most. Claims are paid at once . . . with-
out argument or delay. State records verify our 
fair and just settlements. 

Guarantee Reserve specializes in full family 
coverage, that's why we can offer safe, guaran-
teed life insurance on your whole family at one 
low price of only $1.00 a month. 

N O MEDICAL EXAMINATION 
To eliminate costly doctor fees, etc., we have elimi-
nated Medical Examination. All people from ^ge 1 to 
(15, in good health may be included in this new type 
Guarantee Reserve family policy. No membership 
fees, no examination fees, no policy fee . . . $1.00 a 
month pays for one policy that insures all. 

tftfKtl 
FAMILY POLICY 

INSURES FROM 2 to 6 
MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY 

$ 1 , 4 2 2 2 ? 

$ 2 , 8 4 4 2 ? 

$ 4 , 2 6 6 2 ? 

for Natural 
or Ordinary 

AakUatoi Death 

For Airto 
AcdcUatd D m * 

for Travel 
feddwtai Death 

Th« f igures shown a b o v e r e p r e s e n t •*%• 
Insuran t* p rov ided b y t h e policy on a 
typical a v e r a g e family of five pe r son* . 

G U A R A N T E E RESERVE, U F E I N S U R A N C E C O M P A N Y 
DEPARTMENT 17-A, HAMMOND, INDIANA 

RUSH-MAIL AT ONCE-DONT DELAY 
I Guarantee ftetferbt LIFE INSURANCE CO. I 
• OUAAANTH RISKVI BUM., D*pl. 17-A, H.mm.nd h>4. { 

• Gentlemen: Without obligation, please send me at ooce j 
• complete information on how to get your Family Life J 

Policy for FREE inspection. 

N*M* J 

a 
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Amazinqly Easy Way 
to get into ELECTRICITY 

I'LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING 
Don't spend your life hoping for a better job and a better salary. Let me show you how to 
train for positions that lead to $35.00, $40.00 a week and up in the greet field of Electricity. 
NOT by correspondence but by actual shop work right on real electrical machinery. Then 
on my "PAY AFTER GRADUATION" PLAN YOU CAN PAY YOUR TUITION 
AFTER YOUR TRAINING PERIOD IS OVER IN EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS. 

Learn Without Hooks * 90DAys 
Lack of experience—age, or advanced 
education bars 110 one. I don't care 
If you don't know an armature 
from an air brake—I don't expect 
you tol It makes no difference! 
Don't let lack of money stop you. 
Most of the men at Coyne have 
no more money than you have. 
That 's why I have worked out 
my astonishing offers. 

Earn While 
Learning 

If you need part-time work to 
help pay your lit ' 
I'll help you 
brief weeks, in the n e a t r 
ins shops of Coyne. I train you 
as you never dreamed you could 
be trained—on one of the great-
est outlays of electrical appa-
ratus ever assembled . . . real 

l i livingexpeaaes rlt. Then. In 12 
the great roar-

I O U U K * T M E S C 
O u r E m p l o y m e n t B u r e a u f o r 
f rvadua t e s g i v e s F R E E l i fe-
t i m e e m p l o y m e n t s e r v i c e . 

r a t o r 
Armature Winder 

Sub-Statioa Oi 
Auto & Aviation Ignition 
Maintenance Electrician 

Service Station Owner 
Air Conditioning 

Electric Refrlaeration 
Radio Servicing 

and many other* 

dynamos, engines, power plants, 
autos. switchboards, transmit-
ting stations...everything from 
doorbells to farm power and 
l igh t ing . . . full-sized . . . in full 
operation every day I 

No Books—No Classes THE HOME OF COYNE 
No du l l books , no b a f f l i n g 
charts, no classes, you get In-
dividual training . . . all real 
actual work . . . building 
real batteries . . . wind-
ing real armatures, oper-
ating teal motors, dyna-
moe and generators, wir-
i n g h o u s e s , e t c . , e t c . 
That's a glimpse of bow 

COYNE 
BOO S. Paulina St. 

we help to make you a master elec-
trician so you can cash in on the 

opportunities ahead. 

Jobs, Pay, Future 
To get a good lob today 
you've got to be trained. In-
dustry demands men who 
have specialized training. 
These men will be the ones 
who are the big-pay men of 
the future. After graduation 
my Employment Depart-
ment gives you Life t ime 
Employment Service. J . O. 
W h i t m e y e r s ays : " A f t e r 
I graduated, the School Em-
ployment Service furnished 
me with a list of several 
positions . . . I secured a 
position with an Electrical 
C o n s t r u c t i o n C o m p a n y 
paying me 3 to 4 times more 
a week than I was getting 
before I entered Coyne ana 
today I am still /-HmMng 
to higher pay." 

Get the Facts 
Coyne Is your one great chance 
to get into electricity. Every 
obstacle is removed. This 
school is 40 years old—Coyne 
training is tested and proven. 
You can get training first— 
then pay for it in easy monthly 
payments after you graduate. 
You can find out everything 
absolutely free. Simply mail 
the coupon and let me send 
you the big. free Coyne book 
... f acts... jobs... salaries... op-
por tuni t les . This does not 
obligate you. So act at once. 
Just mall coupon. 

T h i s I s o u r f i r e p r o o f , 
m o d e r n h o m e w h e r e i n 
I s i n s t a l l e d t h o u s a n d s cd 
d o l l a r s ' w o r t h of t h e 
n e w e s t a n d m o s t m o d -
e r n E l e c t r i c a l e q n l p -
n e n t of all k i n d s . E v e r y 
c o m f o r t a n d c o n v e n -
i e n c e h a s b e e n a r r a n g e d 
t o m a k e y o u h a p p y a n d 
c o n t e n t e d d u r i n g 
t r a i n i n g . 

H. c . LEWS. Prvs . 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, DEPT. 12-S4 
t o o s . Pau*na S t r e e t . CMcas* , n n o t a 
Deal Mr. Lewis: 

I'm r ea l ly in e a r n e s t . I do w a n t to g e t a h e a d . 
S e n d m e y o u r bin f r e e c a t a l o g w i t h f u l l p a r t i c u l a t e 
a b o u t C o y n e t r a i n i n g a n d y o u r p l a n s t o h e l p a 
fe l low, w h o h a s n ' t a lo t of m o n e y , t o g e t a h e a d . 

No 

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL j 
H.C.Lewis, Pro*., Dept. 12-84 j 
F o u n d e d i 8 9 9 CHICAGO, ILL. I 

AMRTN. 

City . Staid. 
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By CHAKRA 
Famous Mystic 

Strange stories will always be popular, especially when these strange stories are 
true. The person who has a number of odd and mystifying stories at his fingertip 
will always be the center of attraction in any conversation. 

The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment. It presents 
true stories of strange happenings gathered from all corners of the earth and authen-
ticated by reliable persons. 

Your CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading Free! 
Send in Coupon on Page 112 

DEATH MIRROR 

TH E R E has been considerable argument 
about ectoplasm—that mist-like sub-

stance which exudes from the body of a 
person under certain psychic control. But 
no scientist as yet has given a satisfactory 
answer to "What is ectoplasm?" 

True stories concerning the strange ac-
tivity of ectoplasm are exceedingly inter-
esting. A most astounding story comes 
from Mrs. Cecelia Wissman of Colorado. 

Several years ago, her father died. His 
only regret in passing was that he would 
be lonesome without Rebecca, his wife , 
whom he had loved for more than fifty 
years. Never once had they been sep-
arated. He had been a handsome man, 
resembling John Barrymore; and even in 
old age, people had often commented on 
his "patriarchal profile." His daughter had 
an artistic si lhouette of her father, hang-
ing in her bedroom. 

Last Spring, Mrs. Wissman and her 
mother were entertaining friends, one of 
them a medium. During the conversation 
on psychic matters, the aged mother fel l 
asleep in her chair. Suddenly the medium 
pointed to the old lady, and everyone saw 
a mist rising about her—a cloud about a 
foot in diameter. It drifted from the old 
woman's body toward a mirror above the 
sideboard. The mist gradually settled on 
the mirror's surface, and to the astonish-
ment of all present, it took the exact shape 
of the father's silhouette. 

Mrs. Wissman was so frightened that 
she turned on the lights more brightly, and 
in a few moments the mist had evaporated; 
but the daughter noticed that the silver 
of the mirror was slightly discolored. 

Nothing was said to the mother when 
she awoke, for they didn't want to scare 
the old lady, whose health was none too 
good. But later, the daughter secretly ex-
amined the rear of the mirror and could 
still see a slight trace of the psychic pro-
file. She was affected by the phenomenon, 
but said nothing more about it. 

Three days later, the mother was 
stricken. The doctor and the daughter 
stood beside the deathbed awaiting the 
inevitable. Just as the doctor pronounced 
the old lady dead, a crash was heard in 
the l iving room. The grieving daughter 
rushed in to see what had happened. 

The mirror was completely demolished 
as though someone had smashed it with a 
hammer. But no one had been anywhere 
near it. The psychic profile was gone. 
How do you account for it? 

WHEN BOMBS FALL 

IT has been predicted that enough true 
mystical stories will come out of the 

present war in Europe to fill a hundred 
volumes. One English colonel said re-
cently: "So many strange things have hap-
pened in my regiment, that sometimes I 
fear for my own sanity." 

(Continued on page 109) 



EVERY 
MONTH 

A Full Book-Length Novel 
in the January Issue of 

THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE 

AT ALL 
STANDS 

<R&ajd Ojuui Companion 
S c u w a ? J k l i o n WjcLqa%in&A 

THRILLWG UJOnDER 
STORIES 

• 

STflRTLinG STORIES 

CflPTRin FUTURE 
EACH 15* AT ALL STANDS 

WORK FOR THE 

GOVERNMENT 
START 

$1260 to $2100 Year 
Prepare NOW 

for 1942 Examinations 
Railway Postal Clerks 

Railway Postal Clerks (ret $1,900 the first year regular, 
being paid on the first and fifteenth of ~ech month. ($79.17 
each pay day.) 
to $2,450. 
year. ($112.50 each pay day.) 

Their pay Is automatically increased yearly 
Advance may be had to Chief Clerk at $2,700 a 

Age 18 to 36. 

3 Days On — 3 Days Off — Full Pay 
Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work S days 

and have 3 days off duty or in the same proport ion. Dur-
ing thin off duty their pay continues Just as though they 
were working. They travel on a pass when on bualneaa. 
When they grow old, they arc retired with a pension. 

City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks 
Clerks and Carriers now get $1,700 the first year on 

regular and automatically increase $100 a year to $2,100 
and $2,300. Age 18 to 48. 

Ass't Statistical Clerk 
Open to Men — W a n en 18 to SO. 

En t rance i a l a ry {1.820 r e a r . Appoint-
m e n t ! as Ass' t S t a t i s t i ca l Clerks and 
Clerks In the Deps r tmen t i s t Wash ing-
ton. D. C. and e lsmthsrs . are m a d e from 
t h i s exsmlna t loc . 

Many Other Positions 
U a n y other posi t ions a re ob ta inable . 

These wishing these posit ions should 
quali ty a t one*. 

Get Free List of Positions 
Fi l l out the following coupon. Tear It off and ma l l I t today— 

now. at once. 
This Investment may resul t In your ge t t ing a b ig -pa id government 

Joh. 

F R A N K L I N I N S T I T U T E . Daet . D-238. Rsehsstsr , N. Y. 
Rush to me, entirely f r ee of charge (1) a fu l l descr ip t ion of V. B. 

Government Jobs : (2) Free copy at i t l u s t r s t ed 13 page book. "How 
to Get a Government J o b " : ( J ) Lis t of U 8 . Ooremmen t Joba: 
( I ) Tell me bow to qua l i fy for a V. 8 . Oor s ramsn t Job. 

Name 

Address 
Uss This Coupon Before You Mislay IL W r i t s or P r i n t Pla inly 

11 



6 E N U I N I j&UeMcdeCNo. & 

n r t s r c i f T i i 

NO MONEY DOWN 
1 0 D A Y S ' T R I A L 

Easy Terms-1 Oca day 
No obligation Bend no money See before yon buy 
on vide- open 10 day Trial Pay on m i n i t e rmi— 
only l»c a dsy. You get this lenulne U te office 
model L. C. Smith beautifully rebuilt with oU 
standard lmprorements—basket shift . standard 
84-character, 4-row keyboard. shift loci key beck 
ipeeer, 1 color ribbon, ribbon rererse. itencll cut 
ting derice. tabulator. etc. Bell Bearing through-
out — qnlet operation. THOUSANDS PAID 
1102 60 — I T ' S YOURS FOR ONLY 134 85 
(CASH P R I C K ) . No risk, monoy beck guarantee 

2 YEAR GUARANTEE 
Our 2 year Ironclad gu t r in t ee l i your assurance o( 
istWfsctloo end long lerr leel Our SO years of 
F . l t Dealing Backs Thl i Guarantee. 

IDEAL FOR HOME OR OFFICE 
Thli late L. C. Smith with basket shift l i the ma-
chine used by schools. Urge corporations end buil-
Deii bouses the country orer. The perfect, all-
purpose typewriter for correspondence, office work, 
billing, manifold work. etc. Has all modern Im-
provements you need, s tands hard sorrlce — I T ' S 
YOURS AT ONLY 1 1 . ( 1 A MONTH. 

W I D E CARRIAGE MODELS 
Wide carriage L. C Smiths for government re-
ports, lsrgs office forms, billing, etc. The 14 inch 
carriage takes paper I t " wide, has 11" writing 
line—only ( 1 ( ( extra with order. The 11" takes 
paper 18" wide, has 1«" writing line—only ( 5 10 
extra with order. (See coupon.) 

WJuSe 297Latt! 
or Buy on EASIEST TERMS 
Buy direct from us at about 1/3 mfrs. orig. price and save 
over f-60.00 ! Beautifully rebuilt and unconditional 2 yr. sfuar-
antee. No down pay-
ment necessary — 10 
day Trial. Hurry—only 
t»7 at this price I 

R0LLA*> 
SECRETARIAL 
T Y P E W R I T E R STAND 

For those who have no type-
writer stand or handy place to 
use a typewriter. I make this 
special offer. This attractive 
stand that ordinarily sells for 
$4.85 can be yours with L. C. 
Smith for only $3.00 e x t r a -
payable 2Sc a month. Qualify 
built. JiUt note all its con-
venient features. (See coupon.) height 

t l i f l j k C O M P L E T E T O U C H T Y P I N G COURSE 
M m . M j f We give FREE with your L. C. Smith a complete 9 leaaon 
^ l l l I ^ A H o m e Study course of Famous Van Sant Touch Typing 

fiyaielu. You can now learn typing quickly and easily. 
7 OPFM FOB LIMITED TIME—SEND COUPON TODAY 

Accept this wide open offer now! Send no money. Use L. C. Smith for 10 
day trial in your home. Return it if you don't think It the greatest value 
you have ever seen. If you buy, pay on easiest terms—only $8.00 a month. 

2 yr. ironclad guarantee . Avoid disappointment—mail 
coupon today. 

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE. 
Dept. 188. 231 W. Monroe S t . Chicago, III. 

• Bend mo L. C. Smith (P.O.B. Chicago) for 10 days' t r ia l If 1 keep It 

II will pay S3 00 per month unti l easy term price (J38.85> Is paid. If I am not 
satisfied I can return It exprees col) llect. 

In l ( " carriage • I V carriage ($3.00 sxtra) • 18" carriage (15.00 extra) 
O Check for typewriter stand (13.00 extra, payable 25c a month) Stand sent 

• on receipt of tlrst payment on L. C. Smith 

Name Age 
Typewritten signatures not aoceptable 

Address 

City Sta te . 

INTERNATIONAL T Y P E W R I T E R EXCHAN6E 
231 West Hoarse Street Dept. 186, C h i c l e , Illinois 

I 
CAUTION—For Quick Shipment S i re Occupation and Reference 

" OVEK 200^000*MT7$F1££^CUSTOMMJ^LirV^^T77t"w08LDr" 



It's New! 
It's True! 

It's Thrilling! 

The Most Amazing Comics Magazine 
of Them All—Featuring True Stories 

of the World's Greatest Heroes! 

64 PAGES OF T R U E AND 
GRIPPING A C T I O N I 

An Inspiration to 
American Youth! 

Only 10c Everywhere 

OtaolMe. OUa. DM Msloss. Im Easitsd. Pa. «—t Olty. W— 

Look 
Men! 

GRADUATES of 
placcd in 

finger 
rrt»f 

Miami, Florida Orlando, Fieri da Y«r*. Pa. IIPM, T«xa» 

LlvUistaa, Meet. 8a|lnaw, Kit*. Fart Cell I is, Colo. >Bedford, Ohio Huatlsstsa, W. Va. 

Jamestown, N. Y. Phoenlxvllle, Pa. Rsehsster. N. VT Mate of Wash. Calgary. Alta., Caa. ow&.'ohl. State ef MlshUsn Hon ton. Texas East Chlealo, lad. 8tals of Utah Waterloo. Im Qraea Ba», Wla. •tafaoJ Okie Victoria, B. C. NoeenCtexa. Mlaa. Baton Reuie. La. Naeaab. Wla. Oetrolt MIS. Atlaatle Cftjr, N. I. Klngfhhsr, Okla. PjMbla.Cele. C. Laaalss. Mlefc. Cenfralla. Wash. Idaho Falls, Idaho Bleke. Arlnaa Bliraarsk. N. 0. Oldsa. Utah Londoe, Oat, Caa. Bloomlsitsa. Ind. g g f t p m b sfflt .9 -
Pittsburgh, Pa. Fsradals. Mlsti. Philadelphia. Pa. Uasda, Nstr. MsAlastsr. OUa. Astoria. 0retell Blrsalnihaas. Ate. Neiaunss. Mlsh. Peadlston, lad. Columbus. Olil* Lswton. OUa. St. j*ss»h, Mo. Mareas. Cuba Crows Polst, lad. State of Illinois NOT Hsven, Cosa. Bar City, Mlsh. itats of lo»a Fans, Mart. Roansks, Va. Btats of I dak* , Texas Qlsedale. Calif. 8tata of Colored® . Fla. Hawaiian Islands Ll»a. Ohio •tMlwater, OUa. Ormrllkt OUa. Sells a. N. 0. 

Want a Regular 
Monthly Salary? 

Investigate this opportunity to earn a regular monthly salary 
and share in Rewards. You will receive the same course as our 
hundreds erf graduates who are noui holding positions in the 
partial list of Statea. Cttiea and Institutions shown here. And 
ooe to fifteen I A S. Graduates are employed on regular 
monthly salaries by each bureau listed. Be a Finger Print and 
Secret Service Operator I Write for Free details how you can 
train at home in spare time to enter this young, swiftly-grow-ing profession. 
V B V 0 Ths Confidential Reports Op*r-
T H J C i A ator No. 3« Made to Ms CfcUf! 

coapon for Free Reports and IQqetrated Vfaoer Print same information requested by t w M l of I. A. 8. r earning a monthly salary 1 
l a s t l t a t e • ( A p p l l s d S e l e n c e , D e p t . 7 * 1 • At*., CUssfs, UL. 

any obligation on my part whatever, send I rator No. 38, also your fllustratod Free Book I yoor low prices and Easy Terms Offer. Liters-1 tare wOl be sent only to persons stating their age. 

• Addrsee - Af I 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
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T H I "GREAT R E P U B L I C " . . . 
4,555 t o n s . . . the largest ship 
in the world in 1853! Cap-
ta ins of ships like this o f ten 
c a r r i e d k e g s of w h i s k e y on 
every voyage. T h e y knew the 
b i l l o w i n g o c e a n " r o c k e d " 
whiskey to smoother flavor. 

Old Mr.Boston says: 
"From Sea-Rocked whiskeys of Old came 

my inspiration for Rocking Chair!" 

IS. 

BACK H O M I IN PORT, these seafar-
ing men still " rocked the keg" under 
porch rockers. Down Cape Cod way, 
Mr . Boston heard tales of these grand 
old "rocked" whiskeys . . . got the idea 
for mellow, richer Rocking Chairt 

TOO A Y-TOU'LL DISCOVER in Rocking 
Chai r a smoothness worthy of the 
finest wave-rocked whiskeys of old! 
Because Old Mr . Boston recaptures tha t 
flavor by controlled agitation in hit 
apodal blending process. 

MR. BOSTON 

ROCKING CHAIR 
BLENDED WHISKEY 

86 Proof • 75% Grain Neutral Spirits • Ben-Burk, Inc., Boston, Man 

W j o f y 
"•eqti -rnvr-s. 



CLUE IN BLUE 
By FREDRIC BROWN 

Author of "The Little Green Men," "The King Comes Home," etc. 

I came In w i t h a 
left uppercut that 
had all m v weight 

Fifty Grand Ransom Is Demanded for W a d e ' s G irl—Until He Finds 
Evidence on His Fist and Plants the Proof on a Crook 's Jaw! 

TH E telegram was burning a 
hole in my pocket. For hours 
I'd been cursing the train for 

going so slow. Now that it was go-
ing even slower, I stopped cursing be-
cause we were slowing down for the 
stop at Mercer, the old home town. 
But that wasn't why I was going back 
there. 

I stood up in the aisle and got my 

Gladstone out of the rack over the 
seat. The forty-five automatic in it 
made it pret ty heavy. Jus t then a 
hand descended on my shoulder in a 
resounding whack. 

"Wel l , " yelled a voice louder than 
necessary, "if it isn't 'Fatso' W a d e ! 
Coming home to give the folks a 
t rea t?" 

I turned around to see who it was. 
15 



16 THRILLING MYSTERY 

"Hullo, Walt ," I said. "Nope, this 
t r ip is business." 

"You don't say. How's the big city 
been treating you, Fatso? What are 
you—Say, didn't I hear you got a 
job with some detective agency outfit 
down there? You mean your tr ip back 
here is business in that l ine?" 

And then the darned fool howled 
at the idea. Fatso Wade, detective— 
that'll be a big laugh for the folks in 
Mercer—which was partly why I 
hadn't been back there at all for four 
years. That was why I hadn't corre-
sponded with anyone but Ann El-
dridge. 

"How'd you ever happen to get into 
that kind of work, Fatso?" asked 
Walt grinning. "Take a correspond-
ence course, or did they need some-
one to disguise as an elephant to find 
out who was picking the kangaroo's 
pocket6 at the city zoo?" 

"Yeah," I said, "that was it. So 
long." 

I pushed past him toward the end 
of the car and stepped off onto the 
platform, before he could get his own 
luggage and catch up with me. 

"Hey, Fatso!" somebody else yelled. 
"Where you—" 

But I waved and kept on going 
around to the other side of the sta-
tion. Yes, there was "Pop" Will is ' 
taxi. I t was the same one, and it had 
been a wreck four years ago. Pop was 
in it. 

"Well, hullo, there!" he exclaimed. 
"If it isn't Fatso Wade!" 

"Sorry, Pop, I'm in one terr if ic 
rush. A hundred bucks is more than 
this jaloppy's worth, isn't i t?" 

He chuckled. "Considerable more, 
but if you're in a hurry, don't stand 
there. Get in and I'll take you where 
you're going." 

I jerked my wallet out of my pocket 
and took a hundred-dollar bill out 
of it. 

"Nix," I said, "you get out. I said 
I was in a hurry. I mean it." 

HE took the bill and goggled at 
it as though it were a strange 

kind of snake that had to be held 
very carefully. "I—well, sure, but 
why—" 

"Be a good egg, Pop, and don't 
argue. Jus t get out." 

He stood there looking dazed while 
I slammed the car into gear and gave 
her the gas. As I gunned it off, he 
yelled: 

"Hey, be careful of that lef t rear 
t i re!" 

I wasn't, of course. I t blew out, 
but not until I was six miles out of 
town and only a mile from the El-
dridge estate. I didn't get out to 
see if there was a spare. I kept go-
ing on the rim. Even with the blow-
out, I made it in under ten minutes. 
If I'd let Pop drive me out there, he'd 
have taken three-quarters of an hour. 

There was the same old iron gate 
across the entrance to the driveway 
that led back to the Eldridge place. 
It was heavily padlocked, though, 
which was something new. There 
was a sign that said "Keep Out" and 
a bell that I was supposed to ring to 
have someone come down from the 
house and let me in. 

I rang the bell, but I was too im-
patient to wait for the gate to be 
opened. I could see the roof of the 
Eldridge house, half a mile back 
through the trees, and I was too near 
my goal to stand around. Ann El-
dridge had sent for me. 

I climbed over the gate and started 
back along the drive. But before 
that, I 'd opened my Gladstone and 
transferred the automatic to my 
shoulder holster. I'd worn the hols-
ter down, but hadn't wanted to carry 
the gun in it while I was on the 
train. 

I walked fast and it was lucky I 
did, or I'd have been caught in the 
open before I got to the trees. Two 
huge police dogs were bounding to-
ward me, barking savagely as they 
came. They meant business, too, and 
they were big enough to tear any man 
to pieces in a minute. 

For an instant my hand moved to-
ward my holstered automatic. Then 
I realized I had no business shooting 
up a couple of hundred dollars' worth 
of valuable dog, if there was any other 
out. So I dropped the Gladstone and 
climbed a convenient birch, gett ing 
up it just in time. 
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The thwarted dogs made a devil of 
a racket and I heard a door of the 
house open and slam. A man whom 
I recognized as Captain Irby of the 
Mercer police, and a policeman in 
uniform, came running down the 
drive. 

Captain Irby put his gun back in 
his pocket and grinned when he got 
close enough to recognize me through 
the foliage. 

"Fatso Wade himself — and up a 
tree, as usual! W h y didn't you ring 
the bell?" 

"I did," I yelled at him, realizing 
that my entrance was more spectacu-
lar than heroic. "Must be discon-
nected. Call off Fido and Rover so I 
can come down." 

Still grinning, he leashed the dogs 
and I climbed down. 

"I don't know what this is about 
yet, I said. "Ann's telegram — she 
told you about i t?" 

"She said she'd sent for you. I 
don't know why. We're taking every 
precaution and I don't know just 
what—" 

"Wha t a fat clown like me could 
do?" I finished for him as we shook 
hands. "I don't know either, yet, but 
I'll keep out of your hair. Anyway, 
what I started to say was that the 
telegram was brief and all I got out 
of it was that Ann had been threat-
ened with kidnaping or—" 

"Not kidnaping," he interrupted. 
"Death! We didn't take it seriously 
at first. . . . Well, come on up to the 
house. No need to talk outside." 

ANN E L D R I D G E met us at the 
door and my heart did the old 

flipflop, even though I hadn't seen her 
for four years. But I managed to hide 
it, like always, though maybe I held 
her hand a fraction of a second longer 
than necessary. 

"Thanks for coming, Dale," she 
said. "I feel safer with you here." 

I caught sight of Captain Irby grin-
ning at that. 

We went on into the living room. 
Judge Shipman—who was adminis-
trator of the Eldridge estate — and 
Ann's half-brother, Ely Balfour, were 
there. 

Ely, who was twenty years younger 
than the judge, looked older. He nod-
ded casually to me without getting 
up out of his Morris chair. I noticed 
that his lef t arm was in a cast from 
elbow to wrist and suspended in a 
sling of black silk. His lean saturnine 
face was just as I remembered it, but 
old, al though he was only in his early 
thirties. 

"Well , Wade, with you here," he 
said, "besides Judge Shipman and the 
police, I 'm sure I shall not fall into 
any more open graves." 

"Huh?" I wanted to know. "What 's 
this about an open grave?" 

It was Shipman who answered my 
question. I found myself studying 
him as a contrast to Balfour. Still in 
middle-age, Shipman was big, solid-
looking, with an ageless face that 
might have been sculptured from 
granite. He'd lost out in the last elec-
tion, but as usual with ex-judges, the 
title had stuck. 

"There was a freshly dug open 
grave in the Eldridge burial plot yes-
terday morning," he said. "You re-
member where that is?" 

I nodded, recalling the little group 
of graves in the corner of the north 
field, a mile from the house. It was 
a family burial ground with stones 
dating back to the late seventeen hun-
dreds. 

"And Balfour fell into it?" I asked 
almost incredulously. 

Ely waved his cigarette holder. 
"Oh, I wasn't stupid enough just 

to step into it without seeing it, I as-
sure you. But I went over to examine 
it and my foot slid in some slippery 
mud at the edge." 

"I t was empty?" 
"Not af ter I fell into it. Up to that 

time, yes." 
"That grave, Wade, is what made 

us take the extortion notes seriously," 
Captain Irby cut in. "Until then we 
hadn't—well, we did take some pre-
cautions, but we thought the letters 
were just from some nut, or even a 
practical joke." 

"Did the extortion notes say any-
thing about the grave?" 

"Yes. They were addressed to Mr. 
Balfour here and they demanded pay-
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ment of fifty thousand dollars." 
" F i f t y thousand dollars from me!" 

Ely chuckled. "The old boy's will 
didn't leave me f i f ty thousand pen-
nies, just the right to live as long as 
I like in this forsaken hole out in 
the country." 

HE laughed without merriment, 
bitterly. Shipman glared at 

him. 
"No matter to whom they were 

addressed, they demanded f i f ty 
thousand in cash, ordered us to have 
that ready and await instructions. 
Otherwise, the second of the two 
notes said, 'Ann will move one mile 
north and six feet down'." 

"As I said, we took precautions," 
Irby added. "But when we found out 
that a fresh grave had been dug— 
as that note said, 'a mile north and 
six feet down'—that put it a bit above 
the nut-letter or hoax classification. 
Digging a grave is hard work and it 
was dangerous, too, because we'd put 
an armed watchman on the estate. The 
writer of those notes means what he 
says, but I don't see how he can pos-
sibly do anything with the precau-
tions we're using." 

"The notes," I insisted. "Were 
they mailed?" 

"No. Both slipped under the front 
door." 

"Almost time for dinner," Ann said. 
"If you want to wash up, Dale, I'll 
have Allen take you to your room." 

"Fine," I told her. "Who's Allen 
and what other servants do you 
have?" 

"Three altogether," she answered. 
"We're not as rich as we used to be 
when you lived in Mercer. There's 
Allen, our houseman, Mrs. Carey, who 
is cook and housekeeper, and one 
maid, a cousin of the housekeeper's. 
I do quite a bit of the work myself." 

Over her shoulder I caught a 
glimpse of Balfour, grinning mock-
ingly. 

"Shall we call in the servants and 
let you question them one at a time?" 
he asked. "I think that 's the proper 
movie procedure." 

Allen's arrival — Ann must have 
pressed a button for him — saved me 

the trouble of answering Balfour 's 
crack. But a look at the houseman 
who carried my bag upstairs made me 
resolve to carry out Balfour's joking 
suggestion. There was a vague fam-
iliarity about his face and a certain 
something about his manner that 
made me wonder whether the famil-
iarity came from having seen his pic-
ture with a number across the bottom. 

The impression was too vague for 
me to wish to say anything about 
it, but I indexed it in my mind for 
fu ture thought. Meanwhile, as he 
was leaving, I asked: 

"Been here long, Allen? Don't be-
lieve I remember you." 

"Four months, sir." 
"Live in Mercer before that?" 
"No, sir. New York." He hesi-

tated at the door. "Anything else, 
sir?" 

"No. Not now, anyway." 
Dinner was ready by the time I'd 

changed clothes and gone downstairs. 
Judge Shipman and Captain Irby did 
most of the talking, with Ely Bal-
four cutting in now and then with a 
sarcastic remark. Almost as though 
an agreement had been made, no men-
tion was made of the shadow that 
hung over the Eldridge house. 

I didn't talk at all, except to ask 
someone for the salt or butter. I was 
sitting across from Ann and it was 
enough just to sit there and look at 
her as much as I could without star-
ing. 

But later in the evening, over 
coffee in the living room, Irby 
brought up the subject of their plans. 
He didn't think there was danger of 
another move by the extortioner until 
af ter the third note came, the one 
specifying how the money was to be 
delivered. 

"And then, of course," he added, 
"only if we ignore the demand." 

"And will you?" I asked. 
"Frankly, Wade, it depends on cir-

c u m s t a n c e s , " Shipman answered. 
"There is a possibility, for one thing, 
that we may nab him when he tries 
to deliver the final note. But I have 
a hunch he'll mail this one. He must 
know by now that the house is 
guarded." 
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"And if the note does come by 
mail? 

"Well, f i f ty thousand dollars is 
practically all there is lef t of the 
Eldridge estate. I t would almost pau-
perize Ann to have that money paid 
out, so we won't pay it. We've de-
cided not to, unless we become ful ly 
convinced that Ann's safety really de-
pends upon it. And with all the 
measures we've taken—" 

"But you have it ready?" 

SH I P M A N glanced about to see 
that none of the servants was 

near, then tapped his coat over the 
inside pocket. 

"Had to cash in practically all the 
assets of the estate, but we talked that 
over, too. Besides, the market was 
good and this was the right time to 
sell, anyway. We'll reinvest af ter this 
is over." 

An hour or so later, alone in my 
room, I was looking at myself in the 
big mirror of the dresser as I took 
off my necktie. So far I 'd accom-
plished nothing at all, I told myself. 
But I was dog-tired and sleepy from 
the trip, tomorrow was another day 
and everything seemed to be under 
control for tonight. Anyhow, Irby 
was a good man, not brilliant on de-
duction, but sound on laying defen-
sive plans. 

I yawned, sat down on the edge of 
a chair and took off my shoes. My 
eyelids felt so heavy that I knew I'd 
better get into bed quick, or I 'd go to 
sleep sitting there in that chair. 

And then suddenly I was wide-
awake, for the moment, at least. It 
had hit me that I was too sleepy. I 'd 
had a good night 's rest the night be-
fore and spending the af ternoon on 
a train shouldn't have had that much 
effect on me. 

Had there been something in that 
coffee we'd drunk in the living room? 

Ten minutes later I was sure of it. 
The coffee had been drugged and that 
meant tonight was the night! 

I left my shoes off, but I put my 
shoulder holster back on. Then, in 
the bathroom, I managed to gag my-
self and fortunately I had a little 
bottle of caffeine-citrate tablets in my 

handbag. I took four of them. 
I felt rotten, but I knew that as long 

as I stayed on my feet and didn't sit 
or lie down, I'd keep awake. I t was 
hard to think straight, yet I remem-
bered to turn out the light, so whoever 
was planning a coup wouldn't know 
I was still awake. 

And I'd have to play a lone hand, I 
realized. I tried to remember back 
whether anyone in the living room 
had refused coffee but I believed all 
of us had taken it. 

Let's see, we'd all been there ex-
cept the two patrolmen Irby had with 
him. One of them had been on duty 
outside. The other had eaten in the 
kitchen with the servants. Had their 
coffee been doped? Probably. It 
wouldn't do any good to lay the rest 
of us out and leave the servants and 
the patrolmen. Particularly the 
police. I recalled now that Irby had 
told Allen, when the houseman 
brought in our coffee, to take a cup 
out to the man on duty. 

But someone must have—No, who-
ever had drugged that coffee could 
have drunk a cup of it like the rest 
of us, if he'd had an antidote ready 
for himself. Or he might have ac-
cepted a cup and poured it into a vase 
or a flowerpot when no one was 
watching. And as for opportunity, 
all of us had been in and out of the 
living room several times. 

My eyes were used to the dark by 
now and I could see fairly well. I 
went across to the door, opened it a 
crack and stood there listening. I 
didn't dare lean against the wall or 
the door-jamb. The house was so 
quiet that I hardly dared Continue 
pacing back and forth, as I'd been do-
ing, even without my shoes. There 
was a creaky board somewhere in that 
room. I don't know how long I stood 
there, listening for any sound any-
where in the house. It seemed like 
hours, but it was probably less. I 
got to feeling worse again, began to 
feel that I was going to go to sleep 
right there on my feet and fall over 
with a crash. And maybe even that 
wouldn't wake me up. 

Then I heard soft footsteps down-
stairs and the faint creak of a door. 
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I groped through the utter black-
ness of the upstairs hall and felt 
my way down the steps. Dim moon-
light, coming in the panes of the front 
door, made the lower hall light 
enough so that I could see my way. 
The scrape of something against 
metal seemed to come from the room 
off the hall which had been the den 
of the late Mr. Eldridge. And I could 
see a blacker rectangle there. The 
door was open. 

With the drawn pistol in my hand, 
I crossed silently over to that door, 
reached around the jamb and flicked 
the light switch. 

Allen, the houseman, whirled from 
the wall safe whose dial he had been 
manipulating. He reached for a hip 
pocket as he turned, but then he saw 
the automatic in my hand. His face 
went white and raised his arms 
slowly. 

I stepped inside the room and 
closed the door. 

"Anybody in with you on this," I 
demanded, "or did you send those 
notes yourself?" 

"You're nuts, copper," he grunted. 
"I never sent those notes, but I saw 
I was going to get caught in the 
middle, me being an ex. And I saw 
you guessed that this afternoon." 

"Who got you the job here?" 
"Employment agency, but listen— 

I didn't send those notes! And I 
didn't have anything to do with dig-
ging that—that grave." 

"Or the coffee?" 
His eyes went wide with surprise. 
"Say, was the coffee doped? That 

explains something. The harness bull 
outside is out cold. I don't like 
coffee, so I didn't drink any." 

"How come you know about the 
policeman outside? Were you out 
there?" 

He shook his head. "Saw from my 
window. He leaned against a tree 
and musta passed out leaning. He 
fell over and didn't get up. That 's 
partly why—" 

"He broke off, ran his tongue over 
his lips. 

"You knew there was money in the 
safe," I finished for him. 

"Listen, you got me cold," he said. 

"I ain't got any reason to lie to you 
about it, see? I was on the level, but 
I couldn't help knowing that fifty 
grand was around the house. I dunno 
if it's in this safe or not. I was find-
ing out. Like I said, I got a record. 
With this house full of coppers and 
God knows what going on, I knew I'd 
be caught in the middle. I was going 
to lam out." 

"Wi th the fifty thousand, if you 
could find it," I added. 

"Sure. I saw that cop go down 
and figured it was my break. The 
dogs know me. Listen, that's straight. 
I didn't—" 

"All right," I interrupted. "Maybe 
you're telling the truth. If you are, 
you're just a monkey-wrench in the 
works. I'm going to tie you up and 
leave you in my room. Get going." 

I motioned toward the door with 
my automatic. Somehow I had a 
hunch Allen was telling the truth, or 
mostly the truth. Whether he came 
here originally with the idea of going 
straight, or of casing the joint for a 
burglary, didn't matter now. In either 
event knowing there was f i f ty 
thousand dollars around and a chance 
of his getting away with it would have 
made him act just as he said he had. 

That part of the story rang true, 
which meant I'd caught a jackal. My 
only hope of getting bigger game was 
to get Allen out of the way. Tomor-
row we could check his story. 

^ T E P P I N G farther back from the 
door, I caught a momentary 

glimpse of my face in a mirror on 
the wall. It was white, chalky. My 
lips were blue, instead of their usual 
color, and my eyes looked like the 
devil. 

I must have stared at that reflection 
a bit too long. Allen, his hands still 
at shoulder-level, was walking past 
me. He saw my attention waver. He 
wheeled and the flat of his hand 
knocked the automatic out of my re-
laxed grip. His other fist lashed out 
in a vicious uppercut that exploded 
against my jaw and sent me reeling 
drunkenly backward. 

My head hit the wall, but not too 
hard. Strangely, the thump appeared 
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to do me more good than harm. I t 
seemed to clear my head enough for 
me to coordinate my muscles again. 

Allen was reaching again for his 
hip pocket. I dived in before he'd 
got his gun out, caught him around 
the waist in a tackle that sent us 
both crashing down. 

For a minute fists were raining in 
my face. Then I managed to catch 
hold of one of his wrists and twist 
it with all my strength. It worked. 
Wi th a low moan, he rolled to his side 
and stopped putt ing up a battle. 

I reached down and finished the 
job he'd started, getting the pistol out 
of his hip pocket. I t was a nickel-
plated thirty-two revolver. 

I felt a surge of weakness coming 
over me again and I knew I couldn't 
risk holding him while I tied him up. 
I tapped the butt of that revolver 
against the back of his head. It was 
a light, professional blow, just enough 
to knock him out and keep him that 
way for a few minutes. 

Then, with cords that had held back 
the heavy drapes over the windows, 
I bound his wrists and ankles t ightly. 
I didn't gag him. He had nothing to 
gain by yelling, anyhow. 

I leaned against the wall for a 
moment to try to get my strength 
back, but I found myself feeling worse 
instead of better. I knew I'd never 
be able to move Allen up to my room. 
Maybe later, when this wave of diz-
ziness passed, I 'd be able to drag him 
as far as a closet. I still wanted him 
out of the way, though, figuring that 
the real business on schedule hadn't 
come off yet. 

Another dose of the caffeine-citrate 
would probably help, I decided. I 
couldn't risk taking too many of them, 
because my heart was pounding dan-
gerously from the excitement of the 
fight with Allen. But maybe a couple 
more would get rid of the buzzing in 
my head. 

I had to hold onto the bannister to 
get back up the steps. I didn't worry 
much about silence. Anyone who 
hadn't been awakened by the noise of 
that fight downstairs wouldn't be 
awakened by a little creaking. 

My movements seemed like those of 

a man in a slow-motion movie before 
I finally got to the top of the stairs 
and started to grope my way along 
the wall toward the door of my room. 
I was groping with both hands, so I 
must have dropped my pistol some-
where, although I don't recall hearing 
it hit. I could hear the scrape of my 
hands against the wallpaper, but the 
sound seemed to come from miles 
away. 

I had almost reached the door when 
I felt my knees going out f rom un-
der me. Something that wasn't too 
hard—probably the carpet—hit me in 
the face. 

That was the last I knew. 

AF T E R a long time I realized that 
I was being shaken and that 

somebody was shouting in my ear. 
The top of my head seemed to come 
off when I opened my eyes. The pale 
light of early dawn filled the corridor, 
but it hit me like an airport search-
light at ten feet. 

I t was Captain Irby who had awak-
ened me. He looked almost as bad 
as I felt. 

"Ann's gone!" he yelled. "What 
happened? How'd you get out here?" 

I struggled to my feet, stumbled to 
the door of Ann's room. It was open. 
The covers had been thrown back off 
her bed. It had been slept in, but 
there was no sign of a struggle. Of 
course she had also been drugged, I 
reasoned dazedly. 

"Yes, she's gone!" Irby snapped. 
"Quick, man, what happened to you?" 

In a few short sentences I told him 
what I'd done up to the time I'd gone 
under. 

"Shall I go and see if Allen is still 
there?" I asked. 

"He'll keep," said Irby. "If he got 
out of those ropes, he's miles away by 
now. If he didn't, he's still there. 
Let's wake the others up." 

He was already heading for the 
other end of the hall. I picked a 
closed door, hammered on it, then 
opened it when there wasn't any 
answer. 

Shipman's massive body was re-
laxed across the bed. He was still 
partly dressed and a book lay on the 
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floor where he'd dropped it. There 
was the same blueness about his lips 
that I 'd seen on my own in the mirror 
and on those of Captain Irby. 

I shook him without result, slapped 
his face not too gently until his eyes 
opened. While I was telling him 
what had happened, Irby appeared in 
the doorway. 

"Couldn't wake Balfour," he panted, 
"although he's alive and breathing 
regularly. Guess he got a double 
dose. We'll phone for a doctor. Come 
on, we'll see if Allen's still there." 

Allen was still there, but we didn't 
have to be in any hurry about untying 
him. There was a pool of dried blood 
under his head. His skull had been 
smashed in by a vicious blow. 

Irby looked at me strangely. 
"Is that what you mean by a light 

tap on the head, Wade?" 
"I didn't do that," I protested. "I 

did tap him lightly. Someone else 
must have done it later." 

I hoped I was telling the truth. 
Af te r all, I'd been pretty well under 
the influence of the drug by that time 
and my own actions seemed a bit hazy 
to me now. 

"Well ," said Irby, "we'll see about 
that. Meanwhile, of course, you're 
under technical arrest for man-
slaughter. Just don't leave the 
house." 

"The devil with that! I stormed. 
"What about Ann? What are we go-
ing to do now?" 

The ringing of the doorbell startled 
us. We both hurried to the front 
door. Before we got there, we could 
see through the glass of the door that 
it was a blue-uniformed figure. 
"Clanden," Irby explained to me. "He 
came out to relieve one of the men 
already here. He's a bit early." 

"Hello, Captain," said Clanden as 
the door opened. "Say, somebody 
poisoned them pooches under a tree 
out there. Looks like strychnine. 
Everything okay here?" 

Irby grunted disgustedly, told the 
patrolman to start a search of the 
grounds, promising him that help 
would be there shortly. He turned 
to me. 

"I'll be busy phoning for awhile, 

Wade. You can start searching the 
house, if you want to help. I t may 
be that—Well , anyway, see if you 
find anything." 

GLAD of a chance to do something, 
anything, I nodded eagerly and 

headed for the stairs. I met Shipman 
coming down. There was a shocked 
look on his face. 

"The north field!" he gasped. "That 
grave! I 'm going to look." 

"Nuts," I growled, mostly to con-
vince myself. "You won't find any-
thing there. Either the guy who did 
this outsmarted us, or he knew you 
wouldn't pay out that money as long 
as Ann is safe. He knew the only 
way to collect it was to show you she 
wasn't, to kidnap her. The next step 
will be another note." 
"Probably, but—" 

He went past me down the stairs 
and toward the back of the house. 

I started my search in the attic and 
was on the second floor when Irby 
called up that I could stay there. He'd 
take the lower part of the house, now 
that he'd finished phoning. I kept 
on hunting, though I didn't know 
what I was looking for. 

Whatever it was I didn't find it— 
until I sat down to rest on the steps 
and happened to look at the palm of 
my right hand. There it was. For 
maybe five seconds I looked at that 
faint blue mark with abstract curi-
osity. Then t;hings clicked into place. 

I got up sc suddenly that my head 
spun and I almost fell down again. I 
didn't wait for the wave of dizziness 
to pass before I started. I held onto 
the banister to get down the steps. 
By the time I was downstairs, the 
worst of it was over. I got out the 
back door and started down the path, 
running. 

Judge Shipman had rcached the 
edge of the open grave when he heard 
my footsteps pounding up. He turned 
around. 

"There 's an envelope down there, 
Wade!" he said excitedly. "See a 
pole anywhere? It 's so muddy and 
slippery, it'd be pret ty hard to climb 
out if one of us went down." 

"Blast the envelope!" I shouted. 
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"Where is Ann?" I had my automatic 
in my hand, covering him. 

His face was pale, but his features 
were composed. 

"Are you crazy?" he demanded. 
"Put away that gun and help me get 
that note." 

"I'll even guess why," I told him 
coldly. "Somehow, probably by spec-
ulating, you ran through that estate 
and found yourself out on a limb. You 
haven't got fifty thousand dollars. 
Neither has the Eldridge estate, ex-

with a fine comb that they're going to 
get from us." 

I'd hit home. I saw his face turn 
white, then livid. His hand went for 
his coat pocket, but I dropped the 
muzzle of my automatic lower, about 
at his knees, and pulled the trigger. 
The hammer clicked on an empty 
firing chamber. 

And I was looking into the muzzle 
of a short-barreled thirty-eight re-
volver in Shipman's hand. I was also 
cursing myself for not checking my 
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cept on paper. You were going to 
pay out a mythical fifty thousand to 
a mythical third par ty . That would 
put you clear, maybe even with a 
profit, if you're not in as deep as fifty 
thousand. Where is A n n ? " 

"The charge is absurd," he stated, 
outraged. "You're going off half-
cocked !" 

"This gun will do that, unless you 
talk," I answered grimly. "The game's 
up. The agency I 'm with has an 
auditing bureau that 's a wow. Keep 
on bluffing, if you think the estate 
accounts can stand the going-over 

own gun after I'd been lying uncon-
scious for hours in the upper hallway, 
where Shipman would have passed 
me in going to Ann's room. 

I could almost see his mind work-
ing. His only out now was to 
shoot me, but he'd have to have a story 
ready. He'd have to stage it so it 
would look like self-defense. 

My own mental wheels were work-
ing frantically, too. If I kept talking, 
it would keep him from thinking fast 
and straight. It was a long chance, 
but if I could stall until Irby missed 
me, or maybe on his own hook decided 
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to come out to the grave, I might have 
a chance. 

"You had to kill Allen," I said in 
a rush, "because he was lying there, 
tied up. He saw and recognized you 
when you went into the room with 
the safe and turned on the light. Why 
you went there, I don't know, unless 
you went over the whole house to be 
sure—" 

"Shut up!" he snapped. His left 
hand went into his other coat pocket. 
Something rattled, probably the cart-
ridges from my automatic. He was 
figuring out whether he'd have time, 
af ter the sound of a shot which would 
carry back to the house, to get them 
back into my automatic before some-
one from the house got in sight. 

"Know how I realized it was you, 
Shipman?" I asked in a bigger hurry 
than ever. "There was a a blue mark 
on my hand, the one I'd slapped you 
with when I was waking you out of 
your fake sleep. You knew the drug 
you put in the coffee would give a 
bluish tinge to the victims' lips. You 
make up your own face to match. 
Look." 

I held up my right hand, palm to-
ward him. I saw his eyes momentari-
ly glance toward it. That was the 
nearest thing to a break I was going 
to get, so I jumped in. My own eyes 
had stayed on the gun in his grip 
and I grabbed for the muzzle with my 
left hand. 

He pulled the trigger, but I shoved 
aside the muzzle just in time. The 
bullet ripped through my left hand, 
completely missed my body by an 
inch. My right hand closed around 
the gun and jerked it away. Before I 
could use it, a shattering blow from 
his free hand sent me staggering back, 
barely keeping my footing. The gun 
dropped from my hand. It lay be-
tween us, a bit nearer to him than to 
me, and I was staggering back. He 
stooped to get it, but I got my balance 
back just in time. I came in with a 
right uppercut that had all my weight 
behind it. 

That ended the fight and nearly 
broke my hand in the bargain. He 
went down and I kicked the gun aside, 
bent over him and slapped his face 

vigorously until I saw his eyes open. 
"Where did you put Ann?" I asked 

through my teeth. 
His eyes glared at me, but he didn't 

answer. Unsportsmanlike or not, I 
punched him again, this time on the 
nose, so it wouldn't knock him out. 

My own mind was racing now, try-
ing to see just how much of an edge 
I had. It wasn't much, if he wouldn't 
talk. Ann, unconscious, hadn't seen 
her abductor. Allen, the only wit-
ness, was dead. We'd be able to 
prove the accounts were short, but 
aside from that it would be tough 
going. 

I didn't care about that. Ann's 
safety was all that interested me. 
Shipman would never dare carry 
through his scheme now and if he kept 
silent, we might never find Ann until 
too late. Bound and gagged some-
where, she might starve first. He'd 
had most of the night to hide her. She 
might be fifty miles away! 

From the house, still half a mile 
away, I saw Irby and one of his men 
running toward us. The sound of the 
shot had carried that far and brought 
them. They'd be here in a few min-
utes, but Shipman hadn't seen them. 

I had to work fast and I didn't give 
a hang whether or not it was sport-
ing. I walloped his nose hard and 
drew blood. 

"Where is Ann?" I demanded and 
started in alternately on his eyes. 

He yelled with pain, unable to take 
it. He started to swear and it cost him 
two f ront teeth. Then I started to 
work on his nose again. 

I got it out of him with a minute 
to spare. She was in the shack at the 
Burke Road quarry. 

TH R E E days later I was gett ing 
ting ready to leave. Doc Rogers 

had finally decided that the bones in 
my left hand were setting right and 
that it would be okay in a month or 
less. The door of my room was open 
and Ann Eldridge stood in the frame. 

"How do you like the city, Dale?" 
she asked me. 

"Swell," I said casually. "I 'm as-
sistant superintendent of the agency 
already and I've been there only four 
years. And down here"—I grinned— 
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"I'm just Fatso Wade. Guess no man's 
a prophet in his home town, especially 
if he's a few pounds overweight." 

"But you aren't any more. Dale, 
I'm thinking of—of moving to the 
city myself, now that things have 
changed. Do you think I'd like it 
there?" 

"Why, I guess you would, but you 
might be lonesome at first." 

"Would I?" she asked. Then you 
don't feel the way you used to?" 

I guess I just gaped at her, won-
dering if she could possibly mean 
what it sounded like she meant. The 
very thought that she might have 
meant it made the room go in circles 
around me. 

"Do you mean—" I began weakly. 
She did. 
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Surprising Curio 

RU B E L I O P A R E D E S was un-
easy. Stiff as a mummy be-
hind the counter of his dingy 

curio shop in La Cholla, Mexico, the 
old dealer was watching with an In-
dian's intentness the expression on 
the face of his solitary customer. 

The customer was a small man, 
slightly less than four and a half feet 

H. KNOX 
"Death Is a Little Man," etc. 

tall. But his body was trim and ath-
letic under the elegantly tailored dark 
suit, brightened by a single ornament 
—the little watch-charm pistol dan-
gling from a chain across his vest. At 
the moment he was thoughtfu l ly ex-
amining a curious finger-length sec-
tion of bamboo, filled with some black 
gumlike substance, and the look on his 
hard, sardonic face was the cause of 
Rubelio's discomfiture. 

Small he might be, Rubelio re-
flected, but he had the eyes of the 
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eagle and the wits of the fox, this 
Don Fabiano who, they said, put fear 
into the hearts of gringo criminals. 
And Rubelio was certain he was go-
ing to ask questions. 

Rubelio was right. Colonel Fabian 
Crum raised his eyes from the bamboo 
section. 

"Where did you get this stuff, Ru-
belio?" he demanded. "I 've been buy-
ing from you for several years now, 

and the stuff was always in lit t le 
earthen pots. I know in what part of 
the jungle it was made and could de-
pend on its s t rength and puri ty. But 
this—" he twiddled the bamboo tube— 
"is obviously f rom another distr ict . 
Where did it come f rom?" 

Rubelio did not answer at once. 
There was a slight evasive flicker of 
his eyelids. Casually he shi f ted his 
body so that a glassed cabinet in the 
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A Hairless Cat, Its Secret Wor th Mi l l ions, 

shadows behind him was completely 
hidden. But Colonel Crum, quick to 
note such things, moved slightly too. 
A queer illusion resulted. A small 
face, shrunken, flaccid, seemed to be 
peering over Rubelio's shoulder. 

The eyes of the famous scientist-de-
tective narrowed. 

"A tzantza!" he grated, using the 
jungle term of the head-hunters 
among whom he had once traveled. 
"So you traffic in dried heads, Ru-
belio? And this" — he tapped the 
bamboo tube — "came f rom the same 
source?" 

Rubelio winced. "Si, it is true, Don 
Fabiano," he admitted. "All of that 
in the pots was gone. When this 
trader, a s tranger f resh from the 
jungles, offered me the bamboo tubes, 
I bought. As for the tzantza—well, I 
do not usually handle such things, but 
he asked only a trifle for it, so—" 

"So you bought i t! Well , bring it 
out." 

RU B E L I O took the dried head 
out. But as he laid it on the 

counter Crum got a shock. For the 
puckered features were dist inctly not 
Indian. And the hair was red! 

"A white man's head!" Crum ex-
claimed. "Some poor devil of an ex-
plorer caught by the Jivaros, proba-
bly. Well , you're not going to peddle 
this to some morbid tourist . I'll take 
it myself, bury it somewhere." And 
he added af ter a moment 's hesitation, 
"I may as well take three of the 
tubes." 

He would have preferred not to buy 
the head. Seeing a white man's head 
hung up for sale like an animal pelt 
should have cost Rubelio his patron-
age. But he needed the black gummy 
substance in the bamboo tube. 

It was curare, the deadly jungle ar-
row-poison, c a l l e d the "Flying 
Death." W i t h it the scientist-detec-
tive impregnated the tiny bullets fired 
by the toylike pistol on his watch 
chain. Lethal as an express rifle, this 
apparent bauble had more than once 
saved his life. And Crum at the mo-
ment was completely out of the 
poison. 

He paid Rubelio, took his bundle, 
and strode back into the hot bright 
street. His big limousine was waiting, 
with his young Asiatic assistant, Aga 
Asian, dozing comfortably behind the 
wheel. 

"We leave now, Effendi?" Aga 
asked as Crum crawled in. 

The little detective hesitated. The 
red-haired tzantza, reposing at his side 
in its brown paper wrapping, troubled 
him. Maybe it had not come from the 
jungle at all. Maybe— 

But he put the distracting thought 
aside. Haste now was imperative, and 
anything else must be put aside. Al-
ready he had risked offending an old 
fr iend by failing to call on Sheriff 
Dew Perry of Molina, the American 
town across the river. But he was in 
a hurry to reach a place in Southern 
California f rom which an urgent ap-
peal for his help had come. 

"I 'll have to stop at our tourist camp 
in Molina," he said to Aga. "Long 
enough to analyze this curare. You 
can take the af ternoon off to see the 
sights. We'l l be ready to leave by 
eight or nine tonight. . . ." 

Colonel Crum spent the rest of the 
af ternoon at his trailer. In that mar-
velously compact laboratory which 
always followed the roving scientist-
sleuth in his travels over the conti-
nent, he made the analysis of the cu-
rare, which proved satisfactory. But 
while he worked, the tzantza with the 
red hair haunted his mind. 

He began to temporize. Perhaps he 
should call the sheriff of Molina 
county, af ter all. A short chat would 
not delay him for long, and the t ip 
about the dried head of a white man 
might prove useful to the officer. 

Finally, just as the semi-tropical 
dusk was settling, he strolled out 
across the hollow square of the 
"Friendly Touris t Courts", where he 
had parked his trailer, found a tele-
phone in the drug-store and called his 
old fr iend. Then he waited in f ront 
of the place for him to arrive. 

Sheriff Per ry got there in record 
time. A short, wiry man with a drawl-
ing voice and a f r iendly grin, he piled 
out of his car as soon as it had stopped. 
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He pumped the lit t le detective's hand 
vigorously, and introduced the man 
behind the wheel. He was Perry 's 
deputy, "Ox" Hassel, a fat- jowled 
sleepy-faced man, almost as big as 
Aga. 

"Jus t get in, did you?" Per ry asked. 
Crum admitted that he had arrived 

earlier in the day. 
"But I had several things to attend 

to, Dew," he explained, "and since you 
always t ry to put me to work—" 

Sheriff Per ry laughed. "Well , I 
could put you to work now, I guess. 

COLONEL CRUM 

Only you wouldn' t be interested in a 
thing like the disappearance of a rab-
bit hunter . That ' s Ox's specialty." 
He chuckled again. "But I did want 
Ox to see that laboratory of yours 
I been telling him about." 

CRUM said he would be glad to 
show it and led the way back 

to the tourist camp. Then, while Ox 
goggled in amazement at the formid-

able array of scientific equipment 
crowded into the small space, Crum 
remarked conversationally to Pe r ry : 

"So you're spending your time hunt-
ing vanished rabbit hunters?" 

"Not me." Per ry laughed. "I told 
you I leave that to Ox. My idea is 
that this farmer, Alban Hoyt, just 
skipped the country. He had a mort-
gage due on his farm and was having 
trouble with his wife, and one day 
a couple of weeks ago he went off 
rabbit hunt ing and didn't come back. 
But Ox here scents sinister doings in 
everything. Besides, Dave Crowley's 
nagging has been get t ing under his 
skin." He chortled good humoredly. 
"Crowley," he explained, "is our local 
town marshal. He's got his eyes on 
the sheriff 's office and is always mak-
ing fun of our department. But Ox 
worries more about that than I do." 

Ox f rowned at his superior. 
" I t ' s no joke," he growled. "Dave 

would give his eye-teeth to be sheriff. 
He'll do us dirt some day." His lips 
t ightened. "As for Hoyt ' s disappear-
ance, there's been some queer 
things—" 

"Yeah, I know," Perry dismissed 
it. "Like that t ramp mumbling double 
talk. But we won't bore the colonel 
with Red Hoyt 's troubles." 

Crum looked at him sharply. "Red 
Hoyt, did you say?" 

"That ' s his nickname," Per ry ex-
plained. "He's a carrot-top." 

Crum turned and walked to a cab-
inet. He reached in, brought out a 
brown paper bundle, laid it on the lab-
oratory table and opened it. 

There were simultaneous exclama-
tions f rom the two officers. Slowly 
they drew near and stared at the grue-
some shrunken head. 

"I t ' s Hoyt !" the sheriff gulped. 
"Where did you get i t?" 

Crum told them. The sheriff stood 
digesting the disclosure in grim 
silence. But Ox Hassel let out a rum-
ble of t r iumph. 

"You see? I told you! I'll bet this 
Mex curio dealer himself—" 

Crum shook his head at that. 
"No, I 'll vouch for Rubelio's inno-

cence. I t 's the man who sold him the 
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head that you'll have to find. I'll 
wri te Rubelio a note and he'll give you 
a description and all the help he can." 

Per ry scowled. "You mean you 
won't stay and help us—even now?" 

"I wish I could," Crum said slowly. 
"I t looks interesting. But it may be 
a long case and I've already promised 

He took a sheet of paper and began 
scrawling a message in Spanish to 
Rubelio Paredes. As soon as it was 
finished, Ox took it eagerly. 

"How about me going right over 
to see this fellow, Boss?" he asked. 

"Okay," Perry agreed. "I ' ll stay 
and try to change the colonel's mind." 

Hassel left and Perry began to ar-
gue. But Crum clung to his decision. 
They finally strolled out into the 
warm night and loitered near the big 
gates. While they were standing there 
a stocky man in a loud green shirt and 
fawn-colored slacks came out of the 
camp drug-store and sauntered toward 
them. He was "Doc" Oates, owner of 
the camp, and his sallow, blue-jowled 
face emanated professional good 
cheer. 

"Hiya, Colonel," he greeted. "One 
of our boys says your man said you're 
leaving tonight. Sure hate to lose 
such a distinguished guest." 

"Thanks," Crum replied. "I 'm sorry, 
too, but duty calls." 

Oates spoke to Sheriff Perry, then 
stood exchanging small talk. 

I t was a quiet, almost drowsy mo-
ment when they heard the voices. Talk 
had lagged, their cigarettes glowed in-
termittently in the darkness. Nothing 
more exciting seemed about than the 
night bugs zooming under the lights. 
And then that interruption. It came 
from the open window of a nearby 
darkened cabin—a woman's voice, low, 
musical, but edged with terror. 

"I can't sleep!" the mutter dr if ted 
out. "Can't get it off my mind—that 
cavelike place, the little savage squat-
ting there watching me. And that 
awful cat! Alive, but like a skinned 
carcass—completely hairless!" 

It ended on a gasp of revulsion. 
Then a male voice spoke, low and 
sick: 

"Stop it, Irma. I t 's bad enough to 
lie here without any body—just think-

ing, thinking—without hearing that 
again." 

"Heavenly days!" Perry breathed. 
"What was that?" 

Oates made a low chuckling sound, 
drew them aside, 

"Forgot to tell you that we had a 
couple of nuts in there." 

"Nuts?" Crum asked. 
"Well , the woman at least, seems to 

have gone screwy," Oates said. "The 
man's an invalid, paralyzed up to the 
neck. The woman evidently brought 
him here thinking the climate would 
help him. She wa6 all r ight when they 
got here, but last night she went off on 
a bat or something. I found her on 
the doorstep this morning, raving like 
she was hopped on marihuana, though 
she may be putt ing on to fool him 
about staying out." 

"You called a doctor?" Crum asked. 
"She wouldn't let me," Oates said. 

"I did the best I could. I'm a regis-
tered pharmacist myself and I fixed up 
a sedative for her. If it's really dope 
she's had, she'll soon sleep it off and be 
okay." 

He started strolling back toward the 
drug-store. Crum and Perry walked 
along beside him for a few paces. Then 
they turned back toward the trailer, 
letting Oates go on. But half-way 
across the court Crum stopped. 

"I must talk to that woman," he said 
flatly. 

"Wha t?" Perry exclaimed. "Refuse 
to help me, then let this doped woman 
get you interested?" 

Crum shook his head. "That was not 
the voice of a dope addict that we 
heard," he said, "but of a fr ightened 
woman with a sick husband who's at 
the end of her rope. Yes, I think it 
takes precedence over all the rest. 
We'll see if 'we can win her confi-
dence." 

C H A P T E R II 

Death Gires Warning 

WI N N I N G the woman's confi-
dence did not prove to be a sim-

ple matter. She was in a blue funk. The 
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fact that she was familiar with the 
reputation of Colonel Crum, and that 
the sheriff of the county was with him, 
did nothing to reassure her. 

"No, no," she told them through the 
half-open door, "we don't want any 
help. It 's a private matter. Please 
go away and forget what you heard." 

"We can't very well do that," Crum 
said. "And if you're in danger, it 's 
much worse to face it alone. I 'm sure 
your husband, if he's incapacitated, 
will want you to have all the protec-
tion possible." 

"Yes, Irma," a man's voice urged 
from the darkness, "let them in." 

"All right," the woman agreed with 
a sigh. "But come in quietly. I won't 
risk a light. I have an idea we're being 
spied on constantly." 

Crum and the sheriff stepped in 
and she offered them chairs. But as 
soon as Crum was seated, he produced 
a cigarette and struck a match to light 
it. He held it only a moment, but the 
brief glare allowed his eyes to photo-
graph the two occupants of the small 
room. 

The woman bore out the impression 
her voice had given him. Slender, 
haggard, forlorn, with her dressing 
gown hugged tightly about her, never-
theless she had an air of breeding. 
And in her pale lovely face a clear-
eyed courage shone through the lines 
of pain. The lean, helpless limbs of 
the man on the bed were outlined by 
the sheet. His stubble-darkened face 
was a mask of bitter f rustrat ion. 

"Please trust us," Crum said gently. 
"We want to help you." 

The firm sympathetic tone of his 
voice rarely failed him. The woman 
sighed. Then in a low flutelike voice 
she began her story, at the Colonel's 
gentle urging. 

Her husband, she said, was Roy 
Wheaton, a chemist. They were from 
Dallas. A few months ago Wheaton 
had suffered an injury in a fall, while 
escaping from a burning building. It 
had not seemed serious at the time, 
but later he had begun to lose the use 
of his limbs. The doctors had called 
it "spastic paralysis" but had seemed 
unable to cure him. The story, how-
ever, had been played up in the papers, 
due to heroic rescue work Wheaton 

had done, and one day they had re-
ceived through the mail a mysterious 
offer of help. 

"I know the letter by heart," Irma 
Wheaton said. "I t r an : ' I have read 
of your husband's case and I am con-
fident I can cure him. If you will 
come to Molina and not i fy me through 
the "Personal" column of the local 
paper, I will prove that my methods 
are scientific, even though I have to 
work secretly. You need not worry 
about money. Your husband is a chem-
ist and can repay me by helping me 
with my work after he is well again.' 
It was signed simply, 'Mr. Z'." 

Mrs. Wheaton paused, then finally 
said: "I know you're saying we're 
fools to fall for a crank letter like that. 
But we were so desperate. We came 
here at once and put the ad in the 
paper. We got a prompt answer 
through General Delivery, but it was 
a shock. 'Plans changed. Sorry. Go 
back to Dallas—Mr. Z.' was its brief 
message. That made me mad. He had 
no right to get us here and then throw 
us over. I put an ad in the paper: 
'Must have explanation before we 
leave', and signed my initials. That 
got results. A letter came directing 
us to rent a cabin at this camp and 
wait. We did so, and last night a man 
came." 

She took a deep breath, and covered 
her eyes with her hand a moment be-
fore she went on. 

"His looks didn't inspire trust," 
she said. "He was tall, thin, with a 
pinched yellowish face and shi f ty 
eyes. But he knew all about the nego-
tiations and said he wou^d take me 
straight to Mr. Z. I went with him, 
but I soon saw my mistake. I had let 
him blindfold me, and as soon as we 
were out of town he stopped the car, 
grabbed me, stifled my screams and 
stabbed me with a hypo." 

She faltered a little, then forced her-
self to say: 

"The rest was a nightmare. When 
I came to I was in an awful cavelike 
place, its walls hung with dirty can-
vas, its floor strewn with straw. There 
was a half-naked little savage squat-
ting by a lighted lantern watching me. 
He kept stroking an ugly cat without 
any hair on its body." She stopped. 
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"You think I 'm crazy?" 
"Not at all," Crum assured her. "It 's 

interesting. Go on." 
"I wasn't sure myself that what I 

saw was real," she said, "and I'm still 
confused. But at some time the tall 
man came in and began to threaten me. 
He said he had intended to kill me 
but had decided to let me go on one 
condition—that I leave Molina with 
my husband at once and never speak 
a word to anyone of what had hap-
pened. Naturally I promised, but—" 
she sighed deeply—"we couldn't leave. 
We haven't any money left." 

TH E R E was a short silence. Crum 
Could hear both man and woman 

breathing heavily in the darkness. 
Then the sheriff cleared his throat. 

"Mrs. Wheaton," he said, "I 'm not 
implying your story's false, but—well, 
you admit you were drugged. And 
that stuff about a hairless cat—" 

The woman laughed nervously. "I t 
was so like a nightmare I couldn't 
quite believe it myself. I wasn't sure 
I'd believe it later. That 's why, after 
he had given me that last hypo and 
had thrown me into the back of his 
car to bring me back, I groped about 
for something tangible to prove to 
myself later that I hadn't imagined it. 
But all I could find was a crumpled 
scrap of paper which I thrust into my 
blouse just before complete uncon-
sciousness claimed me. But it's as 
senseless as all the rest — utterly 
crazy!" 

"May I see it?" Crum asked. 
The woman got up and fumbled in a 

dresser drawer. She came back and 
thrust a folded paper into Crum's 
hand. He flashed on his light and 
glanced at it. It was a half sheet torn 
from a notebook. Wri t ten on it in 
a neat hand were the incredible words : 

Stick which catches fire—toucan tongue 
—thick gold stick—vine which is like a 
frog—magic stick which grows beside the 
big water—black poison stick—stick which 
is like a boa—root from the plant which 
talks in the wind. 

The sheriff, leaning over Crum's 
shoulder, muttered the words aloud. 

"What the—" he gulped, blinking 
rapidly. His brow furrowed. "Where 

the dickens did I hear something like 
that?" Suddenly he cracked a fist 
against his palm. "Powder River! 
I've got i t ! I t sounds like the junk 
Ox said he heard that crazy tramp 
mumbling! But I never paid much 
attention to it." 

Crum looked at him sharply. "Wha t 
crazy t ramp?" 

"Why," Perry said, "the guy Ox 
ran onto one night. Ox was search-
ing for Alban Hoyt, that vanished 
rabbit hunter, and was plodding 
through the brush land out beyond 
the irrigated section. It was af ter 
dark and he was heading home when 
he runs onto this fellow jus t on the 
edge of a field. The guy had a big 
tin can over a pile of twigs like he 
was getting ready to cook himself 
some tramp stew. But he didn' t have 
any food, only a mess of what looked 
like dried herbs. And he was mum-
bling to himself—just such stuff as 
that written on the paper there. Ox 
remembered it because it sounded so 
loco. Anyhow, when this t ramp sees 
Ox, he grabs the stuff and hightails it 
into the brush. I just figgered the 
fellow was crazy, though Ox thought 
he was up to some devilment." 

"Yes, it was devilment," Crum said. 
"Did Ox tell you just where this hap-
pened?" 

Perry scratched his head. "If he 
did, I've forgot." 

"Then we'd better find out that im-
portant point from Ox," Crum said, 
"and the sooner the better. I wouldn' t 
be surprised if the hide-out to which 
Mrs. Wheaton was taken is somewhere 
around that place. Let 's see if Ox has 
come back from La Cholla."* 

They stepped back into the court. 
But the sheriff 's car in which Ox 
had left was nowhere in sight. Aga 
had not returned either. 

"Maybe we'd better call a taxi," the 
sheriff suggested. " W e can drive 
over to La Cholla and see if we can 
catch Ox at that curio shop before 
he goes off on some tangent of his 
own." 

Crum agreed. Whi le Per ry went 
to call a cab, he stepped back to the 
Wheaton cabin and cautioned Mrs. 
Wheaton to lock her doors and win-
dows and not to admit anyone. 
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"I don't think you're in any im-
mediate danger," he said, "but we 
can't be too careful now. I'll leave 
a note at my trailer for my assistant, 
and as soon as he returns he'll stand 
guard at your door." 

WJfcJ 'HEN the taxi arrived Crum and 
w w the sheriff were whisked swift-

ly to the Mexican town. They found 
Rubelio Paredes sullen at being dis-
turbed a second time. The big man, 
Hassel, called Ox, he told them, had 
been there and had been given a de-
scription of the man who had sold Ru-
belio the shrunken head. The man 
was a thin, tall American, with yel-
lowish hair and a face which Rubelio 
said was like a prairie dog's. That, 
he swore, was all he knew. 

"Fi ts in with the woman's descrip-
tion all right," Sheriff Perry remarked 
excitedly to Crum. "Well , let's get 
on. Ox is probably waiting for us at 
the tourist camp right now." 

They were driven quickly back to 
the tourist camp. But no sooner had 
they stepped from the taxi than Doc 
Oates, the camp proprietor, came run-
ning through the gates. His face was 
flushed, his eyes wide with alarm. 

"Colonel Crum, thank the Lord 
you're back! Marshal Crowley's about 
to shoot that fellow, Aga, of yours 
and—" 

His words broke off as a shot rang 
out inside the court. Hoarse oaths 
followed as Crum and the sheriff 
dived through the gates. Two strug-
gling shapes were wallowing on the 
ground in f ront of the Wheaton cab-
in. The struggle ceased as Crum 
shot his flash beam out. 

Aga Asian, a calm but questioning 

look on his dark face, was seated atop 
a tall, raw-boned, booted man, whose 
arms he was holding firmly pinioned 
to the ground. A .45 revolver and a 
white sombrero lay nearby. The ugly 
lantern-jawed face of the tall man was 
apoplectic. 

"Get him offa me, Per ry!" he bawled 
at the sheriff. "Get him offa me! I'll 
kill the danged fur r iner !" 

"Seems you ain't had much luck 
so far, Dave," the sheriff said. "What ' s 
wrong? That feller is Colonel Crum's 
assistant." 

"I don't give a hoot if he's the gov-
ernor's pet bull," Town Marshal Crow-
ley raged. "He's resisted arrest and 
attacked an officer and—" 

"What happened, Aga?" Crum 
asked. 

"Effendi," the giant said patiently, 
"there is perhaps a mistake. The note 
you left told me to guard this cabin. 
I got here only about ten minutes ago. 
I came here at once. But no sooner 
had I sat down than this man came 
prowling." 

The sheriff let out a loud guffaw. 
"Well , let him up, Aga. He's the 

town marshal, though what he's doing 
creeping around here, I don't know." 

"I 'm attending to my business!" 
Crowley snarled. "Which is more 
than some law officers in this place 
does. I'm makin' my rounds when I 
see this furr iner here drive into the 
camp in a big limousine. Well, I'm 
always on the lookout for furr in 
agents, so I says, 'I 'll just see where 
this big hombre goes.' I step in be-
hind this cabin, see him go to the 
trailer there, then come sneakin' back. 
I'm about to arrest hirfi when he ups 
and attacks me." [Turn page] 
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"Well, he was on duty here," the 
sheriff dismissed it, "so just forget 
it, Dave." He looked at his watch. 
"Wonder why Ox ain't come back?" 

"Hassel?" Oates who was standing 
nearby gave a start. "Why, he's here. 
In the excitement, I forgot to tell you. 
He got back about twenty minues ago. 
I told him you two had left, so he said 
he'd just wait. He parked over there.'' 
He nodded toward a shadowy corner 
of the court. 

Crum and the sheriff turned. There 
was a big tree and parking space at 
that end of the court, and now they 
saw the dim outline of the car. 

"Well, I'll be durned!" the sheriff 
snorted. "Ox always was bad about 
going to sleep as soon as dark came. 
But I wouldn't thought he could 
sleep through all this racket. Well, 
let's go wake him up." 

He started off, followed by Crum. 
The other three men trailed behind. 
But as for waking Ox Hassel up, that 
did not prove to be a simple matter. 
Crum's sharp eyes were the first to 
note something incongruous in the 
silhouette of the mountainous figure 
slumped over the wheel. 

HE quickened his pace, flung his 
flash-beam out. The men be-

hind him stopped as if they had sud-
denly run into a wire fence. A gagged 
cry broke from the sheriff 's lips. Ox 
was there—but only a part of him. The 
huge body was propped against the 
wheel, but his head was missing. Only 
the bloody stump of a neck rose from 
the sloping shoulders. 

Crum, his nerves quivering, stepped 
forward and flung the car door open. 
A small white card fell out upon the 
running board. He picked it up, 
trained his light on it and read: 

Let this warn you, Crura. Move out and 
keep moving. 

The Taker of Heads. 

The hour that followed was a hectic 
one. While Aga worked with flash-
bulb and camera, photographing the 
body and scouring the car for finger-
prints, Crum and the officers ques-
tioned all guests and employees of the 
Friendly Tourist Courts. Only the 

Wheatons were excepted, and Oates 
was cautioned not to mention them. 

While Town Marshal Crowley was 
loudly airing his views to the news-
paper men, Crum and the sheriff 
talked briefly with the Wheatons, 
then hung a "Sick—No Visitors" sign 
on their door. 

But all the questioning came to 
nothing. No one, camp employee or 
guest, had heard any disturbance up 
to the time of Aga's and Crowley's 
altercation. No suspicious-looking 
stranger had been seen anywhere 
about. 

"It 's devilish!" Sheriff Per ry 
summed it up as he sat in Crum's 
trailer after the first rush of excite-
ment had died down. "How could this 
fiend come and go, as invisible as the 
air? How could he have beheaded Ox 
who'd have tackled a bull, and who 
was armed to boot?" 

"I think I can explain that part of 
it," Crum said. "Ox, I think, was 
stunned with curare. The killer prob-
ably crept up behind him, gave him 
a gentle stab that wouldn't have hurt 
more than a pin-prick, but which 
would have made him limp and help-
less almost instantly. The beheading 
would then have been a simple mat-
t e r " 

The sheriff shuddered. "It 's awful! 
And all because we talked too loud 
about Ox having heard that man mut-
tering the mumbo-jumbo!" 

"I'm afraid so," Crum admitted. 
"The killer was evidently spying on 
the Wheatons while we were talking 
tonight. He knew he had to silence 
Ox before we learned from him just 
where that tramp had been seen. The 
hide-out undoubtedly must be near 
that place, as I said. We've got to 
find it, Dew." 

"Sure," the sheriff moaned. "But 
how? The land around here's all ir-
rigated farms, with brush and hills 
beyond. We don't know where to 
start." 

"We might start with Alban Hoyt. 
the vanished farmer," Crum said. 
"My guess is that his only connec-
tion with the case is that he stumbled 
on this 'cavelike' hide-out, as a man 
hunting rabbits might do, and paid 
for it with his life. Where was he 
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hunting that day?" 
"Nobody seems to know," the 

sheriff replied. "Hoyt was in the 
habit of wandering long distances 
when he hunted, sometimes clean on 
the other side of town from his place. 
Of course I'll organize another search 
party, but what have we got to look 
for? A cavelike hide-out, which is 
sure to be cleverly concealed, and a 
blond, weasel-faced man. That 's all." 

"Not quite," Crum said dreamily. 
"There 's the hairless cat." 

"The hairless cat! You really be-
lieve Mrs. Wheaton saw that?" 

"Of course," Crum said. "And cats 
are apt to roam about." 

"Meaning?" 
Crum took a sheet of paper and be-

gan to wri te : 

Lost, Strayed or Stolen—"Baldy," a hair-
less cat. Freak show owner will pay twen-
ty dollars for information leading to recov-
ery. Call with cat or information at 
newspaper office. 

He handed the sheet to Perry. 
"Get that in the morning paper if 

it's possible," he said. "A hairless cat 
is a sight not apt to be forgotten. It 
may bring results." He got up from 
his chair. "That, I think, is about 
all we can do tonight. You may as 
well get some sleep. I'm going to work 
awhile on those letters of Mrs. Whea-
ton's." 

C H A P T E R I I I 

The Hairless Cat 

JUST as soon as Perry had gone, 
Crum procured from Mrs. Whea-

ton the three letters signed "Mr. Z." 
He laid them out beside the warning 
card which had been left with Hassel's 
body, and labeled them A, B, C and D. 
He photographed them, ran the prints 
quickly through his small dryer, and 
began a careful comparison of the 
handwriting of each. 

The three letters, all writ ten in a 
small cramped hand, appeared identi-
cal at first glance. But Crum's analy-
sis developed the interesting fact that 

letters B and C, received by the Whea-
tons af ter reaching Molina, were in 
reality skil lful forgeries of the hand-
wri t ing of the first letter which had 
offered them aid. 

Continuing, he turned his attention 
to the warning card left with Ox 
Hassel's body. A fur ther startl ing 
fact came to light. The warning, 
though obviously in a disguised hand, 
was not, he convinced himself, writ ten 
by the writer of either the first or the 
second and third letters. 

Three different men, then, were con-
cerned in this grisly puzzle! 

Mulling this over, Crum strolled 
out and relieved Aga who had re-
sumed his guard post on the Wheaton 
doorstep. Later in the night Aga took 
up the watch again while Crum slept. 
The rest of the night passed unevent-
fully. 

But next morning the local news-
paper had a field day. Conspicuous 
among the lurid accounts and specula-
tions about the "Molina Maniac" as 
the newspaper accounts dubbed the 
killer, were the quoted opinions of 
Town Marshal Crowley. The sheriff 's 
office, Crowley said, was not only in-
competent, but a joke and a disgrace. 
Even with the presence of a world-
famous detective to bolster it, the de-
partment had allowed one of its men 
to be murdered. And almost at the 
same moment, the famous detective's 
assistant had been busy obstructing 
Town Marshal Crowley who might 
otherwise have caught the killer. 

That had its effect. Amidst the 
wild rumors running rife through the 
streets, muttered jibes and threats 
against Sheriff Perry were mingled. 
It was only with difficulty that he 
was able to enlist enough men to help 
in his search of the brushlands for 
the "cavelike" hide-out. 

Crum worked at such clues as he 
had. Most of the fingerprints taken 
from the car proved to be Hassel's and 
the sheriff's. Also, a set of smudged 
impressions indicated that the killer 
had worn rubber gloves. Scant hope 
was left that any of the fingerprints 
would prove useful. And as the day 
wore on, no answer came to the adver-
tisement for the hairless cat. 

One fresh angle, however, did de-
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veiop. The discovery of a small punc-
ture near the left shoulder of Hassel's 
body set Crum to searching the ground 
about the murder spot carefully At a 
point behind a tree he found scattered 
shavings, evidently from a sharpened 
pencil. He collected them. A finely 
sharpened pencil would have made 
an excellent vehicle for the curare 
which had stunned Hassel. But it 
would have been a dangerous thing 
to carry in the pocket afterward. He 
continued his search, and in a refuse 
can, found the pencil, its tip stained 
brown by the poison. 

Crum examined pencil and shavings 
under his microscope and found what 
he had hoped to find—the tiny nicks 
inevitably left by the blade which 
had sharpened it. At once he began 
making delicate moulage casts of both 
the pencil and the shavings. It was 
late afternoon by then and he was 
busy under the laboratory lights, ap-
plying a coat of positive moulage with 
a Chinese hair brush, when Sheriff 
Dew Perry came in. 

The sheriff was haggard, weary, dis-
couraged. 

"Not a thing," he announced. 
"There simply ain't any natural caves 
in that brushland, and we've visited 
every farm that's got a cellar or a dug-
out on it. No business. But unless 
something's done soon it won't be 
safe for me to walk the streets with-
out a bodyguard. Folks are that riled 
up." 

He looked curiously at the pencil 
on which Crum was working. 

"What 's that?" he asked. 

CRUM told him, explained how 
cutting edges may be identified 

as positively as fingerprints by the 
characteristic traces they leave. 

"But," the sheriff said ruefully, "you 
got to get the cutting edge first." 
Then he added, almost as an after-
thought, "Oh, yeah, I came by the 
Sentinel office, and there's a report 
on that hairless cat." 

Crum laid down his work. "The 
creature's been brought in?" 

"Naw," Perry said. "But a Mex 
truck farmer, Joe Salinas, out west 
of town, claims he's seen the critter. 
Says she comes by his place some-

times of an evenin' to beg for food. 
Says he aims to catch her. But I 
wouldn't put too much faith in it. He 
may be just lying to get the twenty 
dollars." 

"You still don't believe in the hair-
less cat, eh?" Crum asked. He was 
peeling off his apron. "Well, let's 
go and see Joe Salinas anyhow." 

Hurriedly he packed a small kit 
with a hypodermic syringe and var-
ious tubes of chemicals. Then he 
left orders with Aga to guard the 
Wheatons every minute and followed 
the sheriff to his car. 

The colors of sunset were fading 
in a gray haze as they drove swift ly 
down a road crisscrossed by irriga-
tion ditches, and drew up finally be-
fore a low adobe hut on the outskirts 
of the farm district. A dim light 
burned inside and Mexican children 
were playing in the twilight. A 
stooped man in dirty dungarees 
shuffled out of the door to meet them. 

"Hello, Joe," the sheriff greeted. 
"Did you catch that cat?" 

"Si, si." Salinas replied. "I have 
her, the ugly beast." 

They got out and followed him to a 
lattice-covered box near the door. 
Crouched inside, and whining plain-
tively, was a gaunt tabby cat whose 
hairless body had the mottled naked-
ness of a salamander. But Crum, once 
he had made fr iends by the proffer of 
a meat scrap, lifted the cat out as if 
she had been a priceless vase. Press-
ing a twenty-dollar bill into the eager 
hand of Joe Salinas, he cradled the 
cat in his arms and started down the 
road. 

"Hey," the sheriff asked, "where you 
going?" 

"The cat will decide that for us," 
Crum replied. "She's hungry and will 
probably head for home." 

"You aim to follow her? But its 
almost dark—" 

"So much the better," Crum said. 
He had stooped and produced a 

small tube from his pocket kit. Mois-
tening a finger, he made two crossing 
marks on the cat's back. The marks 
glowed with a whitish luminosity. 

The sheriff chuckled. "Luminous 
paint, huh?" 

Crum released the cat and stood up. 
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She rubbed against his ankle for a 
moment, whined. But getting no more 
food, she bounded away into a nearby 
field and started across it at a slow 
trot. 

Crum and the now excited sheriff 
followed. The cat ambled along at 
a uniform pace, paying no attention 
to them. She seemed to know where 
she was going. 

It was dark now save for a faint 
af terglow like the sheen of heated 
metal illumining the edges of the hills 
beyond the brushland. In the hot 
silence tension seemed to grow. 
Neither man spoke, but both were 
thinking of the red-haired tzantza, of 
Ox Hassel's headless body. 

Finally they came to a fenced lane. 
The cat crossed it. On the opposite 
side the silhouette of a hay pile 
loomed up beside an empty cattle pen. 

"What ' s this place?" Crum asked 
in a whisper. 

"It 's a part of the Greeve farm," 
the sheriff replied. "Used to be a 
shack here, but it was torn down. The 
house is far ther on across the field 
there. Place hasn't been farmed this 
year, but I think old Professor Greeve 
has come back to live in the house, 
though I couldn't get any answer 
when I stopped there today while I 
was searching." 

"And who is Professor Greeve?" 
Crum asked. 

"Jus t a harmless old codger who 
used to teach science in the Molina 
High School," the sheriff said. "But 
he quit and went off somewhere sev-
eral years ago and just recently came 
back." He stopped. "Say, that cat 
seems to be heading for the Greeve 
house!" 

SHE was. For a few moments the 
luminous X on her back had van-

ished in the shadows about the hay 
pile. But now it had reappeared, was 
moving straight across the field to-
ward a light which marked a window 
in the house. 

Cautiously the men followed. Near-
ing the place, they crept up behind 
a shed and peered around its corner. 
The cat was now whining at the back 
door of what appeared to be the 
kitchen. Through its lighted win-

dow they could see the lean, bearded 
figure of a man bending over a stove 
where a huge boiling pot was emitting 
dense fumes into the air. 

"That 's old Professor Greeve," the 
sheriff muttered. "But what—" 

He stopped. The man had moved 
from the stove. A moment later the 
door opened and his gaunt shape stood 
framed in its embrasure. His scrawny 
torso was naked, and outlined in the 
light, his shaggy head looked start-
lingly large, with its great skull dome 
and sunken eye sockets. In one bony 
hand he was holding a slender stick, 
while the other clutched a huge kick-
ing bullfrog. 

He stepped out and squatted down 
in the patch of light. Pinioning the 
frog's forelegs under his toe, he 
stretched the rubbery body out and 
deliberately forced the pointed stick 
into the delicate white underskin of 
he creature's hind leg. Then he with-
drew the stick and prodded the frog. 
It began to jump. 

"Shuc!" the squatting man grunted. 
"Ishcai, quimsa!" 

The frog made three jumps. Then 
it collapsed in a limp heap. 

Sheriff Perry 's breath made a harsh 
sound in the darkness. 

"The old fool's gone stark mad!" 
he muttered. "He could be murdering 
for pleasure, torturing animals like 
that, muttering gibberish like an 
idiot!" 

"No," Crum said in a low voice. 
"He's merely counting in the language 
of the Jivaro Indians, a habit he may 
have picked up while watching them 
test their curare on frogs—just as he 
is doing now." 

"Curare! So that's what he's cook-
ing?" 

"Undoubtedly," Crum said. "The 
man whom Ox Hassel surprised on 
the field's edge was also starting to 
cook curare. In fact, that paper which 
Mrs. Wheaton picked up in her cap-
tor's car—'stick which talks in the 
wind,' and all that stuff you called 
mumbo-jumbo, was simply a formula 
for making curare, writ ten down in 
the terminology of the Jivaros." 

"The devil!" Perry grated. "And 
you knew that all along? Well, any-
how, we've got him now!" 
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He drew his gun and stepped out. 
"Get 'em up, Greeve! It 's the law." 
The squatting man jerked up his 

head. His sunken eye6 stared at them 
in glassy panic. Then he tottered 
slowly upright, raising his bony arms. 

"All right, Sheriff," he quavered. 
"All right. I know when I'm 
whipped. I suppose I'm charged with 
practicing without a license!" 

"Practising without a license!" The 
sheriff was thunderstruck. "What in 
thunderation are you trying to pull 
on me?" 

"I think I know," Crum spoke 
quietly. "Suppose we go in and talk." 

Old Greeve stumbled ahead of them 
into the fume-reeking kitchen. He 
sank into a chair and cradled his 
bearded head in his hands. Perry kept 
his gun on Greeve, but looked be-
wilderedly at Crum. 

"He means," the little detective ex-
plained, "that he's been guilty of prac-
ticing medicine without a license." He 
faced the old professor. "How long," 
he asked, "have you been working on 
your curare treatment for spastic 
paralysis, Professor?" 

"How do you know that?" Greeve 
shot back warily. 

"I 'm a scientist of a sort myself," 
Crum answered modestly. "So nat-
urally I 'm familiar with the experi-
ments being carried on in that field. 
And since Roy Wheaton is suffering 
from one of the ailments classed 
roughly as spastic paralysis—" 

"So you know the Wheatons!" old 
Greeve interrupted. "Yes, I thought 
so. They turned me in, didn't they? 
That 's grat i tude!" 

CRUM held up a restraining hand. 

"Let 's not go so fast," he said. 
"Tell me about your work." 

"My work? It 's over now!" the old 
man said bitterly. "And all because 
I don't happen to have a doctor's li-
cense! Yet I know more about the 
possibilities of curare than any of 
them. Ever since I was a poorly paid 
science teacher I've dreamed of per-
fecting a cure for spastic paralysis— 
the curse that made my mother an in-
valid for years. As soon as I could 
save enough money I went to the 
jungles, studied the making of curare 

there, developed a type of unsurpassed 
strength and purity. But I had to 
work outside the law as far as testing 
my treatment was concerned. I came 
back to my old home, set myself up 
secretly here. I read of Roy Whea-
ton's case, wrote to them offering my 
h e l p - " 

"And then terrorized the woman!" 
Perry put in. 

"Terrorized her?" Greeve repeated. 
"I never saw her. They came to Mo-
lina and put an ad in the paper as I 
had directed. I wrote them a letter 
telling them to come here. But I got 
no answer except another ad in the 
paper which demanded some sort of 
explanation. I couldn't understand it 
and wrote to them again, since the 
only way I knew to reach them was 
through General Delivery. There has 
been no answer and I have still been 
waiting." 

"You mailed the letters to them 
yourself?" Crum asked. 

"I mailed the first one," Greeve said. 
"But my assistant, Henry Nolte, 
mailed the others." 

"Henry Nolte," Crum repeated. "Is 
he a tall lean fellow with blond hair 
and a weasel face?" 

"Well ," Greeve said, "Henry isn't 
pretty, poor fellow. He was a very 
sick man when I found him in Ecua-
dor, stranded, penniless. But I weaned 
him away from—well, it was the drug 
habit. I gave him a job, brought him 
back with me. And he's been a big 
help, does almost everything for me. 
Buried in my work as I am, he's my 
sole contact with the outside." 

"Worse luck for you," Crum said. 
"But you have another member of 
your household too, don't you, Profes-
sor? A native Indian?" 

Greeve gave a start. "You know 
that too? Yes, Yacu is a J ivaro I 
brought back with me. But I've al-
ways kept him under cover, knowing 
he would attract attention, excite 
curiosity. I only let him out at night 
to get a little fresh air—in Nolte's 
company, of course. Though Yacu is 
quite harmless." 

"He might be, under ordinary cir-
cumstances," Crum said. "But cooped 
up and repressed like that, I imagine 
a savage would be easy prey for a 
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fiend who tempted and enslaved him 
with drugs and gave free reign to his 
head-hunting proclivities. By the 
way, where are these two now?" 

"Why," Greeve said, "they lef t 
about twenty minutes ago for a little 
ride in the car." 

"Thunderat ion!" Perry gasped. 
"Those two murdering devils at 
large!" He moved threateningly to-
ward Greeve. "Are you trying to 
pretend you don't know what they've 
been up to?" 

Greeve goggled dazedly. "Murder-
ing devils, you say? I don't know 
what you mean. I rarely read the 
papers, I live like a hermit." 

"I think the professor is probably 
telling the t ruth," Crum interrupted. 
"He admits writ ing the first letter to 
the Wheatons. But the other two, 
which were writ ten af ter they got to 
Molina, were written by another hand. 
And since it was a forgery of the pro-
fessor's handwriting, it would seem 
to indicate that the professor has been 
deceived too." 

"Deceived? I?" 
"Yes, and worse," Crum replied. 

"Your man Nolte is playing some deep 
and ugly game. He's got your Jivaro 
Indian in it with him. They've got 
a cavelike hide-out of some sort to 
which they probably go at night. Some 
time ago they killed a rabbit hunter 
who stumbled on the place. Your Ji-
varo cured his head and Nolte sold it, 
along with some curare he had either 
made or stolen from you, to a curio 
dealer in La Cholla." 

OLD Greeve's sunken eyes grew 
wide and startled. 

"I can't believe it!" he exclaimed. 
"Henry wouldn' t—after all I've done 
for him. And Yacu—Yacu is quite 
harmless!" 

"Not if a white man has fed him 
drugs," Crum said. "Marihuana, for 
instance. Not if the savage's re-
pressed impulses have been played 
upon, a resentment built up in his 
mind against you for keeping him 
cooped up. And he has been given 
a chance to go back to his jungle prac-
tices of head-hunting. But that 's not 
all Nolte has done. Let me ask you, 
did he know about your •'.nvitation to 

the Wheatons at the time you wrote 
to them?" 

"No," Greeve said. "I told him about 
it later." 

"Then that explains why he didn't 
stop them before they came to Mo-
lina," said Crum. "But, failing that, 
he did the best he could. He forged 
letters in your handwriting, the first 
telling them to go back. But the wo-
man refused to go without an explana-
tion from you. So he kidnaped her 
and threatened her with death unless 
she and her husband got out. Later 
still, a deputy sheriff was murdered 
because he knew too much." 

"But why?" Greeve protested. 
"Why would Henry do that?" 

"Can't you guess?" Crum asked. 
"It 's clear he was desperate to keep 
the Wheatons away from you. And 
the reason for that, it seems to me, 
must be your offer to let Wheaton re-
pay you with his help in your work. 
Obviously, Wheaton, being a chemist, 
would have access to your secrets, 
might learn perhaps of formulas 
which Nolte covets for himself. 
Curare isn't the only valuable drug 
the jungle holds. Isn't it true that 
you are working on other formulas 
too?" 

An evasive look came into Greeve's 
eyes. 

"But I keep my formulas locked 
away," he said. "Also, they're written 
in jungle terminology." 

"I know that," Crum replied, "be-
cause Nolte did steal your curare 
formula—tore it f rom one of your 
note-books. But he's evidently af ter 
something else, something which, if 
he can't steal it, he'll get by holding 
you captive in his hide-out and tor-
turing you until he does get it. I 
imagine he arranged that hide-out for 
that specific purpose!" 

The hairless cat had come into the 
room and now lay curled up on the 
floor. Crum looked down at her, then 
back at Greeve. 

"There are numbers of jungle drugs 
which have proved valuable commer-
cially," he said. "There 's quinine, 
and more recently rotenone, the fish 
poison now used in insecticides. And 
there's another, as yet unexploited, 
though often spoken of by explorers." 
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6ent out and a posse organized to 
round up the Jivaro. Crowley lis-
tened with infuriating calmness. 

"Okay," he drawled, "I'll do the 
best I can. Reckon Dew Perry' l l call 
on me sooner next time he goes off 
to get himself in a mess." 

Crum hung up and went back into 
the kitchen. He told Greeve of the 
kidnaping and advised him to get his 
gun and stand guard over the injured 
sheriff. Then he hurried out. 

The night was moonless. As Crum 
moved swift ly away from the lighted 
house the warm darkness closed about 
him like a tangible menace. He knew 
how the Jivaros can move as silently 
as shadows. He knew the deadly ac-
curacy of their gleaming blow-guns. 
He knew that Yacu was somewhere 
about. 

HE reached the center of a field, 
crouched down, gripping his 

revolver, and stared toward the scat-
tered lights of Molina five miles away. 
Was he too late? Had the kidnaper 
already reached his secret haven? 

He tensed. Down the road from 
town the lights of a car winked like a 
firefly against the flat darkness, grew 
larger as it drew nearer. It was com-
ing toward the Greeve house. But 
suddenly it swerved, moved along a 
field's edge and turned into a lane. 
Its beams, poking out like luminous 
antennae, were pointed straight at the 
cow pen and the haystack. 

The haystack! Suddenly Crum got 
it. A cavelike place, hung with can-
vas, strewn with straw, Irma Wheaton 
had said. And he recalled how the 
cat had come here first before going 
to the Greeve house. The hide-out was 
probably inside the haystack, stand-
ing there in plain sight all the time, 
while they had been searching for a 
cave! 

The car had stopped a couple of 
hundred yards away. The abductor 
was not risking driving up to the 
place. As the lights were snapped 
off Crum started running across the 
field. He reached a point between 
the haystack and the parked car and 
stopped. He could not hear or see a 
thing. But the wires of the nearby 
fence suddenly gave off a singing 

note. Crum gripped his gun and 
waited. 

Something moved vaguely in the 
darkness ahead. I t came nearer—a 
man's shape, with a white burden in 
his arms. Feet slogged soft ly in the 
loose earth. Slowly Crum raised his 
gun. Then he froze. Out of the dark-
ness something sang past his ear like 
a giant wasp—a blow-gun dar t ! He 
spun about. A small dark shape 
shifted in the blackness and he fired, 
pumping four shots at the elusive 
shadow. 

But he had given his position away. 
A pistol shot from the other direc-
tion caused him to fling himself flat, 
whirl to send his last shot at the tall 
figure now charging down upon him. 
He missed, hurled his pistol, clawed 
for his curare gun. 

Too late. The towering shape 
pounced down, gun swinging club-
wise. It cracked against Crum's skull 
with a violence that flattened him in 
the dirt again, too stunned to resist 
the bony hands that seized him, 
pinned him flat, began trussing up 
his wrists and ankles with wire. 

Crum raised his head to keep the 
dust from smothering him. His 
senses cleared. 

"Yacu, Yacu, quick!" a rasping 
voice was calling. "Drag him inside. 
I'll take the woman in, then I'll get 
Greeve. Hur ry!" 

Li f t ing Crum's body in short but 
powerful arms, the Jivaro followed 
the tall figure plodding ahead with 
the woman. At the haystack Crum 
was flung down. A bale had been 
moved aside. Dim light shone from 
the tunnel-like hole. The Jivaro 
waited for the tall man to crawl out. 
Then he dragged Crum in. 

The hollow space inside the hay-
stack, roofed with planks and hung 
with dirty tarpaulins, was lit by a 
dim lantern. In one corner lay the 
bound, gagged and unconscious body 
of Irma Wheaton. 

The Jivaro had flung Crum into a 
corner, picked up a machete, and now 
squatted by the entrance. The fever-
ish gleam of marihuana shone in his 
black button eyes. 

"Why you fight your master, Pro-
fessor Greeve?" Crum asked him. 
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The Jivaro slapped his chest. "Me 
go back Ecuador. Much money. 
Much heads. Me be big chief. Nolte 
promise." 

So that was it. And now Nolte 
had gone back for Greeve. There was 
a chance that the posse from town 
might surprise him there. But Crum 
did not count on it. The crisis was 
quickly shaping to a head. Nolte had 
planned the hide-out as a place in 
which to torture Greeve into giving 
up the formula. But his time was 
limited now, and he would certainly 
allow none of them to escape alive. 
Unless— 

PA I N F U L L Y Crum strained and 
twisted at the wire around his 

wrists. But the Jivaro was watching 
him intently. He had to work slowly, 
carefully. Moments ticked past, then 
a sound came from the tunnel. The 
tall man came backing in like a spider 
dragging its prey. The prey was the 
limp body of old Professor Greeve. 
He was unconscious and bound with 
wire. Blood from an ugly welt on 
his forehead stained his face and 
beard. 

The man dragged him into the cen-
ter of the room, turned. He had a 
small head on a scrawny neck. Thin 
yellow hair was plastered close to his 
skull and his face had a sharp rodent 
look. Sucking on a cigarette which 
released the acrid smell of marihuana, 
he scowled at Greeve. 

Crum studied him, appraising the 
drugged brain with which he had to 
deal. Finally he spoke. 

"You may have killed him and lost 
your chance to get the formula af ter 
all." 

"What formula?" Nolte growled 
warily. 

"The formula," Crum said, "which 
you were so afraid the chemist, Roy 
Wheaton, might get hold of. The for-
mula for the fabulous jungle depila-
tory, sometimes called Avelina Blan-
ca, the permanent non-toxic hair re-
mover with which the Indians keep 
themselves beardless and hairless. A 
compound of that stuff fit for civ-
ilized use would be worth a fortune." 

"He told you about that?" Nolte 
demanded. 

"Never mind," Crum said. "Wha t 
I 'm warning you about, Nolte, is that 
you'll never profit from it." 

"I won't, eh? And why not?" 
"Because," Crum said, "you're too 

dumb. You're simply a tool in the 
hands of a man who has duped you 
with drugs and promises, just as you 
have duped the Jivaro. He'll get the 
profits and you'll take the rap." 

He paused. Nolte's eyes had nar-
rowed. 

"You see," Crum went on, "I found 
that three different men had wri t ten 
the letters to Mrs. Wheaton and the 
warning note left on Hassel's body. 
That last was the work of the clever 
man who's using you. I believe he 
killed Hassel too—and cleverly. But 
you blundered by killing the hunter, 
Hoyt, or letting the Jivaro kill him. 
You're known to the police, while 
the other man has kept hidden. You're 
a risk to him and a liability. And 
you'll be the goat, unless—" 

"Unless?" Nolte said it sneeringly. 
But a germ of suspicion was in his 
slitted eyes. 

Crum pressed his point. "Unless 
you use your brain and check out 
while the checking's good. I don't 
think you killed Hassel, and I sus-
pect the Jivaro killed Hoyt. That 
would leave you clear of actual mur-
der. And if you'll come clean, put 
the finger on the man who's using 
you—" 

It had seemed for a moment that 
Nolte was wavering. And Crum, who 
had talked himself out of more than 
one tough spot, was beginning to 
hope. But a sudden reaction stirred 
Nolte's drug-swollen ego. 

"Dumb, am I?" he grated. "You'll 
see how dumb I am!" 

He turned, grabbed a pitchfork that 
was propped against one wall and 
jabbed its tines savagely against 
Greeve's stomach. The old man gave 
a wild cry and opened his eyes. 

"I want that formula!" Nolte 
snarled. "I want it now!" 

"But it 's not perfected, Henry," 
Greeve whimpered. "I swear i t ! I 
didn't remove the cat's hair with the 
stuff. I shaved her. True, the stuff 
has checked her hair growth since, 
but I don't know yet—" 
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"I aimed to let you finish it ," Nolte 
rasped, "but there 's no time now. I ' l l 
take what you've got. Out wi th it, or 
I ' l l rake you to pieces. I ' l l murder 
the woman before your eyes! I ' l l—" 

W i t h a crazy edge to his voice, 
Crum knew he was quite capable of 
carrying out the threat . 

"Tel l him, Greeve!" he said. 
Greeve's face was green under the 

sweat. "All r ight , Henry , " he said. 
" I t ' s in the secret pocket in my belt, 
all wr i t t en down." 

l ^ T O L T E pounced on him like a 
1. w hawk, r ipped the belt f rom its 
loops, unsnapped a flap near the 
buckle and extracted a folded paper. 
Gloating lit his face as he rose. 

"Mil l ions!" he sighed. "Mil l ions!" 
"For your boss." Crum said. 
Nolte glared at him, his thin lips 

quivered. He drew a revolver f rom 
his pocket, leveled it at Crum. 

"Henry Nolte will outsmart you 
all!" he snarled. "I've got the formula 
now. As soon as I kill you and the 
others, I'll do a fade-out." 

A faint sound f rom the tunnel spun 
Nolte about. He swung his gun to-
ward the dark hole a second too late. 
A shot blasted and Henry Nolte 
pi tched forward, one outf lung hand 
still holding the crumpled formula. 

The J ivaro who had sprung to his 
feet made a backward leap for safety . 
T h e second shot caught him in mid-
air. He fell twitching, a hole dril led 
neat ly between his eyes. 

Crum was pull ing wildly at the 
wires that bound him. The gun flares 
had revealed the masked shape 
crouching in the tunnel. Now it 
moved forward. Steel-cold eyes 
shone between the hat-brim and the 
handkerchief which hid the lower fea-
tures. A hand snatched the paper 
f r o m Nolte 's grip. 

And jus t then Crum's bleeding 
wr is t s came f ree as the twisted wire 
finally broke. 

It was an instant of crisis. In one 
swi f t move Crum's hand could reach 
the curare gun at his vest f ron t . A 
single shot would do the job. But 
not before the masked killer had 
fired. Both would certainly die. 

Crum had no desire to die. But 

the lives of o thers hung in the bal-
ance—Greeve's and the brave wom-
an's. T h e woman he had promised to 
protect . 

In a flash his decision was made. 
His r igh t hand flew f rom behind him, 
seized the curare gun. Bu t something 
else was happening. T h e ki l ler ' s gun 
had swung toward the lantern. A 
shot blasted and the lantern crashed. 

Crum rolled face down as a dull 
explosion filled the hollow space. 
St reamers of burn ing oil laced the 
air. He raised himself to see the 
s t raw-st rewn floor already blazing like 

•a prair ie fire. T o n g u e s of flame licked 
hungr i ly along the hangings . 

Quickly he f reed his ankles, flung 
himself toward Greeve, twisted loose 
the wires that bound him. 

"He lp me wi th the woman!" he 
panted. 

Greeve scrambled up. T h e hay-
walled crypt was a to r ture chamber 
now. T h e hangings quivered in red-
edged shreds. T h e baled hay was tak-
ing fire. Thick smoke blinded their 
eyes and seared their lungs like acid. 

Bl indly they groped toward the 
helpless woman, began dragging her 
toward the exit . T h e y reached it and 
Greeve began pul l ing her in by her 
feet while Crum l i f ted her head. A 
whiff of f resh air f rom the hole re-
vived them. A few more seconds and 
they would be safe. Then Greeve 
screamed. T h e bale of hay that 
formed the lintel above the opening 
had fallen, p inn ing the old professor 
beneath it. 

Crum sprang forward , braced his 
shoulder against the bale, heaved. 
But o thers above it had fal len too. 
He couldn ' t budge it. Stooping, he 
seized Greeve's hand and tried to drag 
him forward . But he could not do it. 
His blood was boil ing in his veins 
now and his lungs were choking. 
Suddenly he heard the cries and 
shouts of alarm outside. Help had 
arrived, but too late. Human s t r eng th 
could never snatch them f rom this 
oven. 

Not ord inary human s t r eng th any-
how. Bi t te r ly , Crum though t of Aga, 
his tower ing bulk and migh ty shoul-
ders, Aga lying unconscious—or 
dead! 
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He dropped Greeve's hands. The 
place was now a flaming inferno. 
He was blind from the smoke, 
his clothing was afire, his lungs a raw 
torment. The whole maelstrom of 
blistering flame and smoke was begin-
ning to swirl crazily about him. 
Madly he flung himself against the 
wedged bales again, threw all his fail-
ing strength into a final heave. 

The bale moved slightly. It 
shocked his fading consciousness to 
life. But he had not done it. Some-
thing had moved it from the outside. 
He pressed his face to a crack and 
deep, panting breathing reached his 
ears. Then a voice was calling: 

"Effendi! You are there? I am 
coming!" 

The bale moved again. This time 
it was jerked violently aside and 
Crum glimpsed the giant's flame-
splashed face, framed in its turban 
of white bandages, saw the huge body 
boring toward him with powerful 
arms that flung the hay bales aside 
like packing crates. 

"Aga!" Crum gasped. "Thank 
God!" 

Then things went black. 

C H A P T E R V 

Out of the Fire 

A DULL glare lit the night. The 
hay pile had burned down to a 

red-rimmed heap, at the edges of 
which men worked, beating down the 
last flames. Crum's vision cleared 
and he saw Aga bending over him 
while two figures loomed beyond— 
the thick-set form of Doc Oates, the 
tourist camp owner, and the tall gang-
ling frame of Town Marshal Crowley. 

"Well ," the marshal drawled 
smugly, "we didn't get here any too 
soon. Always thought Dew Perry 
needed a guardian." 

"The others were saved too?" Crum 
asked. 

Crowley nodded. "We got 'em out. 
Old Greeve and the woman are okay. 
The little savage and the tall feller 
are dead." 

Crum frowned. He had hoped that 
Nolte would live to talk. He looked 
at Aga, smiled with relief. 

"How did you get here?" he asked. 
"They told me—" 

Aga touched his bandaged head. 
"It was a bad crack," he said. "I 

was hit from behind. At first they 
thought it was a concussion, but luck-
ily it wasn't. When I came to, learned 
you were in danger, I hurried here." 

Doc Oates laughed. "He was almost 
too wobbly to stand up, but raring to 
go. I offered to drive for him, and 
Roy Wheaton was worried half crazy 
about his wife, so we had to load 
Wheaton into the trailer and bring 
him along too. But when we got to 
the Greeve place we found only the 
sheriff there—still paralyzed, but able 
to talk a little. He told us how this 
fellow Nolte had got the jump on 
Greeve, slugged him, and carried him 
off. So we split up and started search-
ing. I was off in the brush when I 
heard your man yell and saw the 
smoke and flame from the haystack." 

"Where's the sheriff now?" Crum 
asked. 

"Over by your trailer," Crowley 
nodded. "We brought him along 
when we pulled it over here to load 
Wheaton's wife in." 

Crum turned, saw the sheriff and 
Professor Greeve lying on a blanket 
spread near the trailer door. He 
started toward them, but stopped. He 
was still thinking of Nolte, of the 
unlucky fact that the man had died. 
Nolte could have been made to talk, 
to put the finger on the real killer 
who was behind him. Now it would 
be no easy task to bring that wily 
villain to bay. 

"And where is Nolte?" he asked. 
"Layin' over there by the cow pen," 

Crowley told him. "But you'll git 
nothin' outa him. He's dead as a 
doorknob." 

Crum walked over and found the 
body laid out in the shadows. He 
snapped on his flash, still vaguely 
hoping that a mistake had been made. 
But Nolte was dead. He would never 
betray the man who had killed him. 

Wearily Crum stooped down and 
studied the hole where the bullet had 
entered just under the man's ribs. He 
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was about to get up when a tiny detail 
caught his sharp eye—a slight cut in 
the fabric in the upper edge of the 
blood-stained hole in the shirt. A 
bullet had not made that. Frowning, 
he unbuttoned the shirt, exposed the 
undershirt beneath. There lay the an-
swer before his eyes. Jus t above the 
bullet-hole was another rent—a clean-
cut gash in the undershirt 's fabric! 

Crum stood up and flicked off his 
light. A grim smile crept over his 
sardonic features. Slowly he walked 
over to the trailer where Greeve and 
the sheriff lay. They stirred as he 
came up. 

"Greeve's told me what happened 
in there," the sheriff muttered thickly. 
"But he says the big-shot got away. 
Too bad. We may never get him, now 
that Nolte's dead and can't tell tales." 

"I 'm not so sure he may not tell 
tales anyhow," Crum replied. He 
turned to Aga who had come up. "You 
got here first, didn't you?" 

Aga nodded. 
"Are all the men who came up later 

still here?" Crum asked. 
Aga said they were. 
"Then I wish you'd call them all 

together," Crum told Perry. 

HE went on into the trailer. In 
its back compartment, Roy 

Wheaton and his wife lay on opposite 
bunks. A doctor was bending over 
the woman while Wheaton watched 
with anxious, tender eyes. 

"The doctor says she'll be all right." 
Wheaton's thin lips smiled at Crum. 
"I don't know how to thank you—" 

"Don't try yet," Crum told him. 
"I 'm not quite finished." 

He went on into the laboratory, took 
a small atomizer from a cabinet and 
filled it with liquid from a labeled 
tube. Then he thrust it into the pocket 
of his scorched and wrinkled coat and 
went outside again. 

The men were straggling up— 
Crowley and Oates and a dozen as-
sorted villagers and farmers. The 
sheriff was explaining that Crum 
wanted them. 

"Oh, he does?" Crowley snorted. 
"One of his famous stunts, eh?" 

Crum smiled. "I t won't take long. 
I just want you all to line up there 

and show me any knives which you 
may have in your pockets." 

"Knives?" Crowley growled. "Well, 
I reckon most of us have got pocket-
knives: How does a knife figger in 
this business tonight?" 

"Henry Nolte was killed with a 
knife," Crum said. 

"I thought he was shot!" Oates ex-
claimed. 

"He was," Crum said, "but the shot 
didn't kill him. Somebody stabbed 
him afterward to make sure he 
wouldn't talk. The same man who 
shot him, taking advantage of the con-
fusion later to finish his job." 

"How do you know?" Crowley chal-
lenged. 

"Because," Crum said, "the killer 
slipped up. He thought that by stab-
bing unto the bullet hole, stabbing up 
toward the heart probably, he would 
leave no trace to be discovered. He 
did make only a slight cut in the hole 
in the shirt, and it might have passed. 
But he forgot that when Nolte was 
dragged out, his undershirt was dis-
arranged, pulled up so that the bullet 
hole didn't match the one in his shirt. 
Consequently he stabbed a fresh hole 
in the undershirt—which gave him 
away." 

A look of slow alarm was spreading 
over the men's faces. 

"And you think it was one of us?" 
a farmer asked. 

"I'm sure of it," Crum replied. "I t 
happened after Nolte was pulled from 
the fire, and no one has left since 
then. You see, the killer who shot 
Nolte and set the haystack afire did 
not escape. He came back and joined 
the rescuers and so was able to finish 
killing Nolte." 

"Yeah, but he'd have thrown away 
the knife he used," Crowley said. 

"I don't think so," Crum replied. 
"To have it found and identified as his 
would draw more attention to him 
than just to keep it since, as you say, 
so many of you carry knives. And of 
course he didn't think that anyone 
would suspect that Nolte had been 
stabbed at all." 

"Well, he'd have cleaned it any-
how," Crowley said flatly. "So the 
heck with all this hocus-pocus. I 
reckon since the sheriff 's insapaci-
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tated, I'm the ranking officer here, and 
I say—" 

"You're out of your jurisdiction, 
Dave." The sheriff spoke haltingly 
from his pallet. "Colonel Crum, I 
deputize you to—" 

Crowley's oath cut him short as he 
laid a hand on his gun, glared at the 
little detective. But he had failed to 
see the quick signal which had passed 
between Crum and Aga, causing the 
giant to move quietly around behind 
the marshal. 

"You'll pay the dickens!" Crowley 
began, but at that instant powerful 
arms gripped him from behind in the 
hug of a grizzly, held him cursing and 
struggling. 

Crum stepped quickly forward, 
wrenched the marshal's revolver from 
its holster and fished from Crowley's 
pocket a long, wicked-looking knife. 
Pressing a button, Crum let its gleam-
ing blade shoot out. 

"You won't find no blood on it!" 
Crowley raged. 

"Nor on mine," said Doc Oates. 
He, like the others, had at first 

seemed bent on following Crowley's 
lead. But now he produced his knife 
meekly. It was a large instrument of 
the pruning knife type, with a sharp 
curved blade. 

"It 's as clean as a whistle," he 
boasted. "I never use it for anything 
but trimming the trees and shrubs 
around the camp." 

C^ R U M ignored it all. Wi th the 

J little atomizer taken from his 
coat pocket he was spraying the blade 
and handle of Crowley's knife. He 
then laid it on the ground in^front of 
Crowley and treated Oates' knife like-
wise. He went on down the line, giv-
ing each knife a similar treatment. 
Then he stepped back. 

"What the devil is that stuff in the 
spray?" Crowley snarled. 

"Di-aminophthal hydrazide," Crum 
answered. "I t exposes killers, even 
the careful ones. For a garment or 
weapon that has been blood-stained, 
even after being cleaned will, if 
sprayed with this chemical—" He 
paused, took a firm grip on the gun he 
had taken from Crowley, and with his 
other hand reached back and slammed 

the trailer door shut. "Wil l ," he 
finished "give off an unmistakable re-
action." 

The dying fire still glowed behind 
the men. But in f ront of them the 
knives lay in their shadows. They 
were invisible—all but one. Alone in 
the group it glowed with a greenish 
white luminosity. 

"All right, Oates, you're covered!" 
Crum's voice rapped. 

There was a concerted gasp. A 
choked oath rang out. Doc Oates 
sprang back, glowering like an ani-
mal at bay. 

"I t ' s a frame-up!" he shrilled. " I t ' s 
nothing but a t r ick!" 

"In that case," Crum said grimly, 
"you won't object to my trying an-
other test. I've got the sharpened 
pencil, impregnated with curare, 
which was used to stun Ox Hassel. 
It was sharpened on the spot, almost 
certainly with the knife which was 
used to behead Hassel. I've made 
casts of the tiny grooves on the sharp-
ened pencil, left by microscopic nicks 
in the knife's blade. If your knife 
is the one, I can prove it so scienti-
fically that no jury will doubt—" 

Oates did not wait for him to finish. 
What he did was a last brilliant flare 
of the cunning brain which had en-
gineered the orgy of crime. He 
whipped out his gun and jabbed it 
into the side of Aga who was still 
holding Crowley's arms. 

"Now!" Oates snarled. "Drop that 
gun or I'll blow your big stooge's in-
sides out!" 

Crum was momentarily paralyzed. 
That Oates would carry out the threat 
he had no doubt. Yet even if he were 
able to grab the curare gun on his 
watch chain while throwing the re-
volver down, it might be too late to 
save Aga, who had released Crowley 
and was now standing rigid. Then 
Crum noticed the look on Crowley's 
face as the marshal stared at Oates-— 
consternation changing to the indig-
nant rage of a touchy man who's been 
made a fool of. Crum gambled on 
Crowley's hair-trigger temper then. 

"All right," he said and, lowering 
the gun, he tossed it forward. 

It landed near Crowley's feet. The 
irate marshal's reaction was almost 
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automatic. Wi th a snarled oath he 
dived for the gun. Instantly, the 
rattled Oates swung his own gun 
toward Crowley. But instantly too, 
Aga acted. His huge right fist lashed 
out in an arc that ended with a crack 
on Oates' chin. Wi th a snapped-off 
cry the gunman tottered backward, 
and even before he hit the ground, Aga 
had him in his powerful clutches. In 
a matter of seconds Oates was pinned 
flat, helpless, but still snarling curses 
at Crum who had come forward to 
stand over him. 

"I should have killed you inside 
there!" Oates raged. 

"You would have," Crum said, "if 
you hadn't been so sure the fire would 
do it. You almost won your game any-
how, though I've had my eye on you 
from the start. You were a little too 
anxious to steer us away from the 
Wheatons, explain her tragic experi-
ence as effects of marihuana. And 
the fact that Hassel was killed so 
quietly, with no stranger seen around 
the camp, made it look like an inside 
job. Also there was the fact that 
Nolte had steered the Wheatons to 
your camp, after his first attempt to 
get rid of them had failed. And there 
was the fact that, being a pharmacist, 
you would naturally be interested in 
the formula which Nolte told you 
about—probably when he was getting 
a narcotic prescription filled." 

"The rat!" Oates grated. "If I had 
it to do again—" 

"You won't," Crum assured him. He 
turned. "Marshal Crowley," he said, 
"you have the honor of making the 

formal arrest. Despite past differ-
ences, I think you have earned the 
honor. . . 

CO L O N E L CRUM stayed long 
enough in Molina to help arrange 

and document the evidence that would 
be used in Oates' trial, and to make 
sure that Sheriff Perry—thanks to the 
quick treatment—seemed certain to 
recover from his curare wound. Crum 
also had a last talk with the Wheatons 
and Professor Greeve. The old man 
had already sufficiently recovered 
from his night 's experience to be deep 
in plans for Roy Wheaton's treat-
ment. 

But this time he was wisely sharing 
honors with a doctor who had agreed 
to supervise the case. 

Nor was the jungle depilatory for-
mula forgotten. 

"It 's far from perfect yet," old 
Greeve admitted, "but Roy's a chemist 
himself, and together we'll work it 
out, once he's cured. Then we'll be 
partners, and one of these days that 
formula will make us a fortune." 

Irma Wheaton smiled happily. It 
was, Crum thought, worth all the 
danger and delay to see her fine brave 
face once again wear the sort of ex-
pression it deserved. 

But there was the case in Southern 
California, and Crum was never one 
to linger over finished triumphs. Next 
day the white road was flowing in a 
smooth stream under his car again, 
and his busy brain was building up 
conjectures about the task—and the 
adventure—which lay ahead. 
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C H A P T E R I 

A Plot Afoot? 
M A T OOK at the ugly little thing for yourself then, 

I and tell me if it's an ordinary puppet !" said 
ML^A Delia, her voice rising. 

Curiously I examined the limp figure she had jerked 
out of her handbag and tossed on my desk. The blue-
white doll-face grinned at me, revealing yellowish fangs. 
A tiny wig of black horsehair hung down as far as the 
empty eye-sockets. The cheeks were sunken. I t was a 
gruesome piece of workmanship, with a strong flavor of 
the Middle Ages. The maker had evidently made a close 
study of stone gargoyles and stained-glass devils. 

Attached to the hollow papier-mache head was the black 
garment that gave the figure its appearance of limpness. 
Something af ter the fashion of a monk's robe, it had a 

T h e p u p p e t h e l d t h e w e a p o n 
a s a m a n n o r m a l l y d o e s 

Detective George C l a y t o n Probes a M a n i k i n 
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l i t t le cowl that could be tucked over the head, but now 
hung down in back. 

I know something about puppets, even though my line 
is a far cry f rom puppeteering. I am a private detective. 
But I knew that this was not a marionette, controlled by 
strings, but a hand puppet . It was made so that the op-
erator 's hand could be slipped up through the empty gar-
ment until his fingers were in a position to animate the 
head and arms. During an exhibition the operator would 
be concealed beneath the stage, which had no floor, and 
only the puppet would be visible above the footl ights . 

I drew the robe over my hand and fitted my index finger 
up into the head, my second finger into the r ight sleeve, 
and my thumb into the lef t sleeve of the puppet. That , as 
I recalled, was the usual technique. Now the figure was 
no longer limp. My wrist and forearm filled out the robe. 

I wiggled finger and thumb, and the manikin waved his 

Mystery W h e n G r i m Fate Pul ls the S t r i n g s ! 
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arms wildly, though somewhat awk-
wardly, for I have seldom manipu-
lated a puppet. I crooked my first 
finger and the little head gave a vigor-
ous nod. 

"Good morning, Jack Ketch," I 
said, making the manikin bow, as if 
acknowledging my salutation. 

"Don' t!" cried Delia, and turned 
her head away. 

Delia was puzzling me. I had al-
ways thought her a particularly level-
headed woman and, up to three years 
ago, I had seen a great deal of her 
and had had a chance to judge. 

TH R E E years ago she had mar-
ried the distinguished pup-
peteer, Jock Lathrop, with 

whom I was also acquainted. Then 
our paths had separated. But I'd had 
no inkling of anything being amiss 
until she had appeared this morning 
in my New York office and poured 
out a series of vague hints and in-
credible suspicions so strange that 
anything resembling them did not 
often come a private detective's way, 
though I hear many odd and bizarre 
stories during the course of a year's 
work. 

I looked at her closely. She was, 
if anything, more beautiful than ever, 
and considerably more exotic, as 
might be expected now that she was 
moving in artistic circles. Her thick, 
golden hair fell straight to her shoul-
ders, where it was waved under. Her 
gray suit was smartly tailored, and 
her gray suede shoes trim. At her 
throat was a barbaric-looking brooch 
of hammered gold. A long golden 
pin kept a sketchy little hat and a 
handful of veil in place. 

But she was still the old Delia, still 
the "softie Viking," as we sometimes 
used to call her. Except that anxiety 
was twisting her lips, and fear showed 
in her big gray eyes. 

"What really is the matter, Delia?" 
I said, sitting down beside her. "Has 
Jock been getting out of hand?" 

"Oh, don't be foolish, George!" she 
replied sharply. "It 's nothing like 
that. I'm not afraid of Jock, and I'm 
not looking for a detective to get any 
evidence for me. I've come to you 

because I'm afraid for him. It 's those 
horrible puppets. They're trying . . . 
Oh, how can I explain i t ! Every-
thing was all right until he accepted 
that engagement in London you must 
remember about, and began prying 
into his family history, his genealogy. 
Now there are things he won't discuss 
with me, things he won't let me see. 
He avoids me. And, George, I'm cer-
tain that, deep in his heart, he's afraid 
too. Terribly afraid." 

"Listen, Delia," I said. "I don't 
know what you mean by all this talk 
about the puppets, but I do know one 
thing. You're married to a genius. 
And geniuses, Delia, are sometimes 
hard to live with. They're notori-
ously inconsiderate, without meaning 
to be. Just read their biographies! 
Half the time they go around in a 
state of abstraction, in love with their 
latest ideas, and fly off the handle at 
the slightest provocation. Jock's 
fanatically devoted to his puppets, 
and he should be! All the critics who 
know anything about the subject say 
he's the best in the world, better 
even than Franetti . And they're rav-
ing about his new show as the best of 
his career!" 

Delia's gray suede fist beat her knee. 
"I know, George. I know all about 

that! But it has nothing to do with 
what I'm trying to tell you. You 
don't suppose I'm the sort of wife who 
would whine just because her hus-
band is wrapped up in his work? 
Why, for a year I was his assistant, 
helped him make the costumes, even 
operated some of the less important 
puppets. Now he won't even let me 
in his workshop. He won't let me 
come backstage. He does everything 
himself. But I wouldn't mind even 
that, if it weren't that I'm afraid. It 's 
the puppets themselves, George! 
They—they're trying to hurt him. 
They're trying to hurt me too." 

I searched for a reply. I felt 
thoroughly uncomfortable. It is not 
pleasant to hear an old fr iend talk-
ing like a lunatic. I l ifted my head 
and frowned at the malevolent doll-
f a c e of Jack Ketch, blue as that of a 
drowned man. Jack Ketch is the 
hangman in the traditional puppet 
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play, "Punch and Judy." He takes 
his name from a Seventeenth Century 
executioner who officiated with rope 
and red-hot irons at Tyburn in Lon-
don. 

"But Delia," I said, "I don't see 
what you're driving at. How can an 
ordinary puppet—" 

"But it isn't an ordinary puppet!" 
Delia broke in vehemently. "That 's 
why I brought it for you to see. Look 
at it closely. Look at the details. 
Is it an ordinary puppet?" 

Then I saw what she meant. 
"There are some superficial differ-

ences," I admitted. 
"What are they?" she pressed. 
"Well , this puppet has no hands. 

Puppets usually have papier mache 
or stuffed muslin hands attached to 
the ends of the sleeves." 

"That 's right. Go on." 
"Then the head," I continued un-

willingly. "There are no eyes painted 
on i t—just eyeholes. And it's much 
thinner than most I've seen. More 
like a—a mask." 

Delia gripped my arm, dug her 
fingers in. 

"You've said the word, George!" 
she cried. "Like a mask! Now do 
you see what I mean? Jock doesn't 
operate his own puppets any more. 
He has some horrible little creatures 
like rats that do it for him. They 
wear the puppets ' robes and heads. 
That 's why he won't allow me or any-
one else to come backstage during a 
performance. And they're trying to 
hurt him, kill him! I know. I've 
heard them threaten him." 

"Delia," I said, gently taking hold 
of her arms, "you don't- know what 
you're saying. You're nervous, over-
wrought. Jus t because your husband 
invents a new type of puppet—why, 
it explains itself. It 's because of his 
work on these new-type puppets that 
he's become secretive." 

She jerked away from me. 
"Won' t you try to understand, 

George? I know how mad it sounds, 
but I'm not mad. At night, when 
Jock has thought I was asleep I've 
heard them threaten him with their 
high little voices like whistles. 'Let 
us go—let us go or we'll kill you!' 

they cry, and I'm so weak with fear 
I can't move. They're so tiny they 
can creep about everywhere." 

"Have you seen them?" I asked 
quickly. 

"No, but I know they're real! Last 
night one of them tried to scratch 
my eyes out while I was asleep. 
Look!" 

She swept back the thick hair from 
her temple, and at that moment I 
also felt as if the needle-touch of 
fear had been transmitted to me. 
There in the creamy skin, an inch 
from the eye, were five little scratches 
that looked as if they might have 
been made by a miniature human 
hand. For a moment I could almost 
see the ratlike little creature Delia 
had described, its clawed hand up-
raised. . . . 

Then the image faded and I was 
realizing that such grotesque happen-
ings were impossible. But oddly I 
felt as if I no longer could attr ibute 
everything Delia had told me to her 
neurotic fancies. I feared, also—but 
my fear was that there was a plot 
afoot, one meant to ter r i fy her, to 
work on her superstitious fears, and 
delude her. 

"Would you like me to visit Jock?" 
I asked quietly. 

Some of the weight seemed to drop 
from her shoulders. 

"I was hoping you'd say that," she 
said, with relief. . . . 

TH E exquisitely lettered sign 
read: 

L A T H R O P ' S P U P P E T S — 2 n d Floor 

Outside, Forty-second Street mut-
tered and mumbled. Inside, a wooden 
stair with worn brass fittings led up 
into a realm of dimness and compara-
tive silence. 

"Wait a minute, Delia," I said. 
"There are a couple of questions I 'd 
like you to answer. I want to get 
this whole thing straight before I 
see Jock." 

She stopped and nodded, but before 
I could speak again our attention was 
attracted by a strange series of 
sounds from the second floor. Heavy 
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stamping, then what seemed to be an 
explosion of curses in a foreign lan-
guage, then rapid pacing up and 
down, another explosion of curses, 
and more pacing. It sounded as if 
a high-class tantrum were in prog-
ress. 

Suddenly the noises ceased. I 
could visualize a person "pausing and 
swelling up in silent rage." With 
equal suddenness they recommenced, 
this time ending in a swift and jar-
ring clump-clump of footsteps down 
the stairs. Delia shrank back against 
the railing as a fatt ish man with gray 
eyebrows, glaring eyes, and a mouth 
that was going through wordless but 
vituperative contortions neared us. 
He was wearing an expensive checked 
suit and a white silk shirt open at 
the neck. He was crumpling a soft 
felt hat. 

He paused a few steps above us 
and pointed at Delia dramatically. 
His other hand was crumpling a soft 
felt hat. 

"You, madam, are the wife of that 
lunatic, are you not?" he demanded 
accusingly. 

"I 'm Jock Lathrop's wife, if that's 
what you mean, Mr. Franetti ," Delia 
said coolly. "What 's the matter?" 

I recognized Luigi Franett i then. 
He wa6 often referred to by the press 
as the "Dean of Puppeteers." I re-
membered that Jock had been in his 
workshop and studied under him sev-
eral years ago. 

"You ask me what is the matter 
with me?" Franett i ranted. "You ask 
me that, Madam Lathrop? Bah!" 
Here he crumpled his hat again. 
"Very well—I will tell you! Your 
husband is not only a lunatic. He is 
also an ingrate! I come here to con-
gratulate him on his recent success, 
to take him to my arms. After all, he 
is my pupil. Everything he learned 
from me. And what is his grati tude? 
What, I ask you? He will not let 
me touch him! He will not even 
shake hands! He will not let me 
into his workshop! Me! Franetti , 
who taught him everything!" 

He swelled up with silent rage, 
just as I'd visualized it. But only 
for a moment. Then he was off again. 

"But I tell you he is a madman!" 
he shouted, shaking his finger at De-
lia. "Last night I attended, unan-
nounced and uninvited, a perform-
ance of his puppets. They do things 
that are impossible—impossible with-
out Black Magic. I am Luigi Fra-
netti, and I know! Nevertheless, I 
thought he might be able to explain 
it to me today. But no, he shuts me 
out! He has the evil eye and the 
devil's fingers, I tell you. In Sicily 
people would understand such things. 
In Sicily he would be shot! Bah! 
Never will I so much as touch him 
with my eyes again. Let me pass!" 

He hurried down the rest of the 
stairs, Delia squeezing back and turn-
ing her head. In the doorway he 
turned for a parting shot. 

"And tell me, Madame Lathrop," 
he cried, "what a puppeteer wants 
with rats!" 

With a final "Bah!" he rushed out. 

C H A P T E R II 

Strange Actions 

DIDN'T stop laughing until I saw 
Delia's face. Then it occurred to 

me that Franett i 's accusations, lu-
dicrous as they were, might seem to 
her to fit with her own suspicions. 

"You can't take seriously what a 
man like Franett i says," I remon-
strated. "He's jealous because Jock 
won't bow down to him and make a 
complete revelation of all his new 
technical discoveries and inventions." 

Delia did not reply. She was star-
ing after Franetti , absent-mindedly 
pulling at the corner of a tiny hand-
kerchief with her teeth. Watching 
her, I knew again the fear she felt, 
as if again she were feeling a little 
creature gouging at her temple. 

"Anything to that last remark of 
Franett i 's?" I asked lightly. "Jock 
doesn't keep white rats for pets by 
any chance?" 

"I don't know," Delia said abstract-
edly. "I told you he never lets me in 
his workroom." Then she looked at 
me. "You said you wanted to ask 
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me some more questions?" 
I nodded. On the way here I had 

been revolving in my mind an un-
pleasant hypothesis. If Jock no 
longer loved Delia and had some rea-
son for wanting to be rid of her he 
might be responsible for her suspi-
cions. He had every chance to trick 
her. 

"You said the change in Jock began 
to show while you were in London," 
I said. "Tell me the precise circum-
stances." 

"He'd always been interested in old 
books and in genealogy, you see, but 
never to the same extent," she said, 
a f te r a thoughtful pause. "In a way 
it was chance that began it. An acci-
dent to his hands. A rather serious 
one, too. A window fell on them, 
mashing the fingers badly. Of course 
a puppeteer 's no good without hands, 
and so Jock had to lay off for three 
weeks. To help pass the time, he took 
to visiting the British Museum and 
the library there. Later he made 
many visits to other libraries and to 
bookshops. I was glad he had found 
something to occupy his time, since 
he's apt to be very nervous when 
anything prevents him from work-
ing. When the war started we came 
back, and the London dates were 
abandoned. He did not work here, 
either, for quite a long time, but kept 
up his studies. 

"Then when he was finally ready 
to start work again he told me he'd 
decided to work the puppets alone. 
I pointed out that one man couldn't 
give a puppet show, since he could 
only manage two characters at a time. 
He told me that he was going to con-
fine himself to puppet plays like 
Punch and Judy, in which there are 
almost never more than two charac-
ters in sight at one time. 

"That was three months ago. From 
that day he's avoided me. George—" 
her voice broke "—it's almost driven 
me crazy. I've had the craziest sus-
picions. I've even thought that he 
lost both his hands in the accident 
and refused to tell!" 

"What?" I shouted. "Do you mean 
to tell me you don't know?" 

"Do you begin to see how secretive 

he is?" she said with a wan and rather 
pi t i ful smile. 

"No. Seems strange, doesn't it? 
But I can't swear even to that. He 
never lets me come near, and he wears 
gloves, except in the dark." 

"But the puppet shows—" 
"That 's just it. That 's the question 

I keep asking myself when I sit in 
the audience and watch the puppets. 
Who is manipulating them? What 's 
inside them?" 

At that moment I determined to do 
everything I could to battle Delia's 
fear. 

"You're not crazy," I said harshly. 
"But-Jock is!" 

She rubbed her hand across her 
forehead, as if it ached. 

"No," she said softly, "it 's the pup-
pets. Just as I told you." 

AS we went on upstairs then I 
could tell that Delia was anx-

ious to get my interview with Jock 
started. She had had to nerve herself 
up to it, and delays were not improv-
ing her state of mind. But appar-
ently we were fated to have a hard 
time getting up that flight of stairs. 

This time the interruption came 
when a slim man in a blue business 
suit tried to slip in the semi-darkness 
unnoticed. But Delia recognized 
him. 

"Why, hello, Dick!" she said. 
"Don't you know old fr iends?" 

I made out prim, regular features 
and a head of thinning, neutral-
colored hair. 

"Dick, this is George Clayton," 
Delia was saying. "George, this is 
Dick Wilkinson. Dick handles my 
husband's insurance." 

Wilkinson's "Howdya do?" sound-
ed embarrassed and constrained. He 
wanted to get away. 

"What did Jock want to see you 
about?" asked Delia, and Wilkinson's 
apparent embarrassment increased. 
He coughed, then seemed to make a 
sudden decision. 

"Jock's been pretty temperamental 
lately, hasn't he?" he asked Delia. 

She nodded slowly. 
"I thought so," he said. "Frankly, 

I don't know why he wanted to see 
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me this morning. I thought perhaps 
it was something in connection with 
the accident to his hands. He has 
never done anything about collecting 
any of the five-thousand-dollar insur-
ance he took out on them two years 
ago. But whether that was it or not 
I can't tell you. He kept me waiting 
the best part of half an hour. I could 
not help hearing Mr. Franett i 's dis-
play of temper. Perhaps that upset 
Jock. Anyhow when Franett i went 
away, fuming, five minutes later Jock 
leaned out of his workshop door and 
curtly informed me that he had 
changed his mind—he didn't say 
about what—and told me to leave." 

"I 'm so sorry, Dick," murmured 
Delia. "That was rude of him." Then 
her voice took on a strangely eager 
note. "Did he leave the door of his 
workshop open?" 

Dick Wilkinson wrinkled his brow. 
" W h y yes, I—I believe he did. At 
least, that was my impression. But, 
Delia—" 

Delia had already slipped on ahead, 
running swift ly up the steps. Hastily 
I said good-by to the perplexed in-
surance agent and followed her. 

When I reached the second floor 
I went into a short hall. Through 
an open door I glimpsed the closely-
ranked seats of the puppet theater. 
Delia was vanishing' through another 
door down the hall. I followed her. 

Just as I came into a small recep-
tion room, I heard her scream. 

"George! George! He's whipping 
the puppet!" 

With that bewildering statement 
ringing in my ears, I darted into what 
I took to be Jock Lathrop's work-
shop, then pulled up short. It too 
was dim, but not as dim as the hall. 
I could see tables and racks of vari-
ous kinds, and other paraphernalia. 

Delia was cowering back against a 
wall, stark fear in her eyes. But my 
attention was riveted on the small, 
stocky man in the center of the room 
—Delia's husband. On, or in, his left 
hand was a puppet. His gloved right 
hand held a miniature cat-o'-nine-tails 
and he was lashing the puppet. And 
the little manikin was wri thing and 
flailing its arms protectively in a 

manner so realistic that it took my 
breath away. In that strange setting 
I could almost imagine I heard a 
squeaking, protesting voice. Indeed, 
the realism was such and the grin on 
Lathrop's face so malign that I heard 
myself saying: 

"Stop it, Jock! Stop it!" 

HE looked up, saw me, and burst 
into peals of laughter. His 

snub-nosed, sallow face was contorted 
into a mask of comedy. I had ex-
pected anything but that. 

"So even the skeptical George 
Clayton, hard-boiled sleuth, is taken 
in by my cheap illusions!" he finally 
managed to say. 

Then he stopped chuckling and 
drew himself up nonchalantly, like a 
magician about to perform a feat of 
sleight of hand. He tossed the whip 
onto a nearby table, seized the puppet 
with his right hand and, to all ap-
pearances, wiggled his left hand out 
of it. Then he quickly flipped me the 
limp form, thrust both hands into his 
pockets, and began to whistle. 

Delia gave a low, whimpering cry 
and ran out of the room. If it had 
been easy for me to imagine a tiny, 
nude creature scuttl ing away behind 
Jock, half concealed by his lef t hand, 
what must it have been for her, in 
her tortured, superstitious state? 

"Examine the thing, George," La-
throp directed coolly. "Is it a puppet, 
or isn't i t?" 

I looked down at the bundle of 
cloth and papier-mache I had caught 
instinctively. It was a puppet all 
right, and in general workmanship 
precisely similar to the one Delia had 
shown me at my office. Its garments, 
however, were a gay, motley patch-
work. I recognized the long nose 
and sardonic, impudent features of 
Punch. 

I was fascinated by the delicate 
craftsmanship. The face lacked the 
brutishness of Jack Ketch, but it had 
a cunning, hair-trigger villainy all its 
own. Somehow it looked like a com-
posite of all the famous criminals 
and murderers I had ever read about. 
As the murderous hero of Punch and 
Judy, it was magnificent. 
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But I had not come here to admire 
puppets. 

"Look here, Jock," I said, "what 
the devil have you been doing to 
Delia? The poor girl's fr ightened to 
death." 

He regarded me quizzically. 
"You're taking a lot for granted, 

aren't you?" he said quietly. "I im-
agine she hunted you up as a friend, 
not in your capacity as a detective, 
but don't you think it would have 
been wiser to hear both sides of the 
case before forming judgment? I 
can imagine what sort of wild stories 
Delia's been telling you. She says 
I'm avoiding her, doesn't she? She 
says there's something queer about 
the puppets. In fact, she says they're 
alive, doesn't she?" 

I heard a furt ive scuffling under 
the work table, and was startled in 
spite of myself. Jock Lathrop 
grinned, then whistled shrilly be-
tween his teeth. A white rat crept 
hesitatingly into view from behind a 
pile of odds and ends. 

" A pe t , " he a n n o u n c e d m o c k i n g l y . 
" I s it De l i a ' s belief t ha t I have t r a ined 
r a t s to a n i m a t e m y p u p p e t s ? " 

"Forget Delia's beliefs for the pres-
ent!" I said angrily. "Whatever they 
are, you're responsible for them! 
You've no excuse in the world for 
myst i fy ing her, ter r i fying her." 

"Are you so sure I haven't?" he 
said enigmatically. 

"Good Lord, she's your wife, Jock !" 
I flung at him. 

His face became serious and his 
words took on a deeper quality. 

"I know she's my wife," he said, 
"and I love her dearly. But George, 
hasn't the obvious explanation of all 
this occurred to you? I hate to say 
it, but the truth is that Delia is both-
ered by—er—neurotic fancies. For 
some crazy reason, without the slight-
est foundation she has become ob-
sessed with some sort of deep-seated 
—and thoroughly unreasonable—jeal-
ousy, and she's directing it at the 
puppets. I can't tell you why. I 
wish I knew." 

"Even admitt ing that," I countered 
quickly, "why do you persist in mys-
t i fy ing her?" 

"I don't," he flatly denied. "If 
sometimes I keep her out of the work-
shop, it 's for her own good." 

HIS argument was beginning to 
make sense. Jock Lathrop's 

voice had a compellingly matter-of-
fact quality. I was beginning to feel 
slightly ridiculous. Then I remem-
bered something. 

"Those scratches on her face—" I 
began. 

"I've seen them," said Jock. "Again 
I hate to say it, but the only rational 
explanation I can see is that they 
were self-inflicted with the idea of 
bolstering up her accusations, or per-
haps she scratched herself in her 
sleep. At any rate, people with de-
lusions have been known to do dras-
tic things. They'll go to any lengths 
rather than discard their queer be-
liefs. That 's honestly what I think." 

Pondering this quiet statement, I 
was looking around. Here were all 
the tools of the expert puppet-maker. 
Molds, paints, varnishes, clay models 
of heads, unformed papier-mache, 
paper clippings, and glue. A sewing 
machine littered with odds and ends 
of gay-colored cloth. 

Tacked above a desk were a num-
ber of sketches of puppets, some in 
pencil, some in colors. On a table 
were two half-painted heads, each 
atop a stick so that the brush could 
get at them more easily. Along the 
opposite wall hung a long array of 
puppets—princesses and Cinderellas, 
witches and wizards, peasants, oafs, 
bearded old men, devils, priests, doc-
tors, kings. It almost made me feel 
as if a whole doll-world was staring 
at me and choking back raucous 
laughter. 

"Why haven't you sent Delia to a 
doctor?" I asked suddenly. 

"Because she refuses to go. For 
some time I've been trying to per-
suade her to consult a psychoanalyst." 

I didn't know what to say. The 
white rat moved into my line of vi-
sion. It occurred to me that a rat 
could be used to explain the scuffling 
sounds made by anything else, but I 
put such an irrational thought out 
of my mind. More and more I found 
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myself being forced into complete 
agreement with Lathrop. Delia's sus-
picions were preposterous. Lathrop 
must be right. 

"Look here," I continued feebly, 
"Delia keeps talking about something 
that happened to you in London. A 
change. A sudden interest in ge-
nealogy." 

"I 'm afraid the change was in De-
lia," he said bitterly. "As for the 
genealogy business, that's quite cor-
rect. I did find out some startl ing 
things about a man whom I believe 
to be an ancestor of mine." 

As he spoke, eagerly now, I was 
surprised to note how his features 
lost their tight, hard appearance. The 
look of impudence was gone. 

"I do love Delia very much," he 
said, his voice vibrant, low. "What 
would she think of me, George, if it 
turned out that her accusations were 
partly true? Of course, that 's non-
sense. But you can see that we are 
in trouble, George—bad trouble, that 
is considerably out of the line of work 
a private detective follows. Your 
work is concrete, though in your 
criminal investigations you must have 
learned that the mind and body of 
man are sometimes subject to brutal 
powers. Not supernatural—no. But 
things—hard to talk about. 

"George, would you do something 
for me? Come to the performance 
tonight. Af terward we can discuss 
this whole matter more fully. And 
another thing. See that old pamphlet 
over there? I have good reason for 
thinking it concerns an ancestor of 
mine. Take it with you. Read it. 
But for heaven's sake don't let Delia 
see it. You see, George—" 

He broke off uncertainly. He 
seemed about to take me into his con-
fidence about something, but then the 
hard, self-contained look returned to 
his face. 

"Leave me now," he said abruptly. 
"This talk, and that business with the 
old fool, Franetti, has made me nerv-
ous." 

I walked over to the table, carefully 
laid down Punch, and picked up the 
yellow-paged, ancient pamphlet he 
had indicated. 

"I ' ll see you tonight af ter the 
show," I said. 

C H A P T E R II 

Punch and Judy 

AS I closed the door behind me, I 
thought I saw in Lathrop's eyes 

that same look of fear I had seen in 
Delia's. But it was deeper, much 
deeper. And only then did I remem-
ber that not once during our inter-
view had Jock Lathrop taken his 
hands out of his pockets. 

Delia rushed up to me. I could 
tell she had been crying. 

"What will we do, George—what 
will we do? What did he say to you? 
What did he tell you?" 

I had to admit that her hectic man-
ner was consistent with Jock's theory 
of neurotic fancies. 

"Is it true, Delia," I asked abruptly, 
"that he's been urging you to see a 
psychoanalyst?" 

"Why, yes," Then I saw her 
stiffen. "Jock's been telling you it's 
only my imagination, and you've been 
believing him," she accused. 

"No, that's not it," I lied, "but I 
want to have time to think it all over. 
I'm coming to the performance to-
night. I'll talk with you then." 

"He has persuaded you!" she in-
sisted, clinging to my sleeve. "But 
you mustn't believe him, George. 
He's afraid of them! He's in worse 
trouble than I am." 

"I agree with you partly," I said, 
not knowing this time whether I was 
lying or not, "and after the perform-
ance we'll talk it over." 

She suddenly drew away. Her face 
had lost something of its helpless 
look. 

"If you won't help me," she said, 
breathing heavily, "I know a way of 
finding out whether I'm right or 
wrong. A sure way." 

"What do you mean, Delia?" 
"Tonight," she said huskily, "you 

may find out." 
More than that she wouldn't say, 

although I pressed her. I took away 
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with me a vision of her distraught 
gray eyes, contrasted oddly with the 
thick sweep of golden hair. I hur-
ried through the hall, down the stairs. 
The measured pandemonium of For-
ty-second Street was welcome. It 
was good to see so many people, walk 
with them, be jostled by them and 
forget the fantastic fears of Delia 
and Jock Lathrop. 

I glanced at the pamphlet in my 
hand. The type was ancient and ir-
regular. The paper was crumbly at 
the edges. I read the lengthy t i t le: 

A T R U E A C C O U N T , as related by a 
Notable Personage to a Trustworthy Gen-
tleman, of the C I R C U M S T A N C E S attend-
ing the Li fe and D E A T H of J O C K E Y 
L O W T H R O P E , an Englishman who gave 
P U P P E T S H E W S ; telling how many sur-
mised that his Death was encompassed by 
these same P U P P E T S . 

Night was sliding in over New 
York. My office was a mass of shad-
ows. From where I was sitting I 
could see the mammoth Empire State 
Building topping the irregular sky 
line. 

I rubbed my eyes wearily. But 
that did not keep my thoughts from 
their endless circling. Who was I to 
believe? Delia or Jock? Was there 
a disordered mind at work, fabricat-
ing monstrous suspicions? And if 
so, whose mind was it? They were 
questions outside the usual province 
of a private detective. 

I T I L T E D the pamphlet to catch 
the failing light and re-read two 

passages that had particularly im-
pressed me. 

At this T ime it was rumored that Jockey 
Lowthrope had made a Pact with the Devil , 
with a view to acquiring greater Skill in 
his Trade. There were many who testified 
privately that his Puppets acted and moved 
with a Cunning beyond the ability of Chris-
tian Man to accomplish. For Jockey took 
no assistants and would explain to no one 
how his Manikins were activated. . . . 

Some say that Moll Squires and the 
French Doctor did not tell all they saw 
when they first viewed Jockey's Corpse. 
Certain it was that a long, thin Needle 
pierced his Heart and that both Hands 
were hacked off at the Wrists . Jockey's 
wi fe Lucy would have been held for Trial 
for Murder at the Assizes, only that she 

was never seen afterwards. Moll Squires 
averred that the Devi l had come to fetch 
Jockey's hands, to which he had previously 
granted an unholy Skill. But many maintain 
that he was slain by his own Puppets, who 
chose the Needle as being a Weapon suit-
able to their Size and Dexterity. These 
recall how the Clergyman Penrose in-
veighed against Jockey, saying "Those are 
not Puppets, but Imps of Satan, and who-
soever v iews them is in Danger of Damna-
tion." 

I pushed the pamphlet to one side. 
What could one make of events that 
had happened one hundred and fifty 
years ago—faint reverberations from 
the Eighteenth Century fear-world 
that had underlaid the proud Age of 
Reason? Especially when one read 
of them in an account obviously writ-
ten for the sake of sensation-monger-
ing? 

True, the names were oddly similar. 
Lowthrope and Lathrop were un-
doubtedly alternate spellings. And 
from what Jock Lathrop had said he 
had fur ther evidence of a blood rela-
tionship. 

The pamphlet angered me. It made 
me feel as if someone were trying to 
fr ighten me with nursery tales of 
ghosts and goblins. 

I switched on the light and blinked 
at the electric clock. It was seven-
forty-five. . . . 

When I reached the puppet theater 
it was buzzing with conversation and 
the hall outside was already blue with 
cigarette smoke. Just as I was get-
ting my ticket from the sad-eyed girl 
at the door, someone called my name. 
I looked up and saw Dr. Grendal. I 
could tell that the garrulous old man 
had something on his mind besides 
his shiny, bald pate. Af te r a few 
aimless remarks he asked his ques-
tion. 

"Seen Jock since he got back from 
London?" 

"Just to say hello to," I answered 
cautiously. 

"How'd he impress you, hey?" The 
doctor's eyes glanced sharply f rom 
behind their silver-rimmed specta-
cles. 

"A little uneasy," I admitted. 
"Temperamental." 

"I thought you might say some-
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thing like that," he commented, as 
he led me over to an empty corner. 
"Fact is," he continued, "I think he's 
definitely queer. Between ourselves, 
of course. He called me in. I thought 
he needed me in a professional capa-
city. But it turned out he wanted to 
talk about pygmies." 

COULDN'T have surprised 
me more. 

"Pygmies?" I repeated. 
"Just so. Pygmies. Surprised you, 

didn't it? Did me, too. Well, Jock 
was especially curious about the 
lower limits of possible size of ma-
ture human beings. Kept asking if 
there were any cases in which they 
were as small as puppets. I told him 
it was impossible, except for infants 
and embryos. 

"Then he began shif t ing the con-
versation. Wanted to know a lot 
about blood relationship and the in-
heritance of certain traits. Wanted 
to know all about identical twins and 
triplets and so on. Evidently thought 
I'd be a mine of data because of the 
monographs I've scribbled about med-
ical oddities. I answered as best I 
could, but some of his questions were 
queer. Power of mind over matter, 
and that sort of stuff. I got the im-
pression his nerves were about to 
crack. Told him as much. Where-
upon he told me to get out. Peculiar, 
hey?" 

I could not answer. Dr. Grendal's 
information put new life into the dis-
turbing notions I had been trying to 
get out of my mind. I wondered how 
much I dared tell the old physician, 
or whether it would be unwise to con-
fide in him at all. 

The people in the hall were moving 
into the theater. I made a noncom-
mittal remark to Grendal and we fol-
lowed. A rotund figure pushed in 
ahead of us, muttering— Luigi Fra-
netti. Evidently he had not been able 
to resist the temptation presented by 
his former student's puppets. He 
threw down the price of the ticket 
contemptuously, as if it were the thir-
ty pieces of silver due Judas Iscariot. 
Then he stamped in, sat down, folded 
his arms, and glared at the curtain. 

There must have been two hundred 
people present, almost a full house. I 
noticed quite a splash of evening 
dresses and dress suits. I didn't see 
Delia, but I noted the prim features 
of Dick Wilkinson, the insurance 
agent. 

From behind the curtain came the 
reedy tinkle of a music box—tones 
suggestive of a doll orchestra. The 
seats Grendal and I had were near 
the front, but considerably to one 
side. 

The little theater grew dim. A soft 
illumination flowed up the square of 
red silk curtain. The melody from 
the music box ended on a note so high 
it sounded as though something in 
the mechanism had snapped. A pause. 
The deep, somber reverberation of a 
gong. Another pause. Then a voice, 
which I recognized as Lathrop's 
pitched in falsetto. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, for your 
entertainment Lathrop's Puppets pre-
sent—Punch and Judy!" 

From behind me I heard Franetti 's 
"Bah!" 

Then the curtain parted and slid 
rustling to the sides. Punch popped 
up like a jack-in-the-box, chuckled 
throatily, and began to antic around 
the stage and make bitingly witty re-
marks, some of them at the expense 
of the spectators. 

It was the same puppet Jock had 
let me examine in the workshop. But 
was Jock's hand inside? Af ter a few 
seconds I quit worrying about that. 
This, I told myself, was only an ordi-
nary puppet show, as clever as the 
manipulations were. The voice was 
Jock Lathrop's, pitched in puppet-
eer's falsetto. 

It is ironic that Punch and Judy 
is associated with children and the 
nursery, for few plays are more fun-
damentally sordid. Modern child ed-
ucators are apt to fling up their hands 
at mention of it. It is unlike any 
fairy tale or phantasy, but springs 
from forthright , realistic crime. 

PUNCH is the prototype of the 
egotistical, brutish criminal— 

the type who today figures as an axe-
fiend or sashweight slayer. He kills 
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his squalling baby and nagging wife, 
Judy, merely because they annoy him. 
He kills the doctor because he doesn't 
like the medicine. He kills the po-
liceman who comes to arrest him. 
Finally, af ter he is thrown into jail 
and sentenced to death, he manages 
to outwit and murder the fearsome 
executioner Jack Ketch. 

Only in the end does the devil come 
to fetch him, and in some versions 
Punch kills the devil. During all 
these crimes Punch seldom loses his 
grim and trenchant sense of humor. 

Punch and Judy has long been one 
of the most popular puppet plays. 
Perhaps the reason children like it is 
that they have fewer moral inhibi-
tions than grown-ups to prevent them 
from openly sympathizing w i t h 
Punch's primal selfishness. For 
Punch is as thoughtlessly selfish and 
cruel as a spoiled child. 

These thoughts passed rapidly 
through my mind, as they always do 
when I see or think of Punch and 
Judy. This time they brought with 
them a vivid memory of Jock Lath-
rop whipping the puppet. 

I have said that the beginning of 
the play reassured me. But as it 
progressed, my thoughts crept back. 
The movements of the puppets were 
too smooth and clever for my liking. 
They handled things too naturally. 

There is a great deal of clubbing in 
Punch and Judy, and the puppets al-
ways hold on to their clubs by hug-
ging them between their arms—the 
thumb and second finger of the pup-
peteer. But Jock Lathrop had made 
a start l ing innovation. His puppets 
held their weapons as a man normally 
does. I wondered if this could be due 
to some special device. 

Hurriedly I got out my opera 
glasses and turned them on the stage. 
It was some time before I could focus 
one of the puppets ; they jerked about 
too much. Finally I got a clear view 
of Punch's arms. As far as I could 
make out, they ended in tiny hands— 
hands that could shif t on the club, 
clenching and unclenching in an un-
cannily natural way. 

Grendal mistook my smothered ex-
clamation for one of admiration. 

"Pre t ty clever," he said, nodding. 
Af te r that I sat still. Of course 

the tiny hands were only some sort 
of mechanical attachment to Lath-
rop's fingertips. And here, I thought, 
was the reason for Delia's fears. She 
had been taken in by the astonishing 
realism of the puppets. 

But then how to explain Jock's ac-
tions, the strange questions he had 
put to Dr. Grendal? Merely an at-
tempt to create publicity? 

It was hard for a "hard-boiled 
sleuth" to admit, even to himself, that 
he did have an odd feeling that those 
manikins were alive. But I did, and 
I fought against this feeling, turning 
my eyes from the stage. 

Then I saw Delia. She was sitting 
in the row behind and two chairs fur-
ther to the side. There was nothing 
of the "softie Viking" about her now, 
despite the glimmering, curving lines 
of her silver lame evening dress. In 
the ghostly illumination from the 
stage, her lovely face was cold, stony, 
with a set determination that made 
me apprehensive. 

I heard a familiar mutter and 
turned to see Franetti moving down 
the far aisle as if the stage were draw-
ing him like a magnet. He was glar-
ing at the puppets and talking to him-
self. 

Twice I heard him mutter, "Impos-
sible!" Patrons gave him irritated 
looks as he passed or murmured com-
plainingly. He took no notice. He 
reached the end of the aisle and dis-
appeared through the black curtained 
doorway that led backstage. 

C H A P T E R IV 

Dark Heritage 

RA P I D L Y the play was drawing 
toward its climax. Punch, in 

a dark and dismal prison, was whin-
ing and wailing in self-pity. Jack 
Ketch was approaching from one side, 
his face and black hair hideous in the 
dim light. In one hand he carried a 
noose; in the other, a needlelike 
sword about five inches long. He 
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brandished both dexterously. 
I could no longer view the scene 

in a mat te r -of - fac t way. Th i s was a 
doll-world, where all the dolls were 
bru tes and murderers . The stage was 
reali ty, viewed th rough the wrong 
end of a telescope. 

Then came an ominous rust le be-
hind me. I turned. Delia had risen 
to her feet . Something was gleaming 
in her upraised hand. There was a 
sharp crack, like a whip. Before any-
one could stop her she emptied the 
chambers of a small revolver at the 
stage. 

On the four th shot I saw a black 
hole appear in Punch ' s mask. 

Delia did not s t ruggle against the 
bewildered men who had risen to pin-
ion her hands. She was s tar ing fix-
edly at the stage. So was I. For I 
knew what she hoped to prove by 
those shots. 

Punch had disappeared, but not 
Jack Ketch. He seemed to be star-
ing back at Delia, as if the shots had 
been an expected part of the perform-
ance. Then the high tuning voice, 
screamed, a reedy scream of hate. And 
it was not Jock Lathrop ' s fa lset to 
voice that screamed. Then Jack 
Ketch raised his needlelike sword 
and plunged down out of sight. 

The scream that followed was a 
full-voiced cry of desperate agony 
that silenced and f roze the mil l ing 
audience. And this time it was Jock ' s 
voice. 

Hur r ied ly I pushed my way toward 
the curtained door. Old Grendal was 
close behind me. The first th ing that 
caught my eye in the backstage con-
fus ion was the t rembling form of 
Luigi Frane t t i . His face was like 
wax. He was on his knees, murmur-
ing garbled prayers. 

Then, sprawled on his back beneath 
the puppet-stage, I saw Lathrop . 

Hysterical questions gave way to 
shocked whispers, which mounted to 
a chorus as others swarmed back-
stage. 

"Look! He's dead—the man that 
works the puppe ts !" 

"She got him all r i gh t ! Fired 
through the curtains undernea th !" 

"I saw her do it myself . She shot 

him a dozen times." 
"Somebody said she's his wife ." 
"She got him on the last shot. I 

heard him scream. She's crazy." 
I understood the mistake they were 

making, for I knew that everyone of 
Delia 's shots had hit above stage level. 
I walked over to Jock Lathrop ' s body. 
And it was with the shock of my life 
that I saw that Jack Ketch's pygmy 
sword had been driven to the hilt in 
La throp ' s r ight eyeball. And on Jock 
Lathrop ' s r ight and lef t hands were 
the garments and papier-mache heads 
of Punch and Jack Ketch. 

Grendal hastened forward and knelt 
at La throp ' s side. The chorus of 
f r igh tened whispers behind us kept 
r is ing and fal l ing in a kind of mob 
rhythm. The drab insurance agent 
Wi lk inson stepped up and peered 
over Grendal 's shoulders . Indrawn 
breath whist led between his teeth. 
He turned around slowly and pointed 
at Franet t i . 

"Mr. La th rop was not shot, but 
stabbed," he said in a curiously calm 
voice that caught the crowd's ear. "I 
saw that man sneak back here. He 
murdered Mr. Lathrop. He was the 
only one who could have done it. Get 
hold of him, some of you, and take 
him out f ron t . " 

FR A N E T T I offered no resistance. 

He looked u t te r ly dazed and help-
less. 

"The rest of you had bet ter wait 
out f ron t too," Wi lk inson cont inued. 
"I shall te lephone the police. See to 
it that Mrs. La th rop is not t roubled 
or annoyed. She is hyster ical . Do 
not allow her to come back here." 

There was a rus t le of hushed inter-
ject ions and questions, but the crowd 
flowed back into the theater . Wi lk in -
son, Grendal , and myself were le f t 
alone. 

"There ' s no hope, is the re?" I man-
aged to say. 

Grendal shook his head. 
"He ' s dead as a nail. T h e t iny in-

s t rument penet ra ted the eyesocket 
and deep into the brain. Happened 
to be dr iven in exactly the proper 
direct ion." 

I looked down at La th rop ' s twisted 
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body. Even now I could hardly re-
press a shudder at the sight of the 
puppets. The vindictive expressions 
on their masks looked so purposeful. 
I regarded the bullet hole in Punch's 
mask. A little blood was welling 
from it. The bullet must have nicked 
Lathrop's finger. 

At that moment I became aware of 
a confused surge of footsteps out-
side, and of the crowd's whispering, 
muffled by the intervening hangings, 
rising to a new crescendo. 

"Look out, she's getting away!" 
"She's running! Stop her." 
"Has she still got the gun?" 
"She's going back there. Grab her, 

somebody!" 
The black draperies eddied wildly 

as Delia spun through the door, jerk-
ing loose from a hand that had sought 
to restrain her. In a swirl of golden 
hair and shimmering silver lam6 she 
came in. I glimpsed her wild gray 
eyes, white-circled. 

"They killed him, I tell you, they 
killed him!" she screamed. "Not me. 
Not Franett i . They! I killed one. 
Oh, Jock, Jock, are you dead?" 

She ran toward the corpse. And 
then came the final nightmare. 

The arms of blue-faced Jack Ketch 
began to writh, and from the puppet-
mask came squealing, malevolent 
laughter. 

Delia, about to fling her arms 
around her dead husband, slid to the 
floor on her knees. A sigh of horror 
issued from her throat. The silver 
lame billowed down around her. And 
still the puppet ti t tered and squealed, 
as if mocking her and tr iumphing 
over her. 

"Pull those blasted things off his 
hands!" I heard myself crying. "Pull 
them off!" 

It was Wilkinson who did it, not 
the feebly pawing Dr. Grendal. Wil-
kinson didn't realize what was hap-
pening. . 

He was still convinced that Franett i 
was the murderer. He obeyed auto-
matically. He seized the papier-
mache heads roughly, and jerked. 

Then I knew how Jock Lathrop had 
died. I knew why he had been so 
secretive, why the ancient pamphlet 

had affected him so profoundly. I 
realized that Delia's suspicions had 
been correct, though not what she had 
believed. I knew why Jock Lathrop 
had asked Grendal those peculiar 
questions. I knew why the puppets 
had been so realistic. I knew why 
Jockey Lowthrope had had his hands 
hacked off. I knew why Jock Lath-
rop had never let anyone see his own 
ungloved hands, af ter that "change" 
had begun in London. 

The little finger and ring finger on 
each of his hands were normal. The 
othefs—the ones used in motivating 
a puppet—were not. Replacing the 
thumb and second finger were tiny 
muscular arms. The first finger was 
in each case a tiny, wormlike body, 
of the general shape of a finger, but 
with a tiny sphincterlike mouth and 
two diminutive, malformed eyes that 
were all black pupil. One was dead 
by Delia's bullet. The other was not. 
I crushed it under my heel. . . . 

AMONG Jock Lathrop's papers 
was found the following note, 

penned in longhand, and evidently 
written within a few days of the end : 

If I die, they have killed me. For I am 
sure they hate me. I have tried to confide 
in various people, but have been unable to 
go through with it. I feel compelled to 
secrecy. Perhaps that is their desire, for 
their power over my actions is growing 
greater every day. Delia would loath me 
if she knew. And she suspects. 

I thought I would go mad in London, 
when my injured fingers began to heal with 
a new growth. A monstrous growth—that 
were my brothers who were engulfed in my 
flesh at the time of my birth and did not 
begin to develop until now I Had they 
been developed and born at the proper 
time, we would have been triplets. But the 
mode of that development now! 

Human flesh is subject to horrible per-
versions. Can my thoughts and act ivit ies 
as a puppeteer have had a determining in-
fluence? Have I influenced their minds 
until those minds are really those of Punch 
and Jack Ketch? 

And what I read in that old pamphlet. 
Hands hacked off. . . . Could my ancestor's 
pact with the devil have given him his 
fiendish skill? Given him the monstrous 
growth which led to his ruin? Could this 
physical characteristic have been inherited, 
lying dormant until such time as another 
Lathrop, another puppeteer, summoned it 
forth by his ambitious desires? 

I don't know. What I do know is that as 
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long as I live I am the world's greatest 
puppeteer—but at what co6t! I hate them, 
and they hate me. I can hardly control 
them. Last night one of them clawed Delia 
while I slept. Even now, when my mind 
wandered for a moment, the one turned the 
pen and tried to drive it into my wrist. . . . 

I did not scoff at the questions that 
Jock Lathrop had asked himself. I 

might have at one time. But I had 
seen them, and I had seen the tiny-
sword driven into Lathrop's eye. No, 
I'm not going to spend any more time 
trying to figure out the black mystery 
behind the amazing skill of Jock 
Lathrope. I'm going to spend it try-
ing to make Delia forget. 
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DR. NORST 
VISITS 
DEATH 

By 
WILLIAM A. ROSSI 

Author of "Satan Is My Lover," 
"Curse of the Jilted Bride," etc. 

The Young Scientist Knew 

H e W a s D e a d - B u t the 

After-Life W a s No Change 

From His Mortal Existence! 

DR. P E T E R N O R S T knew that 
he was dead. 

An ironic lit t le smile twisted 
his handsome face. He smiled because 
death was so different f rom what he 
had always imagined it would be. 
There seemed to be no radical change 
f rom mortal l ife to existence af ter 
death. There were no angels floating 
about now, no radiant beauty and 
sweet music in his new environment, 
no one to welcome him into the new 
world. 

He found himself th inking about 
the same commonplace th ings : his in-
tensive cancer research; his superior, 
Dr. Ethan Slade, at the Cancer Re-
search Ins t i tu t e ; his co-workers, Doc-
tors Andrew Brent and Stephan Lode; 
his half-brother, Dr. Karl N o r s t ; his 
dog, Fri tz , and a horde of other 
events and people that comprised his 
daily life. 

But somehow it was all wrong. Men 
had always said that there was no 
bridge between life and death, that 
when a man died he lost all contact 
with l ife on earth, and began a new 
and grander life. It was odd, there-
fore, that he should still know of these 
commonplace mortal things, that he 
should still be th inking of them. 

And yet, Dr. Norst knew that he was 
dead. 

A doctor should know death, he 
N o r s t f e l t t h a t h a r d I n s t r u m e n t b a n g d o w n o n 

h i s h e a d 
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thought . Yet, Norst would have liked 
to have been more positive. If only 
he could see some of the objects 
around him in the lodge. For ex-
ample, Musty and Rusty, the two 
caged monkeys whom he had recent-
ly injected with the new cancer serum. 
He wondered how they were getting 
along. I t was a couple of days ago 
since he had seen them, fed them. 

Norst smiled again. He smiled be-
cause he was trying to conceive of 
time in this timeless world of the here-
af ter . Still, he persisted, he would 
like to see the pair of monkeys with 
his own eyes. He wondered how the 
serum was working. It was almighty 
important that he should know, for it 
was the vital key that might lead to 
the cause and cure of cancer. If only 
he could see those invaluable monks, 
see the effect of the serum . . . 

But Peter Norst couldn't see—be-
cause he was blind. 

Very annoying, blindness, Norse 
thought. A research worker had to 
have eyes. Yet, many of the blind 
got along well. They compensated 
their affliction with a more sensitive 
development of other senses; the hear-
ing faculty, for instance. 

Now Norst listened vainly for the 
chirp of birds in the trees outside his 
lodge, which was buried deep in the 
Maine woods. Every time he came 
up to his secluded lodge to do some 
intensive research away from the 
others at the Institute, he always en-
joyed listening to the forest creatures. 
They gave him a sense of companion-
ship in this lonely spot, miles from 
civilization. 

If only he could hear them once 
more before he lost all contact with 
things mortal. If only he could hear 
something, anything. 

But he couldn't hear — because he 
was deaf. 

l ^ T O sight, no hearing. Norst 
growled. He thought he could 

make a noise through his throat, but 
how could he know when he couldn't 
hear? He wondered where Fritz, his 
fai thful shepherd dog, was. The poor 
fellow was no doubt very hungry, the 
same as Musty and Rusty. 

Norst felt more certain of his death 

now, for, he reasoned, if he were alive 
his dog would be right there at his 
feet, as always. But Fri tz wasn't 
there. He was probably still back in 
the lodge, sniffing around the kitchen 
in search of food. Norst felt deeply 
remorseful. He couldn't see or hear, 
but if he were alive he could at least 
smell out a good steak in the refrig-
erator. Norst would have liked to 
have done that last thing for Fritz. 
But he couldn't do even that. 

For Peter Norst had completely lost 
his sense of smell. 

Norst felt a burst of anger surge 
through him. No sense of smell to 
scent out food for the dog and the 
monks — and for himself, too. Yes, 
Norst was mighty hungry. That was 
odd, he thought. He had never be-
lieved that hunger was a sensation 
that one carried to the next world 
when one died. 

He thought of the steak again and 
something churned in the vicinity of 
where his stomach should be. He made 
a motion like licking his lips, as he 
reflected upon the delicious taste of 
a juicy steak. And then a horrible 
feeling of fu t i l i ty came over him. 

He could not taste anything—be-
cause he had no sense of taste what-
ever. 

Panic started to well in him now. 
He felt a violent urge to run, to get 
up and move about and relieve this 
terr i fying tension. Despair pierced 
him as he suddenly remembered that 
he had already tried to walk. That 
was the very first thing he had done 
when he realized that he was dead. 
He had walked—that is, he knew he 
was moving his limbs, and yet there 
seemed to be nothing under his feet. 
He felt as though he was walking on 
air, as if he was floating. 

He had tried to feel his way about 
the familiar rooms of the lodge, for 
it was there where he had died. But 
when his hands came down on objects 
which he knew were there, he touched 
nothing. 

Even now he wasn't sure whether 
he was sit t ing or standing. He be-
lieved he was sitting, for standing all 
this time would have fatigued him. 
That is, if the dead could tire. Des-
perately, now, he made a motion as if 
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clapping his hands together, but the 
hands seemed to pass through each 
other. He felt no contact. Norst 
could not feel anything—because he 
had no sense of touch. 

Peter Norst could not see, hear, 
smell, taste or touch. His five vital 
senses were gone! 

Wi th this horr i fying realization, 
profound anguish swept over him, 
and for the moment he thought that 
his soul was being initiated into Hell. 
Strange that he should feel such an 
agonizing emotion. If he were mor-
tally dead then his body could not re-
spond to emotions. Or could it? His 
five senses were gone and yet his mind 
was functioning. He was thinking, 
but only of mortal, earthly things. If 
this was true death then it was all so 
incongruous, so ut ter ly wrong. Sud-
denly a revelation pierced Norst 's 
mind. 

He was dead, and yet he wasn't! 
Sure, it was inconsistent, fantastic, 

but he knew he was a living-dead para-
dox. A man that had no senses could 
not perceive anything around him, 
could not identify himself as a living 
being. And if there were no percep-
tions there could be no new concep-
tions of knowledge for him. 

The door to existence, living, was 
locked. He was shut out from life and 
yet not in the realm of death—a crea-
ture that could hang for an eternity 
between life and death ! His body was 
dead but his mind was alive. 

His mind was able to give him all 
this startl ing information. His mind 
now informed him of another aston-
ishing fact, a fearful fact. If he had 
been murdered, as he believed he was, 
then his flesh should be decomposing, 
and his soul would have gone from 
that rotting body to its own realm. 
But such he knew had not happened. 
Some one did not want him to die an 
ordinary death. 

Some one had taken his five vital 
senses away, leaving him dead and yet 
alive! 

Who could have done this horrible 
thing to him? And why? Wi th his 
mind — his one remaining link with 
mortal life—Norst began to remember 
and recall the events that led up to the 
horror of his present predicament. 

From his memory loomed up the Can-
cer Research Inst i tute followed by a 
parade of rapid happenings. . . . * * * 

PE T E R N O R S T had his own ex-
perimental laboratory in the In-

sti tute building. He worked without 
salary in the lab ^ h i c h he equipped 
and maintained out of his large per-
sonal fortune. He was working in-
tensely on this night—the fourth con-
secutive night that he was staying 
overtime. But time meant nothing to 
this brilliant young scientist who was 
steeped in his world of cancer re-
search. He felt certain now that he 
was at last on the evasive trail of the 
dread disease, and the new serum he 
was compounding would give him the 
all-important answers. 

Norst was bent over his microscope 
when the door of his lab opened. He 
looked up and saw Dr. Stephan Lode, 
whose thin lips were twisted in a 
queer smile. Young Lode and Andrew 
Brent worked as a research team in 
the next lab. Lode was a small chap 
with an erratic disposition, an ener-
getic and zealous worker. 

"Well , Norst," Lode said, "you're 
still at it, eh?" 

"And so close it isn't even funny," 
Norst replied, a trifle annoyed by the 
interruption. 

"Don't tell me that the brilliant Dr. 
Norst has found the cause and cure 
of cancer?" Lode said sarcastically. 
He seemed to delight in irking Norst. 

"I 'd certainly be the last one to tell 
you anything, Lode," said Norst 
sharply. 

Lode flushed. "If you think you 
can beat Brent and me to the answers, 
you're cracked. There are some 
answers that even money can't buy— 
even your kind of money." 

Norst clenched his jaws and con-
tinued to peer through the micro-
scope, ignoring the remark. Lode's 
eyes narrowed suspiciously . Could 
Norst have really found something? 
He had been hearing some talk around 
the Insti tute. He respected Norst, de-
spite his envy of him. Now he stepped 
toward Norst and glanced down with 
bold curiosity at the papers on which 
Norst was jott ing notes. 

"I 'm a monkey's uncle if I don't be-
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lieve you have found something," 
Lode said, af ter a moment. 

Norst glanced up impatiently. 
"Listen, Lode, I have found what 

might be the key to the whole cancer 
problem. In fact, I'm almost certain 
I have it. Now, will you please go 
away and let me alone? I'm trying 
to work." 

Lode looked sharply at Norst, then 
said in a hollow voice: 

"Sure. Sure, Norst." 
He slowly walked to the door, flung 

back a queer look, then left . Norst 
heard the outer door close. 

Norst cursed himself for a fool for 
having said anything to Lode. The 
inquisitive fellow would be pestering 
him for days now, and babbling to 
Brent as well. Only Dr. Ethan Slade, 
director of the Institute, and Dr. Karl 
Norst, Peter 's half brother, really 
knew how close Peter Norst was to 
the answers. 

In fact, it was Karl Norst who had 
been trying to make his brother 
promise that if he found the cancer 
secret he would capitalize on it com-
mercially instead of donating it to 
science. Karl, a keen surgeon but 
with a greater passion for women and 
horses, which continually kept him 
broke, had tried to make Peter see his 
point. 

Now, young Norst again conc-
trated on the slide under the mic 
scope. He had no sooner fell in with 
his normal mental tempo when his 
door opened again. He was about to 
utter a curse when he suddenly saw 
that the visitor was a woman, Sandra 
Brent, Andrew Brent 's dark, exotic 
wife. Peter had reason to writhe un-
easily. 

"Oh, I'm sorry to disturb you, 
Peter," she said sweetly, walking in. 
"Is Andrew here? I thought I'd ride 
home with him." 

"If he isn't in his lab he must have 
gone home already," Norst said ner-
vously. Beautiful women always 
made him feel uneasy, especially 
women who looked at him the way 
Sandra always did. with a sort of smug 
cat-to-mouse certainty. 

She came closer, in a casual way, 
until Norst squirmed with the vibrant 
warmth of her nearness. She looked 

cunning and—determined. 
"Andrew has been telling me how 

hard you've been working, Peter ," she 
said softly. 

"Sandra, I — I'd like to finish this 
work," Norse forced out. "I t ' s ter-
ribly important." 

She laughed. "Why, Pe ter ! You're 
actually telling me to leave. Let that 
fussy old work wait, dear." She 
planted a soft kiss on his cheek. 

Norse jumped up, flushed. 
"Sandra, you'd better leave." 

SH E laughed again, then with a 
felinely-quick move pinioned his 

arms to his side with her own around 
him, and pressed her red lips hard 
against his mouth. For a second he 
was helpless with amazement, then he 
started to tear her fiercely clasped 
arms from him. Suddenly he saw past 
her glistening black hair to the door. 

Andrew Brent, foaming and pur-
pling with rage, stood in the doorway. 

Sandra sensed another presence in 
the room and quickly dropped her 
arms. Her face blanched at the sight 
of her infuriated husband. 

"How long have you been pulling 
the wool over my eyes, Norst?" he 
grated. 

"Now listen. Brent—" Norst began. 
But Brent wasn't listening. He was 

flying at Norst like an enraged beast. 
Norst sidestepped and Brent slammed 
into the wall with an oath. 

"Brent, for God's sake, keep your 
head!" Norst snapped. 

The jealousy-maddened Brent was 
relentless in his intent. He whirled 
and lunged at Norst. This time the 
latter 's hard fist shot out. It smashed 
into Brent 's mouth and he reeled 
against the wall. Sandra screamed, 
then turned and fled f rom the lab. 

Brent rebounded, his fists flailing 
around the agile Norst 's head. Young 
Norst saw that there was no alterna-
tive. He waited for an opening, then 
sent a wicked uppercut f rom his knees. 
Brent 's head snapped back. He 
seemed nailed to an awkward upright 
posture for the barest second, and 
then he dropped with a groan. 

Norst picked him up and carried 
him over to the small operating table. 
He wet his handkerchief and started 
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to wash the blood from Brent 's mouth 
and nose, when he heard the heavy 
rumble of footsteps coming from the 
outer lab. Dr. Slade and Karl Norst 
rushed into the room. 

"Peter!" Slade gasped.1 "What ' s 
happened?" He looked down at 
Brent. Slade was a big man with kind 
gray eyes and a gray mane atop his 
fine head. 

"We heard the scream—both of us," 
Karl Norst said. "I was just coming 
in to see you aud bumped into Slade, 
who was rushing down the stairs. 
Then Mrs. Brent ran past us as we 
were coming down. We knew some-
thing was wrong." A grin slowly 
spread across his handsome but dis-
sipated face. "Looks like a bad case 
of jealousy." 

Slade laid his hand on Peter 's shoul-
der. 

"I 'm sure it wasn't your fault, son," 
he said kindly. "Only—well, Brent 
is liable to make things disagreeable 
around here. I t 's too bad, and with 
you right at the crisis with your ex-
periments." 

Brent slowly rose to his elbows, 
glancing dazedly around him. 

"A rotten shame," Karl Norst said 
sadly. "This will throw your work 
off keel, at least until Brent cools 
off." His face glowed suddenly with 
an inspired idea. "Say, Peter, why 
don't you go up to the lodge until 
this thing blows over?" 

"A good idea," Slade said. "You'll 
have the quiet you need up there." 

"Eh? Lodge?" Brent murmured, 
then glanced at Peter. Hatred burned 
in his eyes. 

Slade grabbed Brent 's shoulder in 
his big hand. 

"Easy, Brent," he warned. "We've 
had enough trouble around here." 

Brent slumped back, mumbling 
something incoherently. 

Peter nodded to his brother and 
Slade. 

"I think your suggestion is a wise 
one," he said. "I 'm too close now to be 
delayed by anything. I'll leave first 
thing in the morning. . . ." 

FOR two days and nights Norst 
worked in the finely equipped lab 

in his lodge. Late on the second night 

he finished compounding the new 
serum which was to tell him so much, 
almost every answer he had been seek-
ing. Wi th a hand that was not quite 
steady at this auspicious moment, he 
carefully injected the serum into 
Musty and Rusty, the two monkeys he 
had brought up from the Insti tute. 

Af te r placing them back in their 
cages, he went into the living room 
and sat down. It would be a day, 
maybe two, before the serum would 
take effect. And then he would know 
if he were a success or failure. 

Norst dropped back in his chair and 
lit his pipe. It was only now that his 
work was done for a brief interval that 
he fully realized how tired he was. 
He had eaten and slept little while up 
here, but that was customary. Fritz, 
the shepherd dog, came over and 
stretched out at his master's feet. 
Norst noticed that the dog seemed 
restless, his long, sensitive ears fur-
tively alert. 

Then Norst became conscious of the 
storm howling outside, the roar of 
thunder and the brilliant flashes of 
l ightning. Perhaps Fri tz was a little 
j i t tery, as animals sometimes are dur-
ing a storm. Norst let his tired eye-
lids droop with the monotonous beat 
of the rain on the roof. 

He was jerked out of his cat-nap by 
Fritz 's sudden fit of barking. He 
blinked and saw the dog sniffling and 
pawing at the door. Norst shrugged, 
then went over and opened the door. 
Only the louder beat of rain greeted 
him. Fri tz l ifted his head and howled 
—an eerie, plaintive wail in the night. 

"You're mistaken, Fritz," he said. 
"Nothing out there." He closed the 
door. 

But the dog would not be calmed. 
His snout went all along the wall as 
he whimpered in fear. Norse thought 
he saw the dog trembling. 

"Well , old fellow, if you feel that 
bad about it we'll take a look around." 

He threw on a slicker and an old hat, 
then picked up the flashlight and went 
out. Fri tz hung on his heels, still 
whimpering, though his head jerked 
fur t ively around. Norst circled the 
house, his flash playing through the 
thick trees that surrounded the lodge. 
He saw nothing, and couid hear noth-
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ing above the heavy bleat of the rain 
on the mud-soaked ground. 

Jus t as Norst was entering the 
house again, he noticed that Fritz was 
not with him. He called out but there 
was no response. Quickly he ran 
around the side of the house, calling 
out and playing his light anxiously. 
He stopped for a moment, bewildered. 

He couldn't possibly have heard 
these footsteps behind him, but he did 
feel that hard instrument bang down 
on his head. Felt it for just an in-
stant. Then he slumped amid a whirr 
of blackness. He thought he heard a 
pathetic little wail from Fritz some-
where out in the darkness. Then the 
door to consciousness closed. 

He awakened once more, though 
just for a couple of minutes. Long 
enough to know that strips of adhesive 
tape covered his eyes, and that he was 
stretched on his own operating table 
in the lodge lab, his hands and feet 
firmly tied. The acrid odor of ether 
came strongly to his nostrils, and he 
could hear the wild screeching of his 
two monkeys. 

He started to shout, to say some-
thing—he wasn't sure what—when the 
ether cone came down over his mouth 
and nose, gagging him. He kicked and 
tugged, but it was all so very hopeless. 

Then slowly, so torturously slow, 
he lost consciousness altogether. * * * 

AND now he was dead. 

He was a man without the five 
vital senses, and such a man could 
r ightful ly be called dead. True, he 
still retained consciousness, and per-
haps his heart still beat and he 
breathed. Also, he suffered hunger 
and thirst. Maybe this was true, be-
cause he couldn't be sure of anything. 
Only his consciousness told him he 
was alive. But was he mortally alive, 
or was he alive in the hereafter, in 
another world? 

Peter Norst didn't know, couldn't 
know. 

But he did know some important 
things. He knew that if he was dead, 
he had been murdered in his own 
lodge. And that his murderer was 
probably a doctor. He remembered 
the expert handling of that ether cone. 

Who was the doctor? Norst knew so 
many doctors, for he lived in a world 
of medicine and medical men. But 
which of them could hate him enough 
to murder him? 

And then he remembered Andrew 
Brent, remembered the jealous hatred 
that glowered in his eyes. Brent had 
plenty of reason for revenge, and a 
man crazed by jealousy and imagined 
unfai thfulness on the part of his wife 
would be insane enough to murder. 
But what medical ingenuity did that 
madman use to defy all natural laws 
—to make a man dead, yet alive? 

Panic suddenly welled in Norst as 
a new terror dawned on him. He 
himself could slowly be driven to in-
sanity in this helpless, frenzied state. 
Dementia would gnaw at him, eating 
out his sanity like a parasite and leav-
ing him a stark mad Th ing! That 's 
all he would be—a Thing. For there 
had never been another creature like 
him, and hence there was no name 
for whatever monstrosity he was. 
Who could want to drive him insane 
instead of murdering him outr ight? 

Norst fought against the ter r i fying 
thought and finally succeeded in 
thrust ing it from his mind, tem-
porarily, at least. But no sooner had 
he calmed his roiled mind than a new 
abysmal horror dipped into his con-
sciousness. 
. Peter Norst knew that there was 

someone, something, near him at this 
moment! 

He didn't know how he could tell, 
but by some uncanny, inexplicable 
means he knew. For a moment he be-
gan to believe in thought transfer-
ence, for he knew that whatever was 
the presence around him it was a liv-
ing creature. Human? Beast? Norst 
didn't dare guess. His mind was vi-
brating like a taut wire in a gale. He 
feared to venture a move of any sort. 
What would be the good of it? He 
could only hope, and wait. 

He counted seconds, earth time, 
while he waited for that presence to 
make itself known. For all he knew 
those seconds might have been eter-
nities. And that wait ing was the kind 
of slow torture that could easily twist 
one's mind like a wet, tat tered rag and 
leave it limp with insanity. 



DR. NORST VISITS DEATH 69 

And then something happened. The 
flagella-like object he had to believe 
was his tongue was moving around as 
though with difficulty. He tried to 
adjust it in a comfortable position but 
he was having trouble trying to man-
age it, for he had no sense of taste or 
touch to guide him. It seemed to 
crowd what was supposedly his 
mouth. Finally, he gave up the idea. 

Then he heard a voice! It was a 
human voice speaking in a language 
he understood. The voice was saying: 

"You can hear only because of that 
little instrument I just inserted in 
your mouth. Your natural auditory 
channels are eliminated. This instru-
ment is an ingenious though simple 
thing that permits you to hear by 
carrying sound through your teeth 
and jawbones to the cochlea of your 
inner ear, the rest of your auditory 
apparatus having been put out of com-
mission. Now you are able to hear 
and also talk, for your larynx is un-
disturbed. Those two faculties are 
sufficient to serve the purpose of com-
munication between us." 

Norst had not previously consid-
ered speech at all. Even if he had 
absently spoken to himself before 
he could not have heard what he was 
saying. Now he spoke slowly, ex-
perimentally: "Wh-who are you? 
What have you done to me? W h y ? " 
His voice sounded odd to him. 

I ^ ' O R S T heard a light, casual laugh, 
1. w then the voice: 

"Never mind who I am. It wouldn't 
do you any good to know, anyhow. 
But to put your mind at ease I'll 
answer your other questions as briefly 
as possible. As you must surmise by 
this time, your five senses have been 
taken from you. They have been de-
stroyed. I've already explained about 
your hearing. 

"Your sight was destroyed by a 
simple operation of severing the 
optic nerve. Your sense of smell 
was eliminated by severing the ol-
factory nerve. Your sense of taste 
by severing the lingual nerve, which 
automatically cuts off transmission 
of taste sensations received by the 
taste buds on the tongue, as you 
know. Lastly, your sense of touch, 

the most difficult to eradicate, was de-
stroyed by an operation on the post-
Rolandic region of the cortex, the 
touch center in the brain. And now, 
as no doubt you already know, Norst, 
you are ut ter ly helpless." 

"Why—why did you do i t?" Norst 
heard himself demanding. 

"You ask why?" the voice went on. 
"How naive. Norst, just what did you 
expect from the husband of the 
woman you stole? Death was too 
easy, too quickly done with. I had 
to devise a way wherein you would 
have a long time to recount your 
treachery, to be remorseful and suffer 
as I have suffered!" 

The bitterness left the voice, and 
then the tone became cunning: 

"But af ter more thought I've de-
cided to gain more than revenge for 
all my trouble. Norst, I know that 
you're On the verge of uncovering 
what may lead to the cure of cancer. 
I overheard you and Slade talking 
about it a few days ago at the Insti-
tute. I know you came up here to 
complete that final experiment, and 
no doubt you already have the results. 
I want that serum formula. 

"I t won't do you any practical good 
—now. But I can cash in on it, to 
say nothing of putt ing my name in 
the history books. So I'll strike a 
bargain. Give me the serum formula 
and I'll see that you're well cared for 
in a sanatorium for the rest of your 
natural life. You can yet live many 
years, with constant expert care." 

Norst wasn't sure. The man in-
ferred that he was Brent, and yet he 
had spoken of cashing in on the for-
mula. That reminded Norst of some-
one else. Who would benefit by Peter 
Norst's insanity and confinement to a 
sanatorium? 

"And supposing I refuse?" Norst 
said slowly. 

"You die, and without even having 
had the satisfaction of knowing 
whether your serum did the trick," 
the voice replied. "Wi th my propo-
sition you'll have your life and life-
long care, plus the self-satisfaction of 
having accomplished the modern 
miracle. I have nothing to lose and 
you have everything to gain." 

"I might escape af ter you leave 
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here," Norst countered. He knew 
that was no threat. He was merely 
t rying to stall, to be sure of the voice, 
which was almost impossible to iden-
t i fy through the artificial hearing de-
vice in his mouth. 

The man laughed. "Escape? How 
far would you get in these wilds with-
out even one of your senses to guide 
you? You'd starve or die of exhaus-
tion and exposure. Or worse, just 
think of tumbling over a precipice 
like Shadow Cliff and dropping two 
hundred feet into that rocky chasm." 
The man laughed again. 

"You win,' Norst said grimly, help-
lessly. "But before I turn everything 
over to you I'd like some food and 
water. And Fri tz — what happened 
to him?" 

"I clubbed him in the dark. He 
dropped without a sound. But he's 
all r ight now. He's been yipping all 
day, though naturally you couldn't 
hear him." 

"Where is he?" 
"In the side room. His strength is 

about gone, but one dog less, Norst—" 
"Bring him out to me!" Norst 

snapped. "Get food and water for 
him, too. If you refuse then the deal's 
off." 

"All right," the man growled. "You 
dog-lovers are crackcd, anyhow." 

"Better put him on a leash and tie it 
around my wrist," Norst warned. 
"The minute he regains strength he'll 
go for you. He knows you're no 
friend of mine or his." 

THE man laughed derisively from 
the kitchen. A minute later he 

came out. 
"Here, I'll have to feed you," he 

said. "Push that device against the 
side of your cheek. I'll get your 
mutt." In a minute the man spoke 
again. "There, the leash is tied 
around your wrist. Better make that 
dog behave after he gets his belly full, 
or I'll shoot him." 

Norst experienced a sensation of 
elation somewhere inside of him as he 
felt a faint tugging, not a sensation 
of touch, but a vague feeling of move-
ment. He knew that Fri tz was joy-
fully tugging at the leash. 

The feeding was over in five min-

utes. Norst knew that he had eaten 
simply because he no longer felt that 
gnawing hunger and thirst. Also, he 
could feel that vague tugging a trifle 
stronger and he knew that Fritz, too, 
had regained his strength. "Fr i tz!" 
said Norst sharply. "Lie down." 

"Obedient mutt," the man com-
mented. "All right, Norst. The serum 
formula." 

"First ," Norst replied, "we have to 
see the results on the monks. I can't 
tell you anything about the serum un-
til I know what the effects have been. 
Have to check on the symptoms. Now. 
if you'll be good enough to get one of 
the monks so that you can check on 
the questions I'll have to ask. . . ." 

The man growled. "Either one?" 
"Ei ther one." Norst's voice was 

taut. 
Almost a minute passed, and then 

Norst heard a raging shriek of pain 
from the lab. The man came running. 

"That blasted monk gave me a 
wicked bite on the arm, then jumped 
back in the cage," he raged. "I ought 
to kill i t !" 

Norst smiled — a slow inscrutable 
smile. Somehow he was certain that 
the man's face was masked with terror 
at sight of that crooked line across 
Norst's mouth. 

"Sit down," Norst said, almost com-
mandingly. "There are some questions 
that I must ask you now. There isn't 
much time left—for you." 

"N-Norst!" the man choked. "What 
are you talking about?" 

"Are your hands swelling?" 
"Y-yes!" 
"Is your skin turning blue?" 
"Yes!" 
"Do you feel pain and congestion 

around your heart and lungs?" 
"Yes, yes!" The man groaned with 

agony. "Norst, what—" 
"You are poisoned," Norst replied 

calmly. "That monkey bite is fatal." 
Norst heard a heavy thud, and he 

knew the man was writhing in pain 
on the floor. 

"Y-you tricked me!" the man 
screamed. "You knew those monkeys 
were poisoned, knew that they'd bite 
me!" 

"I knew that they were very hungry. 
But anyway, I had to find out what 
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effect the serum had taken. Now I 
know." Norst paused, then said slow-
ly: "I believe I have found what may 
lead to the discovery of cancer's cause 
and cure." 

"Norst!" the man choked. "Give me 
an antidote. You must have one!" 

"Yes, there is an antidote, but it 
will have to be administered imme-
diately." 

"Then give it to me! I—I'll set you 
f ree!" 

"I ' ll have to operate—" 
"Yes, but hurry!" The man was 

gasping. 
"Sorry, but I can't. I have no sight, 

no sense of touch. It would be cer-
tain murder." 

The man moaned, then broke into a 
fit of coughing. Norst knew the man 
was coughing blood, for the poison 
caused the capillaries to burst. In a 
minute the larger blood vessels would 
burst, and then— 

Norst rose to his feet. That is, he 
went through the motions of standing, 
though he felt nothing beneath him. 

"Come on, Fritz, we're going home," 
he said. Fri tz barked, and Norst felt 
that vague tugging on the wrist, felt 
his limbs forced to move to prevent 
him from falling on his face. "Good 
boy, Fritz. To the door." 

"Y-you can't leave me!" the dying 
man on the floor choked out. 

Norst turned. "Can't I—Dr. Ethan 
Slade!" 

"How d-did you know?" the man 
wheezed. "You couldn't see or touch 
or—" 

"When you mentioned Shadow Cliff 
and the two hundred foot drop into 
the chasm, I knew," Norst explained, 
"Brent has never been up here to the 
lodge, nor has Stephan Lode. Only 
my brother and you. My brother has 
never been up to Shadow Cliff, knew 
nothing about it. But you and I have 
been up there several times together, 
Slade, on your frequent visits here." 

Slade laughed, a short cackle. 
"Go ahead, Norst, but you'll never 

make i t ! You have no senses to guide 
you through those woods!" 

"I have a voice and a hearing de-
vice, thanks to you," Norst said. 
"And I have Fritz. And lastly, 
Slade, there's one sense you couldn't 

destroy. Intuit ion—the sixth sense. 
That will provide me with a sense of 
direction!" 

And as Norst went out the door he 
heard those final dying breaths choke 
out : "They'l l find your corpse in the 
woods!" A last gurgle and all was 
still. 

* * * 

FO L L O W I N G is a partial tran-
script of one of the National 

Press' final stories in the series con-
cerning the remarkable case of Dr. 
Peter Nors t : 

The nation may now rejoice with the 
latest report that Dr. Peter Norst, the 
wealthy a n d brilliant c a n c e r research 
worker whose new serum promises to 
bring the long-evasive cause and cure of 
cancer almost within medicine's grasp, is 
on the way to rapid recovery under the care 
of Dr. Nigor Vilsenn, the world-famed 
neurologist . 

Dr. Norst's case, one of the strangest 
in news and medical annals, is now in its 
c los ing chapter. And the incredible tale of 
Dr. Norst's heroic dog, Fritz, who chewed 
off the leather leash that he might go for 
help while his master lay near death, is a 
story that wil l forever remain dear to the 
hearts of dog-lovers. 

Dr. Vilsenn finally agreed to give a state-
ment to the press in regard to Dr. Norst's 
condition. Dr. Vilsenn's report in his own 
words is as f o l l o w s : 

"When the rescue party, led by Dr 
Norst's remarkable dog, came upon Dr. 
Norst , they f o u n d him perilously near 
death, suffering from hunger, thirst and 
exposure. At the hospital they thought his 
fantastic story to be the rantings of a 
hysterical person. After they succeeded 
in restoring his strength, he requested that 
I be sent for. 

"When I arrived he recounted his ex-
perience and told me of the operations that 
Dr. Slade had performed on him. I thought 
it fanciful at first, but then I knew that 
such operations, especially in the hands of 
a clever neuro-surgeon like Dr. Slade, were 
quite possible. 

"Diagnosis , however, revealed a some-
what different picture. The main nerve 
centers for each sense faculty were not 
severed, as Norst believed, but were merely 
paralyzed, which produced the same effect. 
The paralysis was produced by use of a 
drug whose effects could last as long as a 
week. The effects of the drug have almost 
whol ly worn off, and in a f ew days Dr. 
Norst wil l be released. A short rest will 
be prescribed, and then he will be able to 
continue with his research on the serum, 
which, incidentally, has already instil led 
high hopes into the hearts of the nation's 
physicians and canccr sufferers." 
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W h a t e v e r H u r s t w a s g o i n g t o s a y t o P e t e r w a s l o s t a s a s i r e n w h i n e d t o a h a l t o u t s i d e 

Wi th Plenty of Mot i ve to Slay a Theatrical S imon Legree, 

I t s a Puzzle to Sort a Framed M a n From a Killer! 

TH E thick-set man in evening 
clothes picked up a heavy hunt-
ing knife -from the row of 

gleaming blades on the table in f ront 
of him. His monocle glit tered as he 
leered at the girl in the lavender 
evening gown. 

"You might as well talk," he said, 
and there was an undercurrent of 
viciousness beneath his silky tones. 
"No Hooded Avenger can save you 
now. No one knows we're here." 

Blond tresses swirled over her bare 
shoulders as she shook her head defi-
antly. High above her head, her wrists 
were manacled to the wall of the iso-
lated shack. 

"You can kill me if you want to!" 
she said tensely, her blue eyes flam-
ing. "But you can't make me imperil 
thousands of lives for the sake of my 
own." 

"I 'm well aware of the fact that I 
can kill you," he said, and his smile 
was the epitome of evil. "I 'm also 
aware of the fact that I can choose 
the method of your death, and the 
length of time it will take." 

Wi th an easy, almost indifferent 
motion, he l if ted the hunt ing knife 
and snapped it at her. It thudded 
into the wall, into the small space 
between her manacled wrists, drew 
a strangling gasp from her throat . 

"Feel like ta lk ing?" he asked with 
vicious gentleness. 

"No!" she gasped. 
He shrugged, and leisurely sent 

another knife into the wall a bare 
three inches f rom her rounded young 
arm. Again his monocle gleamed as 
he looked at her with polite inquiry, 
but she shook her head. 

His third knife was a little wider, 
72 
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and he flung the four th quickly. I t 
skimmed by her dress, and one of the 
straps of her evening gown was sev-
ered. She stared at the vibrating 
haf t with widening eyes of horror. 

The man in evening clothes picked 
up another of the weapons and 
sighted along its length. 

"This one," he said, "is going to 
draw blood—unless, of course, you 
choose to tell me what I want to 
know." 

"No!" cried the girl. But she was 
evidently weakening in the face of 
such a fate. 

Her tormentor shrugged once more 
and raised his arm to throw. But 
he stopped short, stockstill, as there 
came a peremptory banging on the 
door. The knife thrower 's eyebrows 
rose in surprise and fr ight , and the 
monocle fell from his eye socket. 

Crash! 
The rude planks of the shack's door 

were shattered. Another blow, and 
a gaping jagged hole was revealed. 
In the opening, the head and shoul-
ders of a man appeared. He was 
masked by a purple hood through 
which only his burning eyes were vis-
ible. 

"Drop that kni fe!" he shouted. 
His left hand appeared, holding an 

automatic. His right hand was braced 
on the door-knob. Flame streaked 
from the muzzle of his pistol as he 
fired three times. 

Crimson splotches sprayed the 
white shirt f ront of the man in evening 
clothes. He groaned, grabbed at the 
table, but missed and fell face down 
on the floor. . . . 

TH E audience in the rows out f ront 
clapped and cheered and whistled 

in the usual reaction to a melodra-
matic climax. Now was the moment for 
the hooded avenger to turn the knob, 
step in and reveal himself as Tom 
Chester, the dashing young playboy 
juvenile. The stage was set for the 
final clinch. 

But instead of coming onstage, the 
hooded man ducked from sight into 
backstage darkness. And then the 
girl screamed. The man in evening 
clothes, supposedly killed in the name 
of his art, bucked and rolled con-

vulsively on the stage floor. 
No one in that crowded audience 

ever forgot that. Dextro, the world's 
greatest knife-thrower, the man who 
had l i f ted his routine act out of the 
drabness of lesser vaudeville attrac-
tions by embroidering it with a play-
let and attractive performers, was 
kicking out his life there on the 
boards! 

In the few seconds before the cur-
tain was merciful ly lowered, that 
fact was evident. The audience had 
watched no graceful theatre death, 
they had looked upon the real and 
horrible thing itself. . . . 

Below the stage, in a dingy dress-
ing room formed by wooden parti-
tions that were three feet short of the 
basement ceiling, Peter Lewis, a mem-
ber of Dextro's *ast, picked himself 
up groggily, t rying to remember what 
had happened. But all that he could 
recall was that something had landed 
hard on the back of his head as he 
started for the stage, af ter making 
his final change of costume. 

Panic seized him. He must have 
missed the finale! Or had he? There 
seemed to be no applause or disturb-
ance on the stage, or in the wings. 
No one was summoning him. 

He rubbed his aching head, wonder-
ing what had happened. Carefully he 
picked up his Hooded Avenger hood, 
which had fallen to the floor. 

His head was still spinning around 
when he heard running footsteps, the 
slam of the dressing room door next 
to his own. A moment later, Jean, the 
blonde who also worked in Dextro's 
act, stuck her head over the partition. 

"Lock your door!" she whispered 
imperatively. "They'll be here in a 
minute." 

"What gives?" he countered vague-
ly. "I just came to with a sore nog-
gin." 

"Then you didn't do it!" she said, 
and there was quick relief in the look 
she gave him, relief which gave way 
to alarm. "But they'll think you did! 
Grab your coat and climb over. You 
can get out through my window if 
you hurry." 

"What didn't I do outside of miss-
ing the finale?" he asked. 

"Somebody used real bullets on 
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Dextro!" Jean choked. "Not that he 
didn't have it coming. It was some-
body who took your place in the act! 
Where ' s your gun?" 

He locked his door hastily then, 
panic gnawing at his vitals. Swiftly 
he searched for his gun. It was not 
there! If this were all true, he was 
on the spot! 

"The killer lef t his gun backstage," 
the girl said. "He must have used 
yours. Hurry, Pete—hurry! I've got 
an idea who did it, but you'll have to 
go it alone." Her voice became sib-
ilant. "Here they come! I only got 
ahead of them by faking hysterics." 

Hoarse shouts and running foot-
steps sounded on the stairs leading 
from the stage overhead. Peter 
Lewis didn't stop to count 'em or 
weigh 'em then. Panic-stricken, he 
climbed to his table, vaulted the parti-
tion to the girl 's room. As he landed 
beside her, he thought of something. 

"But I'm left-handed," he said. 
"And my gun—" 

"So was this guy left-handed," 
Jean said. "So was Roger Hurst . 
You know about him. He used to have 
the job you have. I saw him upstairs 
just before—before . . . Dextro 
stalled him, said he'd meet him at 
Joe's in fifteen minutes. Maybe you 
can find him there. I 'll cover here." 

"Open up !" said a soft voice. "This 
is Ray. What happened?" 

JEAN opened her door a crack, ad-
mitted Ray Maxwell, then locked 

it behind him. Maxwell, a stocky, 
swarthy chap with heavy spectacles, 
was a theatrical agent. Quickly Jean 
told him what had happened. The 
agent whistled and glanced toward 
the partition. Fists were already 
pounding on the door of Peter 's dress-
ing room. Peter Lewis, himself, stood 
there silently. 

Always uncommunicative, the agent 
listened without comment. At men-
tion of Roger Hurst , he nodded. 

Outside somewhere, a siren wailed, 
and the door of Peter Lewis' dressing 
room was slammed open. 

"We'l l stall them as much as we can 
here," the agent whispered to Lewis. 
"You'd better t ry and nail Roger 
Hurst . He'll show up if only to make 

it look good. Once the cops get their 
mitts on you, they'll hang on t ight." 

"But what motive did I have for 
killing Dextro?" Lewis asked, be-
wildered. "He gave me my first real 
meal ticket as an actor." 

"They'll find a motive—Jean here, 
anything. You find Hurst and go to 
town on him. Make him talk. I t 's 
your only chance." 

His head still whirling, Lewis 
ducked out the window, legged it 
down the alley to the side street, then 
walked as slowly as he dared toward 
Joe's Cafe. No one stopped him, 
though his every step was ac-
companied by the wail of sirens as 
police cars continued to gather at the 
theater behind him. It was not pleas-
ant music to his ears. 

Joe's was a quiet place, well-suited 
for lovers' rendezvous or other inti-
mate conversations. I ts booths had 
draw curtains, and no one got inquis-
itive unless too much noise came 
from behind them. 

The young actor walked in, strode 
the length of the narrow floor, look-
ing for Roger Hurst . He narrowly 
missed upsetting a waiter carrying a 
tray laden with spaghetti as he 
spotted his predecessor. 

Roger Hurst was a nervous, emaci-
ated shadow of the good-looking 
young man who had once played the 
Hooded Avenger in Dextro's act. His 
sleeves were frayed, and a half-empty 
glass of beer was in f ront of him. He 
looked as if he were not sure he would 
be able to pay for it. 

Peter Lewis slipped into the booth 
with Hurst and beckoned a waiter. 

"Drink up," he said. "This one's on 
me." 

"What do you want?" Hurst asked 
him. There was a sneer in his voice. 
"I didn't come here to see you. And I 
don't want your drinks." 

"Yeah?" said Lewis. His wits were 
returning now. "I imagine it is a bit 
of a surprise. You figured I'd be in 
jail by now." 

"And I want your doubletalk even 
less," Hurst said rancidly. 

"Don't play dumb," snapped Lewis. 
"What ' s the idea of f raming me for 
shooting Dextro? Talk fast or I'll 
take you apart." 
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"Talk about what!" barked the 
broken-down actor. He s t a r e d at 
Peter with such surprise on his face 
that it was hard not to believe. 

"You heard me," snapped Peter 
Lewis. "If Jean and Ray Maxwell 
hadn't helped me get away, I 'd be on 
my way to the chair right now." 

Hurst 's response was a surprise. He 
put back his head and began to laugh 
softly. He laughed until t e a r s 
streamed down his face. Finally 
Lewis leaned across the table and 
slapped him smartly. 

"Talk!" he ordered tensely. At any 
moment he expected the hand of the 
law on his shoulder. 

"I 'm not hysterical," said Roger 
Hurst , gasping for breath. "I t ' s just 
funny, that 's all. So you think I 
framed you with Dextro's murder!" 
Suddenly his face stiffened. "This 
isn't a gag, is i t?" he asked. 

PE T E R L E W I S slapped h i m 
again, using the heel of his hand. 

"Hey—cut i t !" said Hurst . "Don't 
play rough. I just wanted to know." 
He grew serious. "I suppose you've 
got the same motive for bumping Dex-
tro that I've been carrying around for 
two years." 

" W h y would I kill my paycheck?" 
snapped Lewis. "Make sense!" 

"Grow up, kid," said Hurst . "I 've 
been wanting to kill Dextro for a long 
time. He shut me out of two movie 
bids Maxwell got for me. Wanted too 
high an ante and wouldn't come 
down. He owned me legally—lock, 
stock, and barrel—just the way he 
owns you." 

"Quit stalling," said Peter Lewis. 
"Why 'd you kill him?" 

"I didn't ," said Hurst . "Believe me 
I've wanted to, but I couldn't drum up 
the nerve. Look at me." He held out 
a hand that shook like a leaf in an 
autumn wind. "I went to the theater 
tonight to see if Dextro wouldn't re-
lease me from my contract. I've got 
a couple of offers to play stock, and 
he's been keeping me tied up. He is— 
was—that kind of a heel when he 
thought he'd been crossed." 

"Stop kidding," ordered Lewis. 
"You told Maxwell you were coming 
here so you'd have an alibi. I 'm not 

taking a rap for you." 
"I—" Hurs t began, but whatever 

he was going to say was lost on Lewis. 
A siren whined to a halt in f ront of 

the restaurant. The accused young 
actor leaped to his feet, dived out of 
the booth toward the rear of the 
restaurant. As he reached the door to 
the kitchen, a revolver blasted its 
message of death behind him, and a 
slug whistled by his ear. 

Then he was through, and this time 
he did not avoid the waiter, who ap-
peared with another trayload of pasta. 
Waiter , spaghetti and tray fell to-
gether as Peter Lewis charged by, 
passed an astonished chef and went 
out the back door. He leaped a fence, 
crossed three back yards, emerged on 
a side street, and began walking away 
from the center of the city. 

What to do? He felt like a fox with 
the hounds in full cry on his trail. He 
couldn't go to his hotel. He couldn't 
go to any hotel. And he hadn't enough 
cash on him for any kind of a get-
away. He slowed down, his brain rac-
ing as he tried to dope out his next 
move. 

Suddenly the thought of Ray Max-
well came as a flash of light. The 
agent had helped him escape once. He 
should at least be willing to put him 
up and stake him for a hide-out some-
where until this murder was solved. 

He remembered then that he was out 
of a job. That was going to make it 
tough—plenty tough. . . . 

Ray Maxwell lived in a swank small 
apartment house on the rim of both 
the residential and amusement sec-
tions of the city. His apartment, 
which Peter Lewis had visited more 
than once before now, and when the 
Hooded Avenger act was playing its 
home town, was on the ground floor. 

Lewis waited until the doorman had 
stepped inside with some guest 's lug-
gage, then slipped along the delivery 
entranceway until he came to a cor-
ner window of the Maxwell apart-
ment, a window which was just above 
eye level. It was dark, and, without 
hesitation, he put his hat around his 
fist, jumped up and broke the pane. 
Then, pull ing himself up to the 
sill, he got the window open and 
slipped inside. 
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He found himself in the living 
room. Turning on a lamp, he settled 
down to wait. 

The agent did himself well. The 
furn i tu re was modernistic and looked 
expensive. The walls were cluttered 
with signed photographs of theater 
and screen celebrities, all of them in-
scribed with the routine loving and 
devoted regards to Ray Maxwell. On 
top of a table against one wall was a 
target. The colored feathers of half 
a dozen darts protruded from it, four 
of them clustered the bull's-eye. The 
other two were not far away. 

f f W J ^ T O N D E R if he's been prac-
w w tising up to take Dextro's 

job," thought Lewis. 
He got up and examined the board, 

intending to pull the darts out and 
try them himself while he waited for 
his involuntary host to return. But 
af ter a long close scrutiny, he stayed 
his hand. The darts had all gone in 
with their points slanting a little to 
the right. They were deeply im-
bedded in the pitted board. 

This was queer. It rang a bell in 
his head, but he couldn't pull the 
pieces that floated around in his 
thoughts together. 

Shaking his head, he moved back as 
if about to try some target practice 
himself. He found he was standing 
beside a teakwood table. There was 
nothing on this table but a copy of 
"Variety," a cigarette box, an ash tray 
and a lamp. He frowned. 

Then, stooping, he opened a drawer. 
There he saw the dart pistol with its 
ingenious rubber band device for 
getting velocity. Closing the drawer, 
he went back to the chair and sat 
down, still f rowning. Finally, he 
smiled, picked up a magazine. 

Half an hour later, a key turned in 
the lock. Ray Maxwell and Jean came 
in together, laughing. When they 
saw Peter Lewis, they stopped short. 

"What ' s the idea, Peter?" said Max-
well. "I gave you one chance to scram. 
What goes?" 

"I need a stake for a getaway, Ray," 
said the young actor. "How about it? 
You know I've been framed." 

"How do I know?" asked the agent. 
"The police seem pret ty sure of your 

guilt. W h y didn't you tell me Metro 
is af ter you, kid? I might have been 
able to fix it up without a murder." 

"Give him get-away money," begged 
Jean. "So what if he did kill Dextro? 
Dextro was a first-water rat." 

"Okay," said Maxwell, pulling out 
a roll and peeling off some bills. 
"Here's half a grand. It should get 
you far away and give you something 
to start out with. Did you see Hurs t ?" 

"Sure," said Lewis. "But the cops 
got there before I could make him 
talk. Thanks." 

He put the money in his pocket. He 
was standing beside the agent. 

"What ' s this about Metro?" he 
asked. 

"They've been after your contract 
for six months," said Maxwell. " I t 
only came out since the killing. Dex-
tro had the letters." 

"And you could have fixed it, Ray, 
if you had known?" 

"Sure I could have." 
"The way you fixed Hurst up?" 

Peter Lewis' voice was sharp. 
The agent looked at him, frowned. 
"I never got a chance to help 

Hurst ," he said. "Dextro wouldn't 
let me. He wanted too much money. 
He had a pile, and didn't care much. 
But the movie people couldn't go high 
enough. Now get out of here." 

"Not so fast," said Lewis. "I still 
don't see how you figure in this, Ray 
—except that you killed Dextro! 
Maybe he had you sewed up too. 
That 's just a guess, but it fits." 

"What do you mean? ' the agent de-
manded belligerently. 

He moved closer, his fists cocked. 
"You killed Dextro, all right," said 

Lewis, while Jean stared at him with 
wide eyes. "You framed me, helped 
me get away while I was still slug 
nutty, to make it look bad. And you 
had Roger Hurst planted in Joe's for 
a fall guy in case I didn't pan out as 
a suspect. You'd even had him in the 
theater—got him to go there to see 
Dextro. 

"When I got away, you told the 
police where to find Hurst and me. 
They'd never have reached that cafe 
so quickly if you hadn't. My guess is 
that Dextro had you tied up for ex-
clusive services, then kept fellows 
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like H u r s t and me tied up while you 
cooked up movie offers. He must have 
wanted to keep us in the act. His act 
came first. W h e n Hur s t t r ied to break 
away, Dext ro blacklis ted him and 
kept him on his payroll for a pi t tance. 
I t has to be like that . Hurs t told me 
jus t enough." 

"Okay, sucker ," drawled Jean. "So 
you know. Don't blame me, kid. Ray 
figured out the f rame. But I d idn ' t 
want to spend the rest of my l i fe 
dodging those pig-s t ickers of Dex-
tro's. Wel l , what are you going to do 
about i t?" 

£ f M U S T this ," said Pe te r Lewis. 
^ P All of the anger and f rus t ra -

tion of the evening boiled over inside 
him as he swung for the agent ' s jaw. 
T h e blow landed solidly, sent Max-
well over the back of an armchair . He 
banged his head on the corner of a 

table as he went down. He lay there 
and didn ' t move. 

"Sorry , Jean , " said Lewis as he 
reached for the phone. "I can't take 
this ly ing down. Between us, Roger 
Hur s t and I can work out a p re t ty 
good case agains t Ray Maxwell . If 
you ' re smart , you'l l play with us. Or 
would you ra ther serve a term as an 
accomplice ?" 

"You win," she said, s inking into a 
chair. " B u t how'd you figure it ou t?" 

Lewis hesi tated before picking up 
the telephone. He nodded toward the 
dart board. 

"Whoeve r shot Dext ro had to shoot 
le f t -handed to make the f rame st ick," 
he said. 

"Ray must have pract iced wi th 
his dar t gun. You'll find that all 
the dar t s go in to the r ight . Only by 
shoot ing f rom the lef t side could he 
do that ." 
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C H A P T E R I 

Ten- I huusand-Dollar Deal 

• • W W E Y y o u ! Hey—bum!" 
• • Don Courtney heard 

JBL-H- those words, knew they 
were directed at him and turned 
around slowly. It was t rue that he 
probably did look like a bum. His 
shoes were run down, his suit had 
not been pressed in a month. His 
shirt was definitely soiled and the 
battered hat he wore had come out of 
a rubbish can af ter he had lost his own 
some days before. 

The man on the bench who was call-
ing was about Don Courtney 's age, but 
there the difference ended. He wore 
excellent tweeds, his homburg was 
just the thing, and it was plain at a 
glance that he paid five dollars for his 
ties. Like Courtney, he was fair of 
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skin, l ight-haired, and both had deeply 
blue eyes. 

"Did you speak to me?" Courtney 
asked soft ly , his voice like a sof t 
breeze before the l ightning breaks 
loose. 

"Yes—I called you a bum. Aren' t 
you a bum? Or perhaps you are one 
of these f reaks who go around t rying 
to find out how the other half lives." 

Courtney sighed. "Wel l , " he said, 
"you might as well stand up, because 
I won't sock a man who is si t t ing 
down. But if you don't stand, so help 
me, I 'll forget all the rules and let you 
have one r ight on the schnozzle." 

The stranger seemed to be enjoying 
all this and Courtney was puzzled. 
But puzzled or not, he was going to 
wipe out that insult—even if ne did 
have all the earmarks of a bum. 

"Now hold that punch," the man on 
the bench said quickly. "I meant 

a Mi l l ionaire in a Grim Drama of Death! 
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nothing personal by the remark. I 
was merely testing you." 

Courtney's fists lowered. "Testing 
me?" he repeated. "Exactly what do 
you mean?" 

"You'd like to make some money, 
wouldn't you? Well sit down and, 
for heaven's sake, cool off. I called 
you a bum to see the reaction. I t was 
perfect. You've got nerve and pride, 
and you also seem to be well educated. 
Suppose I offer you this to begHn with 
—just for the right to have your at-
tention for ten minutes." 

CO U R T N E Y looked down at a 
twenty-dollar bill. He didn't 

take it, but he sat gingerly beside the 
man and looked at him curiously. 

"My name is Wilcox—Nick Wil-
cox," the stranger who had accosted 
him offered. "Here—take the twenty. 
It 's sort of a retaining fee. I need 
your help. I 'm willing to pay plenty 
for it, but there's a chance you might 
not want the job, so this is for just 
listening. It 's not charity, man. Take 
it." 

"Thanks." 
Courtney took the bill and let his 

fingers glide over its surface. It had 
been—let's see now—at least ten 
months since he had held a twenty-
dollar bill in his hands. 

"My name is Don Courtney," he 
said, as the man seemed to be waiting. 
"My—ah—appearance isn't exactly 
prepossessing, but believe it or not, 
I've been to college and I graduated 
with something they call honors." 

Wilcox wagged his head from side 
to side. 

"Remarkable," he approved. "You're 
tailor-made for the work I have in 
mind. Now, suppose you tell me just 
how you went on the bum like this. 
No criminal record? The cops aren't 
looking for you?" 

Courtney laughed. "They might 
have been if I hadn't met you. It 's 
funny what a desperate man will think 
of—and brother, I've been desperate. 
. . . Well, for the twenty bucks, I've 
got to dish it out. When you get 
sick of listening, just squawk. . . . 
I'm twenty-seven. Four years out of 
college, and the first two I had a sweet 
job. Travel agency work. I trained 

for it. You know—languages, diplo-
macy and all that stuff. The third year 
things weren't so good. A guy named 
Hitler saw to that, and then—boom 
—I wasn't working." 

Wilcox proffered a cigarette, lit 
Courtney's and then his own. He 
blew a stream of smoke straight out. 

"I can imagine what a tough break 
that was," he observed. 

"Tough?" Courtney grinned. "You 
don't know the meaning of the word. 
Anyway my money didn't last long. 
I tried to get back at Adolph for mak-
ing me lose my job by joining the 
armed forces, but they'd have none of 
me. A man's health can go under par 
when he hasn't enough money to eat 
properly. So that was out. I've picked 
up odd jobs here and there. Defense 
work is impossible to get because I 
haven't an iota of skilled training to 
my name. Well—there you have it, 
and did I hear you mention something 
about a job?" 

"Yes," Wilcox said. "It 's a danger-
ous assignment, Courtney. You— 
might not live through it, but I'll 
make the thing worth your while. If 
you do come through, you won't have 
to worry again. If you don't—well, 
death brings no worries to the 
righteous. Do you want to hear me 
out?" 

Courtney nodded eagerly, and Wil-
cox went on talking in easy, swift 
sentences. 

"My father once operated a mill, 
about sixty-five miles upstate. The 
whole town depended on it for work. 
The depression came along, things 
went from bad to worse, and Dad 
closed the mill. Of course the whole 
town had to go on relief and they 
didn't like it. They maintained that 
Dad had money enough to keep the 
mill going. These people claimed they 
nad worked to help him make his wad 
and now, when the going was tough, 
they didn't intend to let him crawl 
out." 

"I don't blame them," Courtney said, 
"and I'm beginning to see a streak 
of daylight through the fog. Go 
ahead." 

Nick Wilcox stopped long enough 
for a long inhale. Then he went on. 

"Dad was a peculiar gent. Stubborn 
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as a mule. And he had three times the 
kick. One night a few of the more 
hardy souls up there burned down the 
garage. Dad didn't wait. He phoned 
his brokers, canceled the insurance on 
the mill and then—he burned her to 
the ground. Two hours af ter the fire 
was out, we were running like the 
wind from the vengeance of that 
town. Dad is dead now. I'm the only 
member of the family still alive—and 
I want to go back there. I still own 
the property. Wi th the right coopera-
tion I'll rebuild the mill. I t would be 
profitable, with all the defense work. 
But I 'm afraid. I think those people— 
those who still live there anyhow— 
will skin me alive the moment they 
lay eyes on me." 

CO U R T N E Y snuffed out his cig-
arette. 

"And you want me to take your 
place, to go up there, face the music, 
and find out if it's a waltz or a dirge?" 
he asked. "That was a dirty trick 
your father played, and I don't blame 
you for being afraid. Well—what 's 
the proposit ion?" 

"You assume my identity and I'll 
take yours. We'l l swap clothes r ight 
here—in the park behind us. I arrived 
from Brazil this afternoon, checked 
into a swanky hotel and kept my face 
covered as much as possible. They'd 
never notice the difference between 
us. We do look somewhat alike, 
especially in stature. Frankly, I've 
spent the last five hours just search-
ing for a man like you. 

"Go up there to that town, face the 
people lef t there and find out their 
dispositions. I was just a kid when 
Dad pulled his freight , so they would 
accept you at face value as me. If you 
—ah—live and make those people un-
derstand I want to do the right thing, 
there will be ten thousand dollars in 
it for you. Ten thousand for, per-
haps three months' work. If they let 
you alone that long, I'll know it's safe 
to go there. How about it? I'll even 
arrange with my bank so you can draw 
against my account, and you may in-
vestigate me wherever and as much as 
you choose." 

Courtney stuck out his hand, saw 
the grime on it, and hastily rubbed it 

on his pants leg. They shook hands 
then, and grinned. Ten minutes later 
they had changed clothes. Courtney 
noticed that Wilcox transferred a 
huge roll of currency to his new cloth-
ing. He was not going to starve at 
any rate. 

"Now it's perfect ," Wilcox said. 
"XJO to the Pierre—ask for the key to 
Suite Sixteen-forty. You'll find money 
for expenses there. Take all my 
clothes—golf clubs, everything. Hang 
around town for a couple of days and 
then light out. You won't be able to 
contact me for at least a week. The 
town you'll go to is Hazardport . I t 's 
no port—way inland—but Dad named 
it and he had a sense of humor. 

"There's no railroad station, I 
haven't a car here with me that you 
can drive, so you'll get off the train 
at Keeton and chisel a ride somehow, 
since I won't know exactly when 
you'll get there, and it won't be pos-
sible to telephone for a car to meet 
you at any particular time. There's a 
high bluff overlooking Hazardport 
and right smack on the top is the 
house—my house. You will find ser-
vants there. I never kicked them off 
the place, and they'll be friendly. 
From then on—watch your step." 

Courtney grinned and looked down 
at the neat press in his newly acquired 
suit. 

"Brother," he said, "I hope there 
won't be any reneging on that ten 
thousand because I'm liable to develop 
a new way of living and it won't be 
easy to go back to—to what those 
clothes you're wearing represent. 
Thanks for the opportunity, and I 
hope I can make those people up there 
look at things properly. For your sake, 
but mostly for mine. Good-by—and 
good luck." 

H E N Don Courtney sauntered 
into the lobby of the Pierre he 

hoped nobody would notice his ob-
vious lack of a haircut. He was at 
least shaven. There was a razor and 
some soap in the pocket of the suit 
Wilcox now was wearing. 

But if anyone noticed the lack of a 
haircut, no one showed it. There were 
bows and scrapings on all sides. 

Courtney got the key, went to the 
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suite, and whistled in amazement at 
the lavishness oftheplace. He found 
everything Wilcox had promised— 
money, clothes, bags. There was not 
a thing lacking. 

Courtney sat down to contemplate 
his luck. It was almost too good to 
be true, almost worth it even if he 
lasted only a few days at Hazardport . 
All in all he figured Nick Wilcox as 
being possessed of an exaggerated 
complex about those people. Time 
heals wounds. 

By now the men of Hazardport 
would be at work in other factories. 
There might be a few who would re-
tain grudges. But murder the son of 
a man who had caused them harm? 
Hardly. People were not made that 
way any more. That stuff belonged in 
history, in feuding, not in modern 
times. 

Courtney relaxed, and decided to 
enjoy himself for the next few days. 

C H A P T E R II 

Hot Welcome 

TH O S E days of relaxation had 
passed faster than Courtney real-

ized. He had checked on Nick Wilcox. 
At a big bank he learned that Court-
ney's account was at his disposition. 

He also discovered that Nick Wil-
cox had done a little investigating 
himself. All the places where Court-
ney had worked had been visited. The 
few fr iends he had made had been in-
terviewed. Courtney didn't mind that. 
Af ter all, Wilcox was giving him a 
rather responsible job and allowing 
him ful l access to his bank account. 

Nick Wilcox had told the truth. 
Courtney discovered that f rom the 
bank officials. They knew all about 
the activities of Nick's father in that 
obscure little town upstate. Other 
sources verified these facts, and Court-
ney was satisfied that he was not going 
to be involved in anything criminal, 
nor made a fool of. Now Courtney 
rode an old ratt letrap of a train, with 
a through ticket for Keeton. 

When that place was reached af ter 
a few hours' ride, it proved to be a so-
called bustling metropolis. There were 

at least ten stores, doing a bang-up 
business. Cars were parked every-
where. The people looked intelligent 
and prosperous. They would be the 
same in Hazardport, Courtney was 
sure. W h y not? 

Courtney's biggest problem was 
how to reach Hazardport. Too bad he 
couldn't have let Wilcox know when 
he would arrive, so a car would be 
there to meet him. He spotted a 
garage and headed for it, with two 
grinning kids trailing behind him, 
loaded down with his baggage. Each 
one had a considerable fortune, repre-
sented by a dollar bill, clutched in a 
grimy hand, besides the suitcases. 

Courtney saw an old car, a roadster 
of about 1935 vintage, parked outside 
the garage. The car was jacked up 
and the wheel had been removed for 
repairs. Courtney headed for the big 
doors—and came to such a sudden 
standstill that the two boys bumped 
into him and spilled his baggage all 
over the place. 

What Courtney saw would have 
made any man stop—or at least strain 
his neck muscles. The girl was tall, 
regally so. She had auburn hair, neatly 
arranged. She wore slacks and a vivid 
blouse—something that Seminole In-
dians might dare to wear. There were 
blue sandals on her feet. She had 
green eyes. Or no, they were gray, 
Courtney noticed at a second glance. 

Then he turned a dull red. He had 
forgotten that the girl had eyes too, 
and she didn't exactly like the way he 
was staring. Courtney removed his 
hat and tried one of his best grins. 

"I 'm terribly sorry, miss," he apolo-
gized. "I suppose I was rude, but— 
well, I've been away a long time. South 
America. I—ah—" 

She smiled and Courtney heaved a 
sigh of relief. 

"Thank you," she said. "You meant 
that for a compliment. There are few 
enough of those around my neck of the 
woods. If you're looking for trans-
portation, I'm afraid you're due for a 
long wait. The town's only taxi is 
doubling as a funeral car today." 

A mechanic came out with the wheel 
and quickly installed it. He lowered 
the rear end and tipped his hat to the 
girl. 
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"That'll be a quarter, Miss Diane. I 
ain't askin' full price for people up 
Hazardport way. Thank you, Miss 
Diane." 

Courtney waved the two baggage 
boys away. 

"Look—Miss Diane," he said hesi-
tantly. "I—I wonder if you'd take me 
to Hazardport. I 'm quite willing to— 
ah—pay . . ." 

The girl called Diane looked at him 
with a puzzled expression. 

"Are you going to Hazardport? 
W h y hop in, Mister. There won't be 
any charge. You're the first stranger 
to set foot in our town in two years. 
We're on the black list of the tran-
sient salesmen. Even the bums don't 
come there any more." 

CO U R T N E Y piled his baggage 
into the rumble seat, climbed into 

the car, and almost lost his hat when 
Diane stepped on the gas. She really 
let that old crate out and to Courtney's 
surprise it had a powerful , quiet 
motor. 

She glanced at him, af ter they had 
ridden in silence for about half an 
hour. 

"Know someone in Hazardport?" 
she inquired. 

"Well , no. That is, I— Look, Miss 
Diane—slow down to about seventy so 
I can open my mouth, will you?" 

She laughed gleefully and eased up 
on the gas pedal. Courtney braced 
himself. This was his first encounter 
with an inhabitant of Hazardport and 
come what may, he had to go through 
with it. 

"You'd better stop," he suggested. 
"I don't exactly know how you're go-
ing to take this. You see—we did you 
folks a rather dirty trick up there in 
Hazardport . What I've really come 
back for is to sort of live down the 
reputation. . . ." 

The car stopped so quickly that 
Courtney was banged against the 
dashboard. Diane's eyes were green 
fires. He would not have believed that 
her mouth could draw down so at the 
corners. Still she was pretty—ravish-
ingly pret ty. But what she said was 
nqt pret ty. 

"You're Nick Wilcox!" She said 
it the way a Greek might speak to 

Hitler if he met the man face to face 
and unprotected. "You're coming back. 
I might have known. The servants 
opened the big house for you. Well, 
Mr. Nick Wilcox, it 's exactly sixteen 
miles back to Keeton and fourteen 
miles to Hazardport . At least I can 
thank you for springing your little 
surprise in this desolate section. Get 
out—get out, before I—" 

"Hey-hey-hey!" Courtney opened 
the door and practically fell into the 
road. "Let me explain. You owe me 
that at least." 

She looked straight into his eyes. 
"Ah, but Fate is kind today. You 

didn't recognize me, did you? I 'm 
Diane Gregory. Now you know the 
t ruth. I hope you stumble and break 
your neck. I'll throw the first spade-
ful of dirt into your face, you—you 
Pig!" 

The roadster shot forward. 
"Hey, my bags!" Courtney yelled. 
He got them. As she drove, Diane 

hurled one at a time from the car. 
Courtney picked up as many as he 
could carry and hid the rest. He hid 
the others, too, about four miles 
fur ther along the dusty road. That 
old cramp in the calf of his legs was 
acting up again as it used to do when 
he hunted jobs. E"en city pavement 
was kinder that this dirt road and he 
had at least another ten miles to go. 

Not a car passed him in either direc-
tion. There was not a house. Wilcox 
had not been fooling when he said 
Hazardport was off the beaten path. 
A blue jay swept down to a branch just 
ahead of him and squawked raucously. 

Courtney said, "Aw, shut up!" and 
felt like heaving a stone at the bird. 

Then he heard a familiar roar. It 
was the roadster coming back. He 
started to smile. Diane must have suf-
fered a change of heart. She was re-
turning for him. He decided to reject 
the offer of a ride when it should first 
be offered him, then finally give in. 

But when the car stopped, amidst 
more dust than a twenty-mule team 
could kick up, two men got out of it. 
Each carried a rifle, and both were red-
headed and looked something like 
Diane. Courtney stopped short. He 
didn't just like the way those two men 
were approaching him. Their rifles 
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were aimed at his chest. Courtney 
began to bristle. 

T A N D where you are!" one of 
the men snapped. "We don't 

want to come within ten feet of a Wil-
cox. Stand still, you—you rat! I 
don't know what's keeping my trigger 
finger as still as it is." 

"Now see here," Courtney objected. 
"This has gone far enough. Perhaps 
we played you people a dirty trick. 
In fact I'll admit it, but a fellow is 
entitled to a second chance. I've come 
back to help build the town up to 
where it belongs . . ." 

"That 's enough, Wilcox," the taller 
of the pair ground out. "Turn your 
hide around and head for Keeton. 
You're not returning to Hazardport— 
because if you do, we'll have to kill 
you, and there's no bounty in these 
woods on skunks. Get moving." 

Courtney did not stir. "All right," 
he said finally. "You asked for this, 
gentlemen. I'm going to beat your fool 
heads off. Put those rifles down, be-
cause if you don't I'll find you some 
day without them and beat you up 
twice as badly." 

The two men looked at one another 
in sheer amazement. Then, as if by 
prearranged signal, they dropped 
their guns. Courtney did not wait. 
He could fight like a fool. A man does 
not exist in the kind of life Courtney 
had led, without knowing how to de-
fend himself. 

One of the pair started a rush of his 
own. Courtney grinned coldly. This 
was exactly what he wanted. He 
ducked the wild swing of the redhead, 
lashed out and clipped the man full on 
the chin. The blow veered the red-
head off his course and hurled him 
into a thatch of brush. He didn't get 
up. 

The taller of the pair growled some-
thing about the luck of the devil's 
own and came at Courtney much 
slower, with his fists up and ready. 
Courtney saw a jaw-breaker headed 
his way and ducked, but not quite soon 
enough. He tumbled backward and 
fell flat. In a split second the tall red-
head made a dive for him. 

Courtney's two legs came up, poised, 
and struck out. The redhead flew 

through the air, landed with a jarr ing 
thump, but sprang back to his feet as 
if he had hit a powerful spring. 
Courtney took the offensive now and 
he was sore. The redhead found that 
out quickly. Courtney's fists moved 
like pistons and were just as true in 
their course. The redhead's face be-
gan to resemble his hair. Then Court-
ney saw the beautiful opening and let 
him have it—squarely on the chin. 

The fight was over. Courtney dabbed 
at a couple of lacerations on his face, 
grinned a little unpleasantly and 
walked toward the roadster. Both red-
heads were sitt ing up and trying to 
figure out what brand of mule had 
kicked them. 

"Well ," Courtney called out, "to 
the victor belongs the spoils. It was a 
fair fight and you two lost. There-
fore, enjoy the hike. I'll leave your 
car around where it will be easy to 
find." 

"I'll be double dog-goned!" Court-
ney heard the taller man say. "Has he 
changed! Never knew a Wilcox to 
face a scrap or to get up af ter he'd 
had one." 

Courtney grinned, but changed the 
facial expression quickly. A bolt of 
jagged pain shot through his jaw. He 
stroked his chin and found it swelling 
all out of proportion. 

Twenty minutes later the nose of 
the car dipped down, and he saw two 
things simultaneously—a ghost town, 
and one of the most resplendent man-
sions he had ever seen in his life. It 
was on a hill directly across town. 
There must be thir ty rooms in the 
place, Courtney figured, even at this 
distance. No wonder Wilcox wanted 
to come back. 

He hit the Main Street and saw 
the various signs of complete dis-
solution. There were two small stores, 
with scanty stock in their windows. 
Most of the houses had gone to ruin, 
and those that were still occupied 
were in sad need of repairs. The 
people looked like the h o u s e s , 
weather-beaten and dejected. 

Courtney braked the roadster and 
pulled up in f ront of one store. Four 
men were lounging outside it. Three 
of them deliberately spat in the dust 
and walked away. The four th just 
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stared back at Courtney. 
"Pardon me," Courtney said. "This 

car belongs to—" 
"It 's the Gregorys'. You pulled a 

fancy trick on Lank an' Bundy. Stole 
their car, you did, rather than face 
'em. That 's all I got to say. Now 
move along, y 'hear?" 

"Look," Courtney reiterated with 
great patience. "I did meet those two 
crazy redheads. I licked both of 'em 
and they're walking back, but this car 
isn't mine. I want to know where they 
live so I can leave it there." 

The man spat, pointed the shank of 
his pipe down the road. Courtney 
shrugged and drove on. Pre t ty soon 
he saw a white, two-story bungalow. 
Neat as a pin with f ru i t trees all 
around it and a walk of whitewashed 
stone leading to the f ront door. A 
rural mail-box at the gate said "Gre-
gory." He slid to a stop and tooted 
the horn. 

Instantly the f ront door opened and 
Diane came out on the run. She slowed 
up near the gate, stopped, and held 
onto the fence. Her face went white. 

"You—you—" 
"Hold it," Courtney warned. "Your 

brothers are all right. We had an 
argument and they lost. I just came 
here to return your car. And you can 
tell the big one—Lank, I suppose he's 
called—that he packs a beautiful wal-
lop. I'll be seeing you around, Diane." 

He got out of the car and strode 
away, taking the next road which he 
could see led to the big house. When 
he neared the top, he was fervently 
glad that the two Gregory boys had 
not decided to waylay him there. That 
hill was a killer. 

As he set foot on the steps of the 
big house that seemed to sprawl over 
about ten acres of land, the door 
opened. A girl in a maid's uniform 
came out, and she was smiling. Court-
ney smiled back, because she really 
was something. Pert , blond, and made 
up attractively, he wondered how on 
earth Hazardport had produced two 
such lovely specimens as this girl and 
Diane Gregory. 

"How do you do, sir," the maid 
said, and curtsied slightly. "Welcome 
back, sir." 

A man in overalls and jumper, 

carrying a rake, came around the side 
of the house. He tipped his hat, then 
went to work. 

Courtney noticed just one signifi-
cant thing. This man must be a gar-
dener, but what in the world was a 
gardener doing with a heavy gun con-
cealed in his pocket. The outlines of 
it were clearly visible. 

A tall, bald-headed, wooden-faced 
man appeared in the doorway and 
snapped his fingers. The maid 
promptly moved aside. 

"I am Collins, sir, the butler," he 
announced. "I am the only person in 
the full confidence of—that is, sir, in 
your ful l confidence, if you know what 
I mean, sir." 

"Yes—yes, of course." 
Courtney knew what he meant. 

Wilcox must have communicated 
with this frozen-faced stooge. And 
as the butler turned sideward to wave 
Courtney into the house, Don Court-
ney saw the outlines of another gun! 

C H A P T E R I I I 

Warning of Death 

MN S I D E the house, Courtney handed 
over his hat to the maid, sent for 

the chauffeur, and told him where 
to pick up his bags. Then he sum-
moned the butler into a study that 
reminded him a little of the Pennsyl-
vania Station. Seventy-five people 
could study at one time in this study. 

"Look here, Collins," he said to the 
butler, I realize the townspeople 
aren't exactly glad to see me back. 
Take a squint at my face and see for 
yourself. The Gregory boys did that, 
bless 'em. But what I'm getting at 
is this. Isn't carrying guns going a 
bit too far?" 

Collins showed neither surprise, 
excitement, nor resignation. 

"I'm sorry, sir," he murmured, ^'but 
you don't quite understand how dif-
ficult things are here. We arrived 
only two days ago, and already three 
attempts have been made to burn 
down the house, and one to wreck the 
limousine. It 's quite distasteful, sir." 

"Umm—yes," Courtney said slowly. 
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"I can see your point. All right. 
Keep the guns on you, but just for 
self-protection, understand. Take a 
pot-shot at anyone and I'll personally 
kick you and the whole staff right in 
the pants. That is all." He glanced 
around and smiled as he saw the maid. 
"Oh, hello there." 

She had slipped quietly into the 
room and she smiled at him warmly. 
Courtney decided that the job on her 
was not quite as good as that on 
Diane, but she was a trim little dish. 
He waved the totem-pole butler out 
of the room and sat down. 

"My name is Marie," the maid said. 
"I hope I'll prove quite satisfactory 
to you." 

"You will," Courtney prophesied. 
"Don't worry about it. . . . Say, it's 
getting dark. Turn on the lights, 
please." 

Marie moved to the door and 
pressed a switch. There was just a 
click—no light. 

"Something's wrong with—" she 
started to say, then her voice climbed 
furiously to a scream. "Look out!" 

Courtney whirled around, saw a 
flash of something metallic, and 
ducked. That something clipped his 
already swollen jaw and thudded into 
the wall. Wet t ing dried lips, Court-
ney looked at a knife imbedded in 
the plaster. There was a folded piece 
of paper tied to the haft . 

He didn't stop to read it. Instead 
he bolted for the French window 
through which the knife had been 
flung. He vaulted the porch rail out-
side and looked around in the near 
gloom for signs of the intruder. He 
heard someone running toward him 
and the gardener appeared, with a 
gun in his fist. 

"I saw him!" the gardener shouted. 
"Big, tall guy he was. Disappeared 
in the brush like a deer!" 

Courtney relaxed. "Well , put that 
howitzer away then. Guns make me 
nervous. Look around and keep your 
eyes open after this. You almost lost 
a pretty good boss." 

Back in the study he found Marie 
excitedly explaining to Collins of 
the wooden face what had happened. 
Courtney yanked the knife out of the 
wall, removed the paper and read it. 

K I L L I N G A W I L C O X IS L I K E KILL-
I N G A LOCO W O L F . T A K E G O O D 
A D V I C E A N D G E T O U T OF T O W N . 

There was no signature, and the 
letters had been hand-drawn with pen 
and ink. 

"Whew!" Courtney mopped his 
face. "For a warning they certainly 
put some real effectiveness behind it. 
Thanks, Marie, for giving me a 
chance to duck. Now—how about 
some dinner?" 

"I t is served," the butler said. 
"This way, Mr. Wilcox. . . ." 

H E N Courtney awoke the next 
day, he had some difficulty in 

orienting himself. That is, until he 
sat up in bed. There was a note in 
the hand-drawn letters pinned to the 
top blanket. He winced as he read: 

T H E R E W I L L B E NO M O R E W A R N -
INGS. N E X T T I M E W I L L B E T H E 
R E A L T H I N G . G E T O U T W H I L E Y O U 
CAN S T I L L W A L K A N D B R E A T H E . 

"O - h - h - h," Courtney groaned. 
"What an appetizer that is." He ate 
breakfast, as he had eaten dinner, in 
solitary splendor. Marie hovered in 
the background, Collins served, and 
an elderly woman kept bobbing in 
and out of the kitchen to see if 
things were quite all r ight. 

Finally Courtney threw down his 
napkin. 

"Collins," he ordered, "have the 
car brought around. I'm going into 
town." 

Marie brought a hand up to her 
throat. Collins never stirred a facial 
muscle. 

"I wouldn't, sir," he advised. "It 
will be highly dangerous." 

"Yeah? Well I'm going just the 
same—and right now. The heck with 
those fools who don't know the dif-
fe/ence between right and wrong— 
who can't drop a grudge." 

"Yes sir," Collins said, "but there 
is a 'phone call coming for you at 
nine-thirty, sir. I t—it 's rather im-
portant, begging your pardon, sir." 

Courtney decided to wait. He lit 
a cigarette and strolled out on the 
porch, looking down at the town 
sprawled out below, and for the first 
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time saw what was lef t of the once 
great factory. Jus t a shell—some-
thing like what the newspapers 
showed England as being, af ter a 
raid. Nothing had been done to re-
move the ruins—not a solitary thing. 
No wonder the town hated Wilcox 
with a thumping vengeance. 

Collins called him before long. He 
was led to a 'phone in the library, 
though he appeared to move as if 
well aware of its location. The real 
Nick Wilcox spoke to him. 

"Hello there, Double. How are 
things going?" 

"Oh, just beaut i ful ly ." Courtney 
laughed dryly. " Jus t grand. So far 
I've been given two warnings, one 
with a knife. A couple of redheads 
named Gregory tr ied to beat me up, 
but they didn't . Outside of that the 
scenery is beaut i ful , the house is 
swell, and you certainly know how 
to pick maids. Th i s Marie is a hum-
dinger." 

"Oh, I didn' t know," Wilcox said. 
"Anyway have a good time between 
the knives, the bullets and the fists. 
You know, I 'm almost sorry I sent 
you up there, Courtney. By the way, 
feel f ree to use that bank account. I 
want this thing done up brown." 

TH E R E was a click and the connec-
tion was broken. Courtney hung 

up too, sat back and smiled. At least, 
if he was going to die, he could have 
some fun doing it. Courtney was 
not going to draw any lines wi th that 
dough. Wilcox was r ight , too. The 
only way to win these people back 
was to build the town up to something 
like the prosperous place it once had 
been. 

The car waited outside the door 
with a pasty-faced chauffeur at the 
wheel. Courtney ordered him out, 
got behind the wheel, and headed 
down the steep incline toward town. 
The distance was about two miles and 
the road str ict ly private. 

Half-way down he heard a hiss, then 
the thumping of a flat tire. Courtney 
stopped, got out, and swore soft ly . The 
right rear was as flat as his pockets 
had been a week before. 

He removed his coat, hung it on 
the door handle and started to turn 

away. The coat slipped off the 
handle and he made a dive for it. At 
that precise instant a rifle cracked, 
and the sound of the bullet smash-
ing into the side of the car was abso-
lutely not musical. 

Courtney did a dive to the side of 
the road. He lay there, huddled be-
neath the bank. His lips were t ight, 
his face grim. He knew the sound of 
a rifle, and that meant the Gregory 
boys were up to their old tricks. 
Anger shot through his veins. He 
was sorry now that he had not done 
a real job on those two. 

For perhaps five minutes he lay 
there, then risked a quick look up the 
side of the hill. When no shots 
cracked, he sprinted to the car, slid 
behind the wheel and started the 
motor. Flat or no flat, this spot was 
not exactly healthy. He drove on the 
rim for about a hundred yards. 

Then he thought he really was shot. 
A driving pain in the small of his back 
elicited a cry of agony from his lips. 
He slammed the brakes on, gingerly 
pulled away from the wheel and saw 
the note, pinned to the upholstery. 
The pin had worked loose, and its 
point had been driven into his back 
when he went over a bump. The note 
itself was another masterpiece of 
terseness in those now familiar hand-
drawn letters. It read: 

HOW MANY TIMES DO YOU T H I N K 
YOUR LUCK WILL HOLD OUT? 

Courtney shoved the note into his 
pocket and kept going slowly, squirm-
ing at the racket made by the rim. 
That pasty-faced chauffeur could 
have pinned that small piece of paper 
there, Courtney was thinking. The 
man's hand had hovered near when 
Courtney had taken his seat in the 
car. Pinned flat against the back of 
the seat it had not been noticed be-
fore, especially in the excitement of 
gett ing a flat tire and being shot at. 
It would not have been noticed now, 
if that pin had not worked loose. 
He reached the Gregory house with-
out the wheel fall ing off. He got out, 
banged the gate open and strode up 
to the porch. There was a bell, but 
bells didn't express his present atti-
tude, so he banged on the door. 
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I t opened, and Diane stared at him. 
She started to turn around and close 
the door. Courtney put his foot in-
side and seized her by one shoulder. 
She spun around with a little cry— 
not of fear, but of utter surprise. 

"You people give me a pain," Court-
ney said. "What happened was years 
ago. I'm here to rect i fy the wrongs, 
but I can't do it with everybody tak-
ing pot-shots at me or scaring me 
half to death by throwing knives. 
You can tell those carrot-topped 
brothers of yours that next time any-
thing happens, I'll look them up and 
the consequences won't be nice. Un-
derstand ?" 

Her mouth opened a little and her 
eyes were wide. When she looked 
at him that way, Courtney felt like a 
heel. He let go of her shoulder. 

"I don't know what you're talking 
about," she said finally. 

"No? Well those brothers of yours 
are trying to rub me out—take me 
for a ride—murder me. And I don't 
like it. A few minutes ago they fired 
at me with a rifle." 

"Mr. Wilcox," Diane said steadily, 
"you're wrong. If Lank or Bundy 
shot at you, you wouldn't be here. 
They never miss!" 

Courtney went back to the car, 
frowning. Diane was not the type to 
exaggerate, but whoever had fired 
that shot had been no amateur with 
a gun. Only the fact that he had 
reached for his coat had saved his 
life. Courtney looked down the 
street, saw a garage sign, and drove 
there. A man came out, looked at 
him and turned back, his spine stiff 
as a ramrod. 

"Wait a minute," Courtney called. 
"I want some service. No wonder 
you run a flea-bitten dump like this. 
Come back here." 

The man obediently returned, but 
he was not fr iendly. Courtney got 
out of the car. 

"See that tire? Take it off. Take 
all of them off and replace them with 
the best you have. Okay—I know I 
don't need rubber all around, but I 
want it anyhow. You can have the 
old ones and I don't give a hoot what 
you charge me. Here's a signed 
check. Fill it out and just tell me 

the amount, for the records." 
Courtney walked across the street, 

turned once, and saw the stupefied 
garage owner staring at him. He 
grinned. A little of this here and 
there and Wilcox's old reputation 
would be smoothed over like magic. 

He walked into the first grocery 
store, bought the place out and or-
dered the food distributed to the 
needy people in town. He did the 
same with the second store. 

Then, after considerable persua-
sion, he located the address of the 
town's mayor. He spent half an hour 
with His Honor and when he left, 
the mayor gave a whoop of delight 
and started his telephone working 
overtime. 

C H A P T E R IV 

Murder Strikes 

BACK at the garage, Courtney's 
car was ready. The owner, not 

quite so unfriendly now, came over 
to him. 

"That was a funny job on that 
tire," he said. "The one that blew, 
I mean. Of course she was cut up 
pretty much, but I think the valve 
let the air out of her. It was fixed 
to let it seep out slowly." 

"Thanks," Courtney said, and his 
lips tightened. 

The car had been purposely ar-
ranged so he would have to stop and 
give the marksman a chance to aim. 
That had been an inside job. Like 
those warning notes. Someone at the 
big house was in league with these 
townspeople, or else that person now 
at the Wilcox house was carrying 
out his own form of vengeance. 
Those notes—the one on the bed and 
the one in the car—both had been 
placed there by people who had been 
close to Courtney. 

He stopped the-car about an eighth 
of a mile from the house and walked 
the rest of the way. He used the 
back entrance, and slipped through 
the kitchen without being spotted. 
The moment he reached the recep-
tion hall he heard someone crying, 
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then heard a sharp word of admon-
ishment. He flattened himself against 
the wall. 

Marie was coming down the steps, 
dabbing at her eyes. Collins, the but-
ler, held her elbow in a t ight grip. 
She tried to shake herself f ree and 
he twisted her arm cruelly. Courtney 
permitted them to go on by. 

Collins let her go finally, and she 
entered the library. Courtney went 
in af ter her and she turned around 
with a fr ightened cry on her lips. 

"Sit down," Courtney said. "I 'm a 
democratic guy. Now what's both-
ering you, Marie? Is it money?" 

"No-no, sir." She tried to smile. 
"Not money. There 's nothing wrong, 
really. I 'm just—nervous because of 
those—notes. I don't want them to 
kill you." 

Courtney hunched his chair closer 
and picked up one of her hands. He 
pretended to be thinking deeply, but 
his eyes were riveted on the red-red 
nail polish, the long fingernails so 
neatly cared for, the white hands un-
used to housework. He noticed that 
Marie wore spiked-heeled shoes, the 
kind that would crucify any woman 
if she did housework in them. This 
girl was no servant. 

"Pay no attention to those notes," 
he told her. "The trouble is that 
you're lonesome. Nobody here your 
age. The gardener is old enough to 
be your father. So is Collins, and 
he's no prize either. The cook is old, 
and the chauffeur looks as if he had 
escaped from prison a few days ago. 
Why, I 'm the only person here who 
can make you happy, Marie. So I'll 
do my best, because I like you." 

"Do you?" 
She looked up at him, and Courtney 

drew a sharp breath. He had not 
thought she would take him up that 
fast, or as seriously. 

"Now I'll take you to your room," 
he told her. "The—ah—mascara is 
running a bit with those tears." 

She clung t ightly to his arm as 
they climbed the stairs to her room. 
And when they reached it Courtney 
saw that she occupied a guest room— 
not a servant's room. 

Inside, he had to restrain a gasp of 
surprise. Marie travelled with plenty 

of baggage and the initials on those 
bags did not include the letter "M." 

She sat down before an elaborate 
vanity. Courtney gave no indication 
that he saw her suddenly reach for-
ward and turn a picture around. But 
Marie was excited, and she didn't re-
alize that the picture now faced a 
section of the mirror. 

CO U R T N E Y needed no more than 
a glance to see that this was a 

studio portrait of Nick Wilcox. 
There was an inscription, too, and 
unless his eyesight played tricks it 
read, "Love—Nickie." 

Courtney pursed his lips in a 
soundless whistle. This was gett ing 
more mysterious every minute. He 
decided that when dinner was over, 
Marie was going to do some talking. 

He smiled at her, took her arm, 
and they walked toward the door. 

"I t ' s time for dinner now, and 
there's a new regime around here. 
We all eat together—you beside me. 
Anybody who tries to break up that 
idea, gets a punch on the nose. Let's 
get at it. I 'm starved." 

It was a strange-looking table. 
Marie sat beside Courtney. The 
chauffeur and the butler were both 
across the table. Cook stayed in the 
kitchen, and Collins positively re-
fused to unbend and sit down. He 
served everyone stiffly. 

There was wine, especially ordered 
f rom the cellar. Marie sipped hers 
like someone who knew good wines, 
and knew how to drink them. Her 
eyes were alive and pretty, as though 
she had received a new reason for 
happiness. 

Courtney had been a football player 
in college, and the younger students 
had looked up to him. Some of the 
girls had had crushes on him, and 
Marie was looking just as they had 
looked. 

Several times the lights flickered, 
but Collins explained that the gen-
erator was not up to par, and that 
sometimes the lights went out en-
tirely. It was rather an old generat-
ing plant, the butler informed. 

Suddenly Marie seized Courtney's 
wrist and bent closer to him. 

"I—I know who you really are," 
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she whispered. "Listen! There's 
danger here. You don't know what 
danger! You've got to get away— 
now—without wasting a second. It 
may mean my life to tell you this, 
but I can't help it. You're a good 
guy and I like you too much to—" 

Then the generator did stall and 
the house was plunged into darkness. 
Courtney stood up quickly. Someone 
brushed past his shoulder. It was 
not Collins, because he had been at 
the far side of the room. The chauf-
feur and the gardener were both 
across the table. Courtney lit a 
match. Everyone was in his place. 

Marie gave a faint cry, then the 
match burned Courtney's fingers. 
Before he could light another, the 
generator started working again. 

Courtney looked down at Marie. 
She sat there, her head erect, both 
elbows on the table. One hand held 
her glass of wine. Then her fingers 
loosened their grip and the wrine glass 
fell. Marie's head sagged. Her 
whole body fell forward and became 
still. 

Courtney lifted her. Those eyes 
that liked laughter so much were 
glazing over. Her pretty mouth hung 
open slackly. Marie was dead! 

"Don't move—any of you!" Court-
ney snapped. 

He picked up Marie's wine glass 
and sniffed at it. He had studied 
chemistry and knew what that rank 
odor portended. He looked up, eyes 
hard and cold. 

"Cyanide," he said. "Pure stuff. 
Killed her in seconds." 

The gardener's shoulders seemed 
to rise and envelope his head. 

"What-what you lookin' at me for 
—that way?" he demanded. "I didn't 
kill her. Me and Skeeter, we was 
sitting like we are now. Collins was 
right back of us. She musta knocked 
herself off." 

"Spoken like a true gutter-snipe," 
Courtney rasped. "You didn't pick up 
that accent or vocabulary around gar-
denias, my friend. Furthermore, I 
saw you working in the gardens this 
morning, and I don't know what's 
keeping the flowers alive. You're not, 
because you don't know anything 
about the job you're supposed to be 

filling. Any more than your pasty-
faced friend there is a regular chauf-
feur. . . . Collins, get on the 'phone 
and call town. Get a doctor, and 
whatever representative of the law 
there is up here right away." 

COLLINS bowed. Even sudden 
death could not disturb his de-

meanor. He started for the other 
room. The telephone began to jingle. 
Courtney jumped up. 

"Never mind. We both know who 
that is, Collins. Stay in the room 
and nobody goes near the body, un-
derstand? I hold you responsible." 

Courtney went into the other room 
and picked up the 'phone. Sure 
enough, Nick Wilcox greeted him 
with a chuckle. 

"So you're still in there punching 
to get my ten thousand, Courtney. 
How's it going?" 

"Better than ever," Courtney 
snapped. "The masquerade is over, 
Wilcox. Somebody just polished off 
Marie, the maid. Poisoned ! I've got 
to 'phone the law." 

"Marie—murdered?" Wilcox cried 
in horror. "Are you sure? Listen 
Courtney! That poison wasn't meant 
for the maid. It was meant for you. 
I've made a mistake. I should have 
faced the consequences myself. Don't 
report the murder, Courtney. It will 
bring the whole town out. You'll be 
exposed. They'll get you sure—just 
as soon as they find out their trick 
missed fire." 

"Sure," Courtney agreed sarcasti-
cally, "but murder is murder, and 
what can I do with a corpse on my 
hands?" 

"There's a way. Listen to me, 
Courtney. I t means your life—prob-
ably mine too. Until we've got the 
people who killed her, neither of us 
are safe. I've known Marie for some 
time—nice kid. She has no people at 
all. She'll never be missed. If you 
turn her over to the police, they'll 
bury her in some Potter 's Field. We 
can at least save her from that." 

"How?" Courtney demanded. Wil-
cox was talking sense all right. 

"Our family crypt. Collins will 
show you where it is. Put her in one 
of the niches and seal it up. When 
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this affair is over, we'll do the thing 
decently. For heaven's sake, Court-
ney, don't t ry to tear the town apart 
for the killer. There isn ' t just one 
person! Everybody in that town is 
a suspect. Probably two hundred 
people would cheerful ly knock you 
off—meaning me, of course, for I'm 
the intended victim. I'll double the 
reward! Twenty thousand if you 
carry out those orders." 

"All r ight ," Courtney said slowly. 
"I guess it 's the best thing, but I'm 
warning you, Wilcox, my job doesn't 
end until I find out who killed Marie. 
The only way to do that is by ex-
posing myself—let t ing the killer 
know he missed and making him try 
again. Good night, Wilcox. I'm 
earning that money, by the way." 

Back at the table, nobody had 
moved. Courtney stopped beside the 
dead girl. His eyes dr i f ted over the 
table, stopped, and he picked up his 
own wine glass. There was lipstick 
on i t ! He gave a gasp of horror. He 
remembered that he had not touched 
his wine. The poison had been meant 
for him. In the darkness, Marie had 
picked up his glass instead of her 
own. 

Wilcox was r ight . This matter re-
quired a personalized service — not 
the public stuff which the police 
would give it. 

"Collins," Courtney said, "is there 
anyone else besides those in this room 
in this house, except the cook? I 
know she couldn't have been in the 
room because in her white uni form 
she'd have been seen." 

"No sir," Collins reported. "We 
are all assembled here, sir." 

"Then whoever passed by me and 
poisoned that wine, came through one 
of the French windows behind me. 
All of you take flashlights. Go out 
on the estate and start searching. If 
you see anyone, don't shoot, do you 
hear? I want my snooper alive." 

TH E Y started for the door. Court-
ney stopped them. 

"You, Chauffeur—when the search 
is over, I want a talk wi th you, so 
begin thinking up a good yarn. Now 
get going." 

Courtney himself helped. He was 

at the nor thwest corner of the estate 
when he heard the sinister crack of 
a rifle. Then someone opened up with 
a revolver. Courtney raced in the 
direction of the shots. 

A flashlight somewhere waved 
crazily. I t showed Collins, ashen-
faced and for once not the stony-eyed 
butler. One hand, holding a club 
instead of the revolver he must have 
dropped, shook badly. Courtney 
darted ahead—and swore. The pasty-
faced chauffeur would never tell who 
he was, nor why he had posed in that 
capacity. He had been shot through 
the neck. 

"Two men, sir. I got a glimpse of 
them." Collins tried hard to be suave. 
"They must have thought the gar-
dener was you, sir. I fired, but I'm 
not good at this sort of thing. They 
went in that direction." 

Two men, who had mistaken their 
target. W h o else but Diane's hot-
headed brothers? This was the show-
down. Diane or no Diane, murder 
could not go unavenged. 

Then Courtney saw a gun—a rifle 
—lying on the grass. He picked it 
up. It looked like the same type 
which the two brothers had carried, 
and it had been recently fired. 

Courtney put the rifle under his 
arm and stalked back to the house. 
Collins and the gardener came hur-
rying in also. 

"I know who did this," Courtney 
told them. "I 'm going af ter those 
killers, but first I'll phone the police 
to head them off." 

He picked up the phone, waited a 
moment, then flicked the connection 
several times. Still he got no an-
swer. He pushed the receiver t ight 
against his ear. There was no buzz. 
The line was apparent ly dead. He 
hung up. 

"If anything happens to me," he 
told Collins, "get in touch with the 
police. Tell them the Gregory boys, 
Lank and Bundy, are the killers. 
Keep your eyes and ears open. They 
might come back." 

Courtney raced out to the garage, 
wheeled the coupe onto the drive 
and ducked his head out of the win-
dow to see if the Gregory boys had 
broken the telephone wire near the 
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house. There was a powerful spot-
light on the coupe and he used this. 
But there seemed to be no telephone 
lines coming into the house. It was 
as if they had removed the lines en-
tirely, at least as far as he could see. 

He grunted in exasperation, and 
promised himself to investigate that 
angle later. There were wires—or 
had been—for there was an outside 
phone connection. Nick Wilcox had 
called him on it often enough for him 
to know. 

C H A P T E R V 

Double Exposure 

SENDING the coupe roaring down 
the road Courtney used the high-

beam headlights in hope of seeing the 
two redheads running away. When 
he stopped in front of Diane's house, 
there was no need to ring the bell. 
His brakes made so much noise that 
Diane came hurrying onto the porch. 

She saw Courtney approach, saw 
the rifle under his arm, and leaned 
weakly against the porch rail. 

"What are you doing with that— 
gun?" she asked tensely. 

"So you recognize it." 
Courtney tried to sound tough, but 

those eyes of hers still did things to 
him. 

"Certainly. It belongs to Lank. 
Bundy has one just like it, except he 
carved some designs on the stock. 
Would you mind telling me just why 
you stole it!" 

"I stole it?" Courtney gasped. 
"Listen, Diane, this thing has gone 
too far. The maid at the big house 
was murdered tonight. The chauf-
feur was shot and killed about fifteen 
minutes later—with this rifle. The 
butler saw two men running away. 
I don't like to make accusations, but 
those brothers of yours have no liking 
for me. Neither has the whole town, 
and for some silly thing that hap-
pened so long ago, and could be easily 
rectified. I've got to tell the police!" 

"Wait!" Diane hurried into the 
house and returned with a sweater 
over her shoulders. "You talk of 

silly things that should be forgotten. 
I'm going to show you something, 
Nick Wilcox. I'm going to show you 
why we can't forget. Get in your 
car. I'll ride with you—something I 
once swore I'd never do . . . Well— 
what are you waiting for?" 

"I don't get it, Diane. But I'll go 
along, of course. I'm sure you can 
explain—" 

Courtney suddenly felt a bullet 
slam into his left arm, high, near the 
shoulder. At the same instant a rifle 
cracked. He grabbed Diane, prac-
tically knocked her down beside the 
car, and dropped himself. 

"And I suppose that was Santa 
Claus," he said grimly. "Diane, you 
were right about one thing. Your 
brothers don't often miss when they 
shoot." 

"You're hur t !" she cried. "Your 
arm—it's bleeding. You need a doc-
tor." 

"Not on your life," he said bel-
ligerently. "I 'm not worried about 
myself, but those crazy fools might 
have hit you. That would have been 
a fine thing . . . Now, we'll go on 
from where we were. You wanted to 
show me something." 

She slid into the car. Courtney 
risked a quick run around the back 
of it, got behind the wheel and 6tarted 
off as fast as he could, expecting 
more shots, but then mentally giving 
the brothers some measure of credit 
for not opening fire again when their 
sister sat beside their target. 

At Diane's direction, he turned 
right at the center of town, and headed 
out along an old, little used road. 
Diane worked on his shoulder as he 
drove, and managed to fashion a crude 
bandage out of a section of his shirt. 

"The bullet went right through," 
she said. "But you must see a doc-
tor, Nick. You must." 

What makes you so worried all 
of a sudden?" 

"Oh Nick, I can't help i t! The 
years mellow some people, but I guess 
we Gregorys don't mellow. If that 
hadn't happened—well, you're much 
nicer than I thought you were. I sup-
pose when they burned down your 
father 's factory, there was some 
measure of revenge enacted against 
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you. But it killed this town and no 
Wilcox is worth that." 

CO U R T N E Y eased up on the gas 
and looked at her. He even for-

got the ache in his shoulder. 
"When they burned down my 

father 's place? I thought he did that 
—out of spite." 

Diane blinked a couple of times, 
then pointed to the lef t . Courtney 
stopped the car beside a small ceme-
tery enclosed by an old-fashioned iron 
fence. 

"See—the tallest monument?" Diane 
pointed. "You did that, Nick Wilcox. 
It may have been a long time ago—but 
I can't forget . Four people lie in 
those graves. Two of them were my 
brother and my mother. The other 
two were my fr iends. You've changed, 
somehow, since you lef t town. Then 
you were a fresh, arrogant boy with 
more money than brains. You were 
always t rying to get me to ride in 
that roadster of yours—a flashy car 
for those days. Fast too—so fast that 
you killed those four people with it, 
Nick Wilcox. You murdered them, 
do you hear me? I—I don't know 
why I ever brought you out here. I 
can see you don't unders tand. You 
don't even want to. Thoygh you 
know all these things as well as I do." 

Courtney stared at the slim granite 
monument outlined in the night. His 
shoulder began to ache, but his wits 
were spinning madly. 

"Diane," he said slowly, "tell me all 
about it—what happened those years 
ago. You say I killed four people 
with my car?" 

"And ran away," she sobbed. "My 
brother might have lived if you'd 
taken him to a doctor. They were re-
turning f rom a party. People said 
you had been drinking. But you 
never went to prison for those mur-
ders. You weren' t even fined. Your 
father 's influence was pret ty good in 
those days. Everyone knew you were 
guilty. Your car was damaged, there 
was blood on it, part of the headlight 
caught on the clothing of one victim. 
That ' s why, when they let you go 
scot free, that some of the people 
couldn't restrain themselves any 
longer and they set fire to the factory. 

That was just as bad as what you 
did, I suppose. It killed the town. 
Your father cursed us all and moved 
away." 

"And moved away," Courtney re-
peated, as if trying to register those 
words in his mind. 

"Yes." Diane l i f ted her head and 
looked s t raight at the monument. 
"That ' s why I can't forget , even 
though I want to sometimes. I—heard 
what you did in town today. Helping 
Mac with his garage and the two 
stores. You put them on their feet 
and drove hunger away f rom plenty 
of homes. I—I tried to 'phone you, 
to express my appreciation, but—" 

"I didn' t get your call," Courtney 
said slowly. "Collins must have for-
gotten, with all the excitement." 

She looked at him curiously. "But 
how could he have told you? Central 
said that the phone in the house had 
been removed years ago." 

Courtney 's foot came down on the 
gas pedal. He forgot everything now 
except the fact that he must get back 
to the big house. Not with Diane 
though. Tha t was too dangerous. He 
stopped the car fur iously in f ront of 
her house. 

"Get out quickly," he said. "Find 
your brothers. Take them somewhere 
where there are a lot of people who 
can swear to their presence. And 
Diane, one thing more. I 'm not Nick 
Wilcox. I didn't kill those people." 

"Not Nick?" Diane gasped. "But 
—but then who are you?" 

"A sucker—plain and fancy. A 
fish who swallowed hook, line and 
sinker, and who now is going to swal-
low the fisherman." 

He leaned closer and kissed her. 
Then he shot away from the house, 
headed up the steep hill, and shut 
off the lights half-way along the 
private road. He left the car and 
started running. Blood seeped 
through the bandage and flowed 
down his arm, but he paid no atten-
tion to it. 

Nearing the house, he saw Collins 
on the porch. Courtney circled the 
house and went in through the back. 
He crept up behind Collins, suddenly 
grabbed the man around the neck and 
strangled the cry that rose to his lips. 
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He held him like that until the man's 
struggles stopped. Then he laid him 
down gently, went into the house 
again and climbed the stairs to the 
second floor. He began investigat-
ing every room. Finally he came to 
one that was locked. 

"Who is i t?" someone inside whis-
pered. 

"Collins," Courtney said hoarsely. 
"Something has happened." 

A key turned, the door opened, and 
Courtney went in with his one good 
fist performing miracles. He was 
dimly aware that sirens howled in 
the distance, but the man he attacked 
was putt ing up a good fight and there 
was no time for anything else. 

Then Courtney hit the fellow on the 
nose, flattened it, and sent blood gush-
ing out. He took two hard blows 
against his wounded shoulder, which 
nearly made his senses black out, but 
he gritted his teeth and waded in 
again. 

Feet pounded up the steps. Court-
ney paid no attention. He cornered 
his man, measured him for a blow and 
grinned as he delivered it. 

The real Nick Wilcox—Courtney 
had known that was who it would be 
—couldn't duck in time. His head 
banged against the wall. His knees 
wobbled and he sank slowly into an 
awkward sitt ing position on the floor. 

Diane rushed into the room. A uni-
formed policeman was behind her. 
Two other men were dragging Collins 
upstairs. Diane looked at Courtney, 
looked down at Nick Wilcox, then 
with a little cry ran into the shelter 
of Courtney's good arm. 

"I—I guessed what would be hap-
pening after you left ," she said. "So 
I brought help." 

"Great!" C o u r t n e y told her. 
"There 's the real Nick Wilcox. He 
gave me a cock-and-bull story about 
being afraid of everyone in town be-
cause his father had ruined the town 
by burning down the mill. Instead, 
it was your brothers -and the rela-
tives of the other dead people he had 
killed, that he was afraid of." 

" W e drove him out of town," said 
Diane. "Told him we'd kill him if he 
returned. That 's why he sent you, 
Nick . . . Oh, what am I saying? 

Your name isn't Nick. I—I don't 
know what it is." 

"Don Courtney," he told her with 
a grin. "The whole thing was a set-
up. I was to be killed and your 
brothers blamed for it. They'd be 
put in prison and then Wilcox could 
come back openly and sneer at the na-
tives if he wished to. He didn't care 
whether or not it was known that he 
sent a substitute to take the rap. He 
killed Marie, the housemaid by acci-
dent. She wasn't a servant—she was 
his girl fr iend." 

HE T U R N E D and looked down at 
the butler. 

"Collins? You're awake, eh? Col-
lins, you've a nice little audience here. 
There are two dead people on this 
estate and an accessory to murder 
burns with the actual killer. Your 
way out is to talk." 

"Yes — yes, I'll talk," Collins 
groaned. "I t was a crazy idea to be-
gin with. Marie was—Wilcox's girl 
friend, as you said. He didn't trust 
us, so he sent her up here to keep 
tabs on us. The gardener was in on 
it too; so was the chauffeur. Wil-
cox didn't dare return while the 
Gregory boys were alive, but he had 
to come back here. His money was 
running low. 

"Oh, he still has plenty, but you 
don't know how Nick spends money. 
Wi th all the defenst work around, 
the site of his father 's factory could 
have been turned into a profitable 
thing. There's cheap water power 
there. He wanted to rebuild the 
place, get the people back to work 
there until he cleaned up, then he was 
going to desert the place again." 

"And Marie?" Courtney grabbed 
Collins by the collar and shook him. 
"Why did he kill Marie? Was it by 
accident, as you said?" 

'Yes—by accident. But he was 
angry with her, because she didn't 
like the dirty trick he was pulling 
on you. She—well, she fell for you, 
I guess. Anyway, the poisoned wine 
was meant for you. He slipped in 
through the French windows when 
the lights went out and dropped that 
cyanide in the wine glass himself, 
ku t Marie got it by error. She must 
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have been so excited, not knowing 
just what Nick intended to do, that 
to quiet herself she reached out for 
her wine glass to take a swallow of it 
—and got yours through error. 

"Af ter that Nick Wilcox didn't 
much care what happened, so long 
as it happened fast, and the Gregory 
boys were blamed. He killed the 
chauffeur with one of the Gregory 
boys' rifles. I didn't want that, 
though I knew that chauffeur prob-
ably would have finally been broken 
down and told everything—he was 
weak. No, I didn't want deliberate 
murder, although I stood to profit a 
lot, as did the gardener and the chauf-
feur, if they could have been kept in 
hand. 

"Nick had seen to that, all right— 
our profiting, I mean—and we would 
all have been wealthy men when this 
factory got going again. Each of us 
had been given a big interest in it. 
But in order to get it going, Nick had 
to come back and do it himself. And 
he had to have the town with him. 
Everybody but the Gregorys would 
finally have accepted him all right, so 
he had to get rid of them." 

"Nice going," Courtney said. "Wil-
cox came up here and laid his plans 
during those days I basked in his 
wealth back in New York. He pre-
tended to phone me long distance so 
I wouldn't be suspicious that he was 
here. But he used the house phones, 

an independent system. There is no 
outside connection. Diane tried to 
call me, and she found that out. Lank 
and Bundy are probably off some-
where where it will be hard to find 
them—lured by Wilcox arrangements 
so they'll have no alibi. Wilson stole 
Lank's rifle." 

"He also put the rest of the poison 
in the Gregory home," Collins said 
dejectedly. "He came back and said 
he was sure he had wounded you, and 
that tonight he'd finish the job. Every-
thing was arranged so the Gregory 
boys would be convicted of the mur-
der. Wilcox hated them, hated the 
town, but he wanted to come back 
and lord it over the people. To ex-
ploit them and be the master of the 
town. He told me. I'm telling the 
truth." 

Courtney's g o o d a r m sought 
Diane's waist. He was grinning 
broadly. 

"Then Nick Wilcox is going to 
have an awful surprise," he said. "He 
turned over his checkbook to me. He 
arranged it himself so that my signing 
of his name would be honored. I 
bought a few things — like a new 
factory and some new houses. I paid 
for it all, too, and before Nick finds 
out about it, the checks will have 
cleared. Let him know when it's all 
finished, so he can have something to 
think about when he starts the walk 
to the electric chair." 
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Soft and Wai l ing, the Haunting 
M e l o d y of Death Floats Back 
Over Time to Stab Its Accusation 

at a Murderer! 

OLD Gennaro Rossi fingered 
the violin lovingly. 

"Yes," he said, "it is an instru-
ment of the greatest interest. An in-
s t rument with a history and a tradi-
tion, most queer." 

"You've owned it a long time, Mae-
stro?" I said. 

He shook his great mane of white, 
shaggy hair. 

"No. It came to me from my young 
protege, Carito, who died. My pupil 
of whom I would have made a great 
virtuoso. That was a sad day for me, 
gentlemen." 

"I remember him," George Johnson, 
the music publisher remarked. "A 
young gypsy boy, wasn't he? Hand-
some young fellow. Died about a year 
ago?" 

"A year ago tomorrow night, gentle-

" T h e b o d y o f C a r i t o w a g f o u n d w i t h t h e r a i n b e a t i n g a g a i n s t h l i f a c a " 
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men," Rossi said. "A dark night, like 
tonight. But I remember that it was 
raining. A rain that was beating down 
on his dead face when at dawn we 
found him in the dell where he had 
slipped and fallen f rom the little 
height beside it. Not far from my 
house here." 

The old Maestro was staring at the 
violin in his hands as though he were 
seeing not the dark mahogany of the 
instrument blackening with the patina 
of its age, but the dead white face of 
the boy he had loved. His voice had 
fallen, until now he seemed talking 
only to himself. 

"That rain was like Chopin's Rain-
drop Prelude," he muttered. "Chopin 
knew the horror you feel when you 
see the rain dropping on the dead face 
of someone you love. I think Carito 
would like me to play the Raindrop. 
It is very beautiful on his violin. 

There were four of us here in the 
music studio of old Gennaro Rossi. I 
am John Stanley. I fancy myself as a 
violinist, but I had done some com-
posing, with perhaps more talent in 
that direction. Chance led me to take a 
small summer cottage in this artists ' 
colony of Woodmere. I had just ar-
rived today, and tonight ,the old Mae-
stro—from whom I was planning to 
take lessons—had invited me to his 
home to meet some of his neighbors. 

There were two of them here now. 
George Johnson was a big, handsome 
blond fellow. Rather the businessman 
type than an artist. A man in his thir-
ties, he was a music publisher, who 
specialized in violin music. I was 
thinking now that possibly I might 
persuade him to publish some of my 
compositions. 

The other guest was Juan Torigo, 
one of Rossi's pupils. ' 'He seemed a few 
years older than myself. He was short, 
heavy-set, with a swarthy Latin face, 
small black mustache, and black hair 
that was clipped so close over his fore-
head it stood up like the bristles of a 
brush. 

Of us all, old Gennaro Rossi un-
doubtedly was the dominant figure. 
He was a man in his seventies now, 
but still erect despite his frailness. 
His patrician old face was heavily 
lined, smooth-shaven, with bushy 

white eyebrows beneath which his 
dark eyes smoldered. His head was 
leonine, seemingly too large for his 
body because of his mass of white hair. 

IN his day, thi r ty years ago, Gennaro 
Rossi had been a great violin vir-

tuoso. He was retired now, Maestro to 
a few selected pupils whom he had 
gathered here about him in Woodmere. 
Most certainly I counted myself fortu-
nate in having been accepted by him. 
He was sitt ing now — c lad in black 
trousers, slippers, white blouse open 
at his stringy throat, with his long 
black tie hanging loose — with the 
violin of Carito on his lap. 

His grand piano, littered with scores 
and sheet music, was beside him. The 
big room, here in his rambling old 
bungalow, was dim with just a single 
lamp on the piano so that the shadows 
were heavy around us. Rossi was 
reaching for the violin bow on the 
piano, when abruptly there was a 
sound behind us. 

I turned. In the dark studio door-
way, draped by a heavy velour por-
tiere, a woman was standing now. It 
was Mrs. Green, Rossi's housekeeper. 
She was a big, dour-looking, middle-
aged female, almost masculine with 
angular ruggedness. How long she 
had been standing there in the door-
way listening to us, I had no idea. 
Her movement had attracted our at-
tention, and as we turned she said: 

"You will have refreshments served 
now, Maestro?" 

The old man laid down the violin 
bow. 

"Why yes, Martha," he agreed. "Let 
us have sandwiches and vino. A very 
good idea." 

Her blank, sour-visaged gaze in-
scrutably swept us as she nodded and 
withdrew. 

"Vino f rom the sunny slopes of 
Palermo," old Rossi was saying. He 
was smiling as though now to throw 
off the morbid thoughts of Carito 
which had been obsessing him. "Pal-
ermo is so beautiful. As you know, I 
am Siciliano, gentlemen." 

"No more beautiful than my Anda-
lusia," Juan Torigo said, smiling. "But 
your Italy did produce the best violins. 
I have to admit that, Maestro." He 
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gestured. "That one of Carito's. You 
call it a high-arch violin. Wi th a 
most soft mellow tone, doubtless. An 
Amati perhaps, from old Cremona?" 

"I t is unlabeled," the old man said. 
His fingers again were caressing it. 
"There is no one now who will ever 
know its maker." 

"You said it has a history—a tradi-
tion mos' queer," Torigo persisted. 
"Tell us, Maestro." 

We sat silently listening as the old 
man told us of the instrument 's 
strange tradition. The boy, Carito, 
had been of a gypsy family who emi-
grated here from Hungary. The violin 
had been in the family for generations. 
Carito's father, his grandfather and 
others behind them all had played it, 
so that it had become one of them. 
Almost a living thing. 

"A strange people," old Rossi was 
saying. "Magyars from the dark 
forested mountains of Bohemia. A 
superstitious people, you might say. 
But the soul of music is in them. And 
this violin so beloved by them with its 
haunting, crying voice like a thing 
that is alive." 

Old Rossi went on to say that there 
had been times when this old violin 
mysteriously had given voice to music, 
unaided by any human player. A 
haunting, crying little Magyar mel-
ody. Carito's grandfather had told the 
tale that his father had told him. A 
girl of the family, foolishly in love, 
had been tempted to run away with a 
man unworthy of her—a man of an un-
worthy gypsy tribe from the distant 
hills beyond the Black Forest. 

And as she made ready that stormy 
night to slip away, the violin which 
she and all her kin so loved, had cried 
out in protest that little throbbing 
melody. When the girl heard that, 
she gave up her plans. 

"The violin saved her," old Rossi 
was saying earnestly. "And Carito 
said his grandfather told him that was 
only one of several times it had per-
formed such a service. I t was as 
though at a crisis in the lives of those 
humans who loved it, something was 
given this old instrument, some power 
to be of service." 

The Maestro's sensitive fingers were 
trailing over the body of the violin as 

he spoke. A touch like a caress. 
"A violin is a strange instrument, 

gentlemen," he continued. "Respon-
sive. Who shall say but that this in-
strument has not been given some 
power that none of us can understand? 
I cannot actually believe the thing my-
self. Still—" 

He was gently smiling, but his eyes 
were somber as he stared down at the 
violin. A gaze far-away as though 
now he were trying to see back into 
those dark forests where the gypsies 
roamed in the mountains of Bohemia. 

"Of course, I do not believe it," he 
added softly. "And yet, I wonder." 

I T H I N his hands the old violin 
lay inert. A thing alive, but 

quiescent now. A violin that in times 
of stress, could play itself? I ts bow 
rising up and trailing the strings, so 
that they would physically vibrate? 
Absurd. I knew old Rossi did not 
mean that. 

For that moment we were all silent, 
awed. Then young Juan Torigo spoke. 

"Well, this is most queer," he said 
skeptically. 

Presently the housekeeper was serv-
ing us with the sandwiches and wine. 

"That violin of Carito's," George 
Johnson resumed. "Is it valuable? I 
owned a Stradivarius once. You re-
member it, Maestro. The one that was 
stolen f rom me so that all I got was 
the twenty-two thousand insurance 
which fortunately I had on it. That 
set me up in my publishing business, 
as it happened. You should have this 
violin insured, Signor Rossi and not 
take the chance of having it stolen." 

"It 's value is only to those who love 
it," Rossi said gently. "There is no 
violin, unlabeled, having no proof of 
a famous maker, that has any great 
value. A value it had to Carito, and 
now to me." 

It was raining outside now—a dark, 
windless night with the rain dropping 
in slow, sodden rhythm on the bunga-
low roof, A night like this, a year ago, 
the boy Carito had died. My gaze 
drif ted to the old violin. Rossi had 
placed it on a chair beside him. Re-
sponsive old instrument. Was some-
thing within it now quivering with the 
sorrow of Carito's death? . 
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Then the Maestro was telling us 
more of his young protege. Carito was 
an orphan, adopted by Rossi. A hand-
some, romantic boy of nineteen. 
Swarthy with the blood of the gypsies, 
with deep, dark eyes and wavy black 
hair. Carito had gone out in the night, 
evidently had slipped from the rocky 
path at the edge of a brink, fallen some 
twenty feet into the mossy dell. His 
head had struck a rock so that he had 
died, doubtless almost instantly. 

"But why was he wandering out 
there at night?" George Johnson 
asked. "Out to meet a girl perhaps?" 

"Perhaps," Rossi agreed. He leaned 
toward us, more serious than ever. "I 
remember a queer thing he said to me 
that evening. I remember he seemed 
disturbed. He whispered to me hur-
riedly that he had something to tell 
me. Then we were interrupted, and all 
he said was, 'Where the hearts are en-
twined I want to tell you—' " 

There was a silence as the old man 
ceased speaking. A silence broken 
only by the uneven drip of the rain 
outside. I found myself tense, with 
my heart beating faster. To me it was 
as though here was something myste-
rious, and momentous. 

"That is all he said?" Juan Torigo 
murmured. He, too, was tense. 

"He was going to tell you something 
about his girl," Johnson suggested. 
"His love and hers. You suppose it 
was that?" 

"Maybe," Rossi said. "I do not 
know. The next time I saw him he was 
lying dead, with the rain beating on 
his face. Like tonight." 

MY thoughts went out into the 
dark night outside the studio 

here. There were perhaps a score or 
more little bungalows set here in this 
deeply wooded, hilly, rocky area. This 
afternoon I remembered having seen 
the little dell into which Carito had 
fallen from the path along the twenty 
foot brink. A little seat was up there 
between two trees, like an old tryst-
ing place where a romantic boy well 
might go to meet a girl. 

The old Maestro had picked up the 
violin again. 

"I will play to you that little melody 
of Carito's family," he was saying. 

"It lives in this violin. To me, it is the 
boy himself. Something of him is still 
living here." 

He raised the bow, and with the 
violin beneath his chin, softly began 
playing Carito's melody. Jus t a frag-
ment of the song's minor cadences. 
Weird lit t le fragments, with the soft , 
mellow voice of the high-arch violin 
making it seem almost like one who 
was sobbing. I t died away, and sud-
denly Juan Torigo exclaimed: 

"That 's what I heard last n ight!" 
The young Spaniard gazed at us, ex-
cited, awed. "I t is! I remember it 
clearly now. I woke up and that 's 
what I was hearing! It came f rom out 
under the trees, beyond my house." 

"You were playing it here, last 
night, Maestro?" I suggested. 

Old Rossi shook his head. 
"I t would hardly carry down to my 

house, f rom here," Torigo commented. 
"I t seemed to come from the direction 
of the dell. I think that there was an-
other night also that I heard it. I 
didn't know what it was, of course, or 
that it was this violin. But now—" 

We could only blankly stare at each 
other. 

"Anyway, to me, that little tune al-
ways was Carito," old Rossi mur-
mured. "I t is all of him that is left 
now. And he died, with the rain beat-
ing on his face. Like this." 

He drew the bow again across the 
strings, and began to play Chopin's 
Raindrop Prelude. Its sweet, plain-
tive opening melody throbbed through 
the studio. It was a melody of love, 
plaintive perhaps with the premoni-
tion of coming tragedy. To me it has 
always seemed like that. And then the 
rain — and the tragedy. That slow 
reiterated G-sharp, like raindrops 
slowly falling. 

It came now from Carito's violin 
with a dull, sodden pound. That single 
reiterated note seemed to mingle with 
the rain outside. Just that one G-
sharp, over and over, so hideously 
pounding. Rain falling on a dead, 
white face. . . . 

Never before had the little Chopin 
masterpiece affected me so poignantly 
as this. I was shuddering. Suddenly, 
young Juan Torigo shoved back his 
chair with a clatter. 
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"Maestro, please!" he protested. 
"Stop i t ! I t 's so gruesome now!" 

Old Rossi stopped at once. W e were 
all shuddering. And in the doorway 
behind us the big, dour housekeeper 
was standing blankly staring at us. 

The rain kept on, all that evening. 
It was still raining when, before mid-
night, we visitors went home. My 
little cabin, where I was living alone, 
was only a hundred yards or so below 
Rossi's bungalow. I went to sleep, 
still with the memory of the weird eve-
ning there in Rossi's studio. . . . 

I awakened in the night with a sud-
den start and the realization that a 
little fragment of the Magyar melody 
was floating in my open window. The 
song of Carito! The voice of his 
v i o l i n ! Mellow, plaintive timbre. 
The high-arch violin of Carito, un-
doubtedly. 

FOR a moment, only half awake, I 
lay listening. The rain outside 

seemed to have stopped. The cloudy, 
oppressive night was dankly silent— 
a silence broken only by that floating 
cadence of the violin. Was it coming 
from Rossi's bungalow? Was the old 
Maestro playing now in the middle of 
the night? 

I was hardly aware that I had slip-
ped from my bed and gone to the win-
dow, tensely bending over the sill, 
listening. No, it did not seem to come 
from Rossi's. From whence, then? 
Carito's little melody died away, then 
began again. Was it coming from that 
patch of trees, out to my left beyond 
the dark outlines of the Maestro's 
home ? 

That would be down in the dell per-
haps, down where Carito had been 
found with the rain beating on his 
dead face. Was his melody coming 
from there now? I could not tell. The 
song seemed to float everywhere, yet 
nowhere. 

I was certain it was no figment of 
my imagination. I was hearing it with 
my ears. If I could get closer I could 
determine its source. Or would that 
be like trying to get to the end of a 
rainbow? 

Hastily I had slipped into trousers 
and shirt, put on a pair of shoes and 
was outside with the blackness over-
head and all around me the rocky 
broken woods. The music was still 
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audible, still plaintive. Abrup t ly now, 
I realized tha t it was no longer 
Cari to 's song, but another , more mod-
ern melody. 

I ran down a wind ing l i t t le path 
toward what seemed the source of the 
music, but as I advanced, somehow it 
seemed to recede. W h a t was it play-
ing now? I s topped to l isten. I t was 
a plaintive theme, sweetly simple. A 
slow, rambling l i t t le melody wi th ca-
dences o f ten unresolved. A melody 
wholly famil iar to me. 

Queer that I couldn' t i den t i fy it. I t s 
name, its composer—they seemed to 
t remble just beyond my memory. The 
tune was an unpre ten t ious piece like a 
sketch, by some modern composer. I 
was convinced that I knew it well, 
tha t I had perhaps in the past played it 
myself , in my browsing for my own 
amusement . . . . 

"Oh—you, S tan ley?" The voice al-
most beside me in the darkness made 
me jump. I t was Johnson, the music 
publisher . He was clad in dress ing 
gown and sl ippers . He gr ipped me as 
he murmured , " T h a t music—I heard 
it down at my place. Cari to 's violin. 
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W h o the devil 's p laying it and where 's 
it coming f r o m ? " 

Toge the r we advanced. To our r ight 
the dark out l ines of Rossi 's bungalow 
loomed fifty fee t back and above us 
as we followed the path. 

" I t sounds as though it might be 
down in the dell," Johnson said, listen-
ing intent ly . "Do you suppose what 
old Rossi told us—" 

" W h a t ' s that it 's p laying?" I whis-
pered, in te r rup t ing . 

W e had s topped by a tree to listen. 
The queer rambling li t t le melody was 
persist ing. 

"I never heard it before," Johnson 
murmured . "Queer sort of tune." 

"Wel l I know it. I 've even played 
it, but I just can't seem to remem-
ber—" 

Abrup t ly the voice of the violin 
was sti l led. Johnson ' s gr ip on my arm 
t ightened. 

"Look there!" he mut tered . 
A moving blob was up on the rocks 

ahead of us. A man's figure! For a 
second it was out l ined in s i lhouet te 
against the sky. Old Ross i ! His thin 
form, his great shaggy mane of hair , 
were recognizable. He was only a few 
feet f rom the back door of his bunga-
low. And in that same instant he 
moved toward it and vanished. Had 
he come out to listen to the music and 
when it s topped, gone back in again? 
Or had he come f rom somewhere else? 

The violin did not sound again that 
night , though until dawn I lay awake 
back in my cabin, expect ing it, as no 
doubt also the puzzled Johnson was 
lying awake in his home, expectant . 
But there was nothing. 

It rained all that next day and I 
stayed in my cabin ponder ing, puzzl-
ing, t ry ing to iden t i fy that second mel-
ody the violin had played. A slow, 
rambling, measured rhy thm in four-
quar ter time. A major key, wi th ram-
blings into the minor. I t echoed now 
in my head so that I was humming it 
to help my memory. 

I ^ ^ T I G H T came. All evening the 
melancholy rain persisted. And 

I could not get that puzzl ing melody 
out of my mind. W h y had the violin 
played it? To me, somehow, it seemed 
a momentous th ing. Something im-
por tant to the dead Car i to was hang-
ing now upon my abil i ty to i d e n t i f y 
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N O W A V A I L A B L E 
T O T H E P U B L I C ! 

that little, threadlike tune. 
The tune was from a modern com-

poser, I was sure of it. Someone whose 
work I must know very well. Those 
queer, unresolved cadences — Mac-
Dowell! 

The name leaped into my mind that 
night, just as I was going to bed. Of 
course, it was something by Mac-
Dowell. I dr i f ted off to sleep, still 
with it echoing in my mind. I t was a 
melody that well might suggest a little 
love song in the woods. 

MacDowell 's Woodland Sketches 
perhaps? Was it one of them? To a 
Wild Rose . . . In Autumn . . . By a 
Meadow Brook? No, not any of those. 

I must have dr i f ted off, still ponder-
ing. And then, quite suddenly I knew 
that I was awake again. The music! It 
was trembling in the night outside as 
the soft , mellow timbre of Carito's 
violin wafted in to me from some 
leafy distance. This time, I was deter-
mined that I would find its source, 
probe this weird mystery. 

The tune I heard now was the 
song of the Magyars, that same 
little crying melody of Carito's 
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How do you KNOW you can't WRITE? 
Had Never Written a Line— 
Sells Article Before Completing 

Course 

" H e f o r e c o m p l e t i n g t h e N . l . A course . I 
sold a f e a t u r e to H r r e e n l a n d M a g a z i n e for 
$50. Tl ia t r e su l t ed In an I m m e d i a t e as -
s i g n m e n t to d o a n o t h e r for t h e wame m a g a -
zine. A f t e r g a i n i n g con t inence w i t h suco ia -
«lve f e a t u r e Klorles. 1 a m now w o r k i n g Into 
the flctlcm lleld. P r e v i o u s lo enro l l ing in t he 
N . l . A I h a d never w r i t t e n a l ine for p u b -
l i c a t i on . nor ser ious ly e a p e r t e d to do so. " 

— O E N E E L E V A N T . 
116 West Ave 28. LAX Angeles , Ca l i f . 

Learn to write by writing 
NE W 9 P A P K R I n s t i t u t e t r a i n i n g l i based on the New York Copy 

Desk Method. It s t a r t s and keeps rod wr i t ing In your own 
home, on your own t i m e Week by week you receive actual a l i g n -
men t s . jus t as if you were r igh t at work on a great m r t r o p o l l t a n 
da l ly Your w r i t i n g is indicidnalli/ corrected and construct ively c r i t i -
c i sed by ve teran wr i te rs . You wil l find t h a t ( Ins tead of va in ly t r y i n g 
to copy someone else 's w r i t i n g t r i r k s l you are rapid ly developing your 
own d i s t i n c t i v e , self flavorod i t y l o - - u n d e r -
go ing an exper i ence t h a i has a th r i l l to It 
a n d which a t t h e s a m e t i m e developes In 

: the power to m a k e your f ee l ings a r t l c u -Ei.' 

HA V E you ever t r i ed? Have you ever at-
tempted even the least bit of t r a in ing , un-

der competent guidance? 
Or have you been s i t t ing back, as it is so 

easy to do, wa i t i ng fo r the d a y to come when 
you will awaken all of a sudden to the dis-
covery "I am a w r i t e r " ? 

If t he la t te r course Is t he one of your choosing, you 
robab iy never will twite. L a w y e r s mus t be law c lerks 

engineers must be d r a f t s m e n . We all know tha t . In 
our t imes, the egg does coine before t he chicken. 

It is seldom tha t a n y o n e becomes a wr i t e r unt i l he 
(or she) has been wr i t i ng for some t ime. T h a t Is why 
so many a u t h o r s and wr i t e r s s p r i n g up out of t he 
newspape r bus iness T h e d a y - t o - d a y necessi ty of 
wri t ing—of g a t h e r i n g mater ia l abou t which to wr i t e 
—develops the i r ta len t , t he i r ins igh t , t he i r back-
g round and the i r confidence as n o t h i n g else could. 

That is why the Newspaper I n s t i t u t e of America 
bases its wr i t i ng ins t ruc t ion ou Journa l i sm—cont inu 
ous wr i t ing—the t r a i n i n g t ha t h a s p roduced so many 
successful au tho r s . 

Many people who tkould be wr i t ing be-
come awe-«truck by fabulous stories about 
m i l l i o n a i r e authors and give l i t t l e thought 
to t he >25, 150 and J 1 00 or more tha t ran 
o f t e n be ea rned for m a t e r i a l t h a t t a * w l i t t le 
t i m e to wr i t e — stories , a r t ic les on busi-
ness. fads , t ravels , sports. recipe* — t h i n g , 
t h a t can easi ly be tu rned out In l e l . u r e 
hours , ana of ten on the Impulse of the 
moment. 

Let us help you teat your na t ive abi l i t ies 
Our In te res t ing W r i t i n g Ap t i t ude Test will 
do It. I t ' s f ree-—entirely without obl iga-
tion. Send the eoepon today Newspaper 
I n s t i t u t e of Amer ica , One Park Aveoue, 
New York (Founded 1 9 2 5 ) 

NOTICE 
M m of D r a f t A M 

No need to h e s i t a t e 
to test yaur wr i t ing 

a b i l i t y , even t h o u g h 
you are o< conscr ip-
t ion aga- N . l . A . 
ag rees to r e f u n d In 
f u l l t h e t u i t i o n of 
anyone accented as 
a s t uden t , who Is 
subsequen t ly cal led 
foe m i l i t a r y service. 
Spec ia l t e r m s a n d fr i r i l agos f o r a i M 

n U. 8 . A r m - d 
Forcea. 

1 N < * w » p a p e r I n s t i t u t e o f A m e r i c a 
O n e P a r k A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k 

Send me. wi thout cost or ob l i ga t ion , your Writing 
Aptitude Test and fu r the r i n f o r m a t i o n a b o u t w r i t i n g 
f o r prof i t . 

Mrs. 
Mr. 
Mitt 

' ' (All correspondence conf ident ia l No sa lesman will cal l o n ^ y o u ^ 

I Mrs. 1 
Mr. 

I Mitt j 
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gypsy family. T h e n as it throbbed 
and died away, the violin voice was 
murmur ing , that other one which 
had so puzzled me last n ight . Some-
th ing by MacDowell . One of his 
Woodland Sketches, and more than 
ever now, I was sure of it. 

I was out of my cabin wi th in a 
minute, creeping forward along the 
l i t t le rocky path. It seemed to have 
s topped raining, but the dark, motion-
less tree branches were heavy with 
moisture, d r ipp ing with a sodden 
pat ter . Overhead the sky was black 
with poised, hanging clouds. Surely 
the music was coming f r o m the dell 
into which Cari to had sl ipped and 
fallen. 

The dell was beside me now, twen ty 
feet down, dark and s o m b e r with 
shadow. W a s my fancy t r ick ing me, 
or was the thread-like, quaver ing l i t t le 
melody actually coming up f rom down 
in those bowered shadows? 

I t was so eerie, so t rembl ingly 
wrai th- l ike that still I could not tell. 
A l i t t le will-o '- the-wisp of the voice 
of music floating, dar t ing f rom one 
place to another . 

I stood tense in the darkness, drawn 
against a tree as I peered and l istened. 
Tha t weird litt le violin voice, was it 
t ry ing to tell me something? A mes-
sage, to me, to anyone who would 
listen and in terpre t it? I peered at the 
dark, broken rock-clumps, still wet 
with the rain. 

The sodden thickets , the heavy, wet 
tree leaves were all suspended, mo-
tionless with expectancy at what now 
would happen. W a s I the only one out 
here a t t racted by the eerie music? It 
seemed so. Then I thought for a 
second that I heard a l i t t le rus t l ing 
behind me. But it was my own fancy. 
Jus t the s t i r r ing of a thicket as mois-
ture fell on it f rom the overhead 
branches. 

I moved forward again. The melody 
seemed to well a l i t t le louder. Some-
what quaint ly , I thought , not too 
sent imenta l ly . 

T h e words popped into my head. 
T h e direct ions for playing, p r in ted on 
a sheet of music. I remembered them 
now! W h y , of course! "At An Old 
T r y s t i n g Place." Tha t was the name 
of th is piece! "At An Old T r y s t i n g 
Place," f r o m the Woodland Ske tches! 
I recalled it pe r fec t ly now. 
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With the coming of that ti t le into 
my memory, the thing so startled me 
that for a moment I stood on the path, 
blankly staring into the darkness. An 
old trysting place. That suggested 
lovers, of course. 

I recalled then that here near the 
path, just off it and close by the brink 
over the dell, there was a wooden 
lovers' seat, across the V of two trees 
which grew with roots together. A 
little trysting place here in the woods. 
On one of the trees the bark had been 
carved into the crude design of two 
hearts intertwined. . . . 

HE A R T S entwined! Why, Carito 
had used those words to old 

Rossi the night the gypsy boy died! 
I recalled what old Rossi had said 
when Carito came to him perturbed, 
with something to tell him. They had 
been interrupted, so that Carito had 
only been able to murmur : 

"Where the hearts are entwined—I 
want to tell you. . . ." 

Something about the old tryst ing 
place which Carito had learned, and 
had had no chance to tell? 

The eerie violin voice was still float-
ing through the night with the quaint 
MacDowell melody, as I pushed my 
way forward and came to the bench 
between the trees. They were white 
birch, ghostly in the darkness. I had 
a small flashlight in my pocket. I 
took it out, flashed it. Its little circle 
of illumination lighted the bark of 
one of the trees where the entwined 
hearts were carved. 

My imagination, of course, yet it 
seemed then as though the throbbing 
little violin voice had gone into a cres-
cendo of t r iumphant eagerness. 

Then, at the roots of the trees, under 
the seat, my light picked out an open-
ing—a place where the tree-base was 
decayed. It was a foot-wide irregular 
space. Wi th my heart pounding, I 
knelt, thrust my hand and arm into 
the opening. The inside space seemed 
far larger; the bottom of part of it 
was an irregular-shaped triangular 
stone. 

I could feel that stone slimy with 
moisture and fungus-growth. Then as 
I tugged at one of its projecting ends 
it came loose. Breathlessly, I twitched 
and shoved it to one side. Another 
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Is Your Rupture 

HERE? 
Why continue to suffer with rupture? 
Stop your worriea and fears. Send for 
the (acta about my perfected trust 
invention—the Brook* Appliance (or 
reducible rupture — wjth the auto-
matic AIR-CUSHION support that 
l i v e s Nature a chance to d e a e 
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musiiES niHE? 
Feet "Killing You"? Do You Feel All-ln 

After a Hard Day's Work? 
Don't suffer unnecessarily from the tor ture Of 
stiff, sore, tired muscles . . . or burning, aching 
feet . . . <lue to work or eocerclse. Get soothing, 
refreshing relief, quickly and easi ly! Ju s t give 
yourself a brisk rub with ANDY LOTSI1AW All-
Purpose BODY BUB. Let this secret formula of 
Andy Lotshaw, famous athletic t ra iner of the Chi-
cago Cubs Baseball Team und Chicago Bears 
Football Team, bring new pleasures into your life! 
Soothing oils enable your fingers to work deep 
down to painful areas In your tired, aching back, 
shoulders, legs, arms and f e e t — e a s i n g muscular 
discomfort due to hard work or exercise, speeding 
circulation that carries awav pain-causing fa t igue 
acids faster. Get welcome relief the way thousands 
upon thousands do—massage with ANDY LOT-
SHAW All-Purpose BODY BUB. Mail a dollar bill 
($1.00) for large bottle today to Audy. Address 
h,IU ANDY LOTSHAW 

Dept. K, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 
Money back if not satisfied! 

opening, down into the ground, was 
underneath it. 

I was lying flat now, wi th almost the 
ful l length of my arm reaching down. 
My fingers fe l t something smooth and 
crinkly. I t was an oiled, mois ture-
proof fabric covering. Something big 
and hard was inside it—an oblong, 
rounded thing s tanding on end in the 
deep, narrow orifice which the flat 
stone had covered. I tugged, d rew it 
out, and in a moment had it on the 
ground beside me with my l i t t le flash-
light beam on it. 

It was a moisture-proof ba^, yellow, 
semi-transparent . And wi th in it was 
a black violin case! In an ins tant I 
had it out and opened the old case. A 
big violin was inside. Not the violin 
of Carito. Th is one did not have a 
high arch. It was a large concert 
model. 

My heart raced as I stared at it. 
Th i s old ins t rument , obviously the 
work of one of the great masters , was 
immensely valuable. T h e n I raised it 
up and peered with my light down into 
one of its F-holes. A St rad ivar ius! A 
genuine St radivar ius! 

The eerie voice of Carito 's violin, 
somewhere here in the darkness, had 
gone abrupt ly into a t r iumphan t throb 
of the MacDowell melody. And now, 
abrupt ly , it died away and was gone, 
as though its mission were ended and 
it was satisfied now that I had found 
this other, hidden ins t rument . 

For that moment I crouched by the 
lovers' seat, numbed. A genuine 
Stradivarius , hidden here? Absorbed 
by my racing thoughts , I was only 
dimly aware of a sound behind me. I 
had no t ime to rise up. I turned, saw a 
blob coming and a man leaping at me 
with a big chunk of rock in his hand! 

T h e reflection of my flashlight lying 
on the ground disclosed him. George 
J o h n s o n ! He who had owned a Stradi-
varius that was insured for twenty- two 
thousand dol lars! A St radivar ius sup-
posedly had been stolen, so that he had 
collected the insurance and used it to 
s tart his publ ishing business! 

THOUGHTS are instant th ings . In 
that same second, the p lung ing 

Johnson t r ied to crash the rock down 
on my head, but my upflung arm di-
verted it so tha t it missed me and 
clat tered away. T h e n he was on me. 
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Locked together, fighting with flailing 
legs and thudding fists, we rolled at 
the brink. 

I am a big fellow, but so was he. 
There was a moment when I thought 
we would go over and crash down into 
the dell. But I fought him back. Then, 
with a lunge, I had him pinned under 
me, pounding him. In a frenzy I lifted 
his head and shoulders up and bashed 
him down so that his head was hitting 
the rocks under him. His strength was 
going, and suddenly he gasped: 

"Don ' t ! Don't kill me!" 
I was aware of flashlights around 

us. Then there were voices, and blobs 
that came running. The nearby 
neighbors, roused perhaps by the song 
of the violin of Carito and then by the 
commotion of my fight with Johnson. 
And as I l i f ted him up they gathered 
in excitement around me. And fu r ther 
back, coming f rom the back door of his 
big dark bungalow, I saw the thin 
figure of old Gennaro Rossi. His 
gaunt housekeeper was beside him. 
And trembling excitement, they came 
hurry ing forward. 

The stocky Juan Torigo was here, in 
dressing gown and slippers. He came 
at me. 

"You, Stanley!" he exclaimed. "And 
Johnson! Stanley, what have you done 
to him?" 

"Done to him?" I roared. "He tried 
to kill me. There 's his supposed-to-be-
stolen Stradi. I found it under that 
tree near the lit t le bench where he's 
had it hidden." I shook Johnson as 
he slumped against me, with blood 
streaming down his face. " I t ' s your 
Strad, isn't i t?" 

He was t ry ing to mumble protesta-
tions. 

"And you killed Carito," I fumed on. 
"He found your hidden Strad that 
night in the rain, and you killed him to 
silence him. Hit him on the head with 
a chunk of rock, the way you tried to 
do to me." I was cuffing the dazed, 
trembling Johnson. 

"All r ight," he mumbled. "That ' s it. 
He—" 

"And then you tumbled his body 
down into the dell, so that it would 
look as though he had fallen there and 
crashed his head." I turned to the 
excited group of men. "He was f r ight -
ened last night at that weird voice of 
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Carito 's violin. And again tonight , so 
that he came out here to invest igate. 
Perhaps to move his Strad to some 
other place. He had no chance to do 
it by dayl ight today, for he'd have 
been seen. And he feared ton ight that 
Cari to 's violin voice would disclose 
this hiding place! Wel l , it d id ! Tha t ' s 
exactly what it did." 

T h e y could only stare wi th numbed 
awe when I told them exactly what 
I 'd found. . . . 

T " 
A T is all there was to the weird 

myster ious th ing of the violin of 
Carito. O f t e n I wonder if old Rossi 
suspected, by what Carito had said, 
that there was something queer about 
that lovers' nook; something that 
Cari to had tr ied to tell him? Had old 
Rossi suspected enough so that he had 
played the s t range old gypsy violin? 

Had he played that MacDowell mel-
ody to f r igh ten Johnson, to- lure him 
out and perhaps make him unmask 
himself? W a s it tha t? 

Or is there indeed something of a 
living soul imprisoned in the violin of 
Carito, something which that night 
was cry ing out in protest and t rying to 
avenge the gypsy boy's murde r? 

I recall that later, when Johnson had 
been taken away to the village jail, I 
went for a moment up to Rossi's. The 
old man was seated in his studio. 
Carito 's violin was on his lap as his 
fingers caressed it lovingly. 

"Maestro, it told me," I said, nod-
ding at the ins t rument . "I t seemed 
to lead me to the hiding place. 

Old Rossi had no answer. He did 
not look up, just stared down at the 
worn patina of the old violin's black-
brown body as though he were t ry ing 
to penetra te the secret imprisoned 
there. 

• 
READ 

THRILLING MYSTERY 
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MYSTERY-SCOPES 
(Continued from page 10) 

And then the colonel told about Ser-
geant Mackey who had performed a feat 
of daring that no doctor could account 
for. It happened the night that Coventry 
was demolished by German bombs. Mackey 
was on leave at that place. 

When the fury of detonation and fire 
subsided, Mackey rushed forth to help any 
wounded who had been unable to reach 
shelters. In front of one of the smoldering 
buildings, he heard a cry for help. The 
heat drove most of the other men away, 
but the sergeant didn't hesitate. He saw 
an old woman sprawled and pinned beneath 
a huge girder. She was still conscious. 
In jumping over the debris before him, 
he stumbled and hurt his leg. But he got 
up and went forward, limping. Several 
women watched him. 

Like a Samson out of the pages of 
biblical history, Sergeant Mackey grabbed 
the girder which looked as though it 
weighed a ton. Almost instantly the girder 
came up. It seemed to suspend in mid-
air as Mackey pulled the woman from 
under it and carried her to safety. Then 
he collapsed. 

People could not believe what they saw. 
Later, a doctor attended the sergeant. He 
had fractured his upper leg when he had 
fallen. The doctor shook his head, mar-
velling how Mackey could have accom-
plished what he did in such a condition. 
But when the sergeant regained conscious-
ness and was congratulated for his heroic 
deed, he said: "Don't thank me—thank 
those three Kilties who lifted that girder." 

"What Kilties?" asked a listener. 
"Why, those three Highlanders who 

went in with me." 
But no one had seen any Scotsmen on 

the scene. People thought the sergeant 
delirious, until it was learned that the old 
lady he had saved, Mrs. MacBride, of 
Scotland, had had three sons killed in the 
last war—and they had all been members 
of a Highland regiment. 

THE CLOCK MURDER 

IT has been said that c locks emanate 

psychic power. Whether it is the rhyth-
mic beat which affects the brain through 
the ear, or the harmony of vibrations, too 
many people have had strange experiences 
not to indicate something of the sort. 
There are thousands of cases on record 
where clocks have stopped the moment the 
angel of death has come into a room and 
stilled a person's heart. 

Now comes an astounding story of a 
clock being accused of murder. Tom 
Sewell of Alaska is positive about it. He 
tells of Major Calloway, a rich gold-miner 
for whom Sewell used to work as butler. 

The major had been a prospector in hia 
younger days, and by the time he was for-
ty-five, was wealthy, due to the Blue Rock 
Mine of which the major became sole 
owner after the death of his partner. For 
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twenty years, the major appeared to enjoy 
life, although everyone knew he wasn't 
happy. There was something on hit con-
science. His friends often tried to get 
him to open up; but he only grew angry 
when questioned. 

Then one afternoon, destiny struck him. 
A heart attack put him in bed. The doc-
tor warned Sewell, the butler, to keep the 
major quiet. If his heart started beating 
fast, to call the doctor at once. The doc-
tor would return in the morning. 

There was an old grand-father's clock 
across the room from the major's bed—a 
valuable piece which the major cherished. 
It kept perfect time. 

"It was about nine o'clock that night," 
said Tom Sewell. "I was sitting at the 
major's bedside feeling his pulse. The old 
clock wag ticking slowly, just about keep-
ing time with Calloway's heartbeat. Then 
suddenly something happened. The old 
clock started to race like mad and grew 
louder. I wondered what had happened 
to it. Then the first thing I knew, the 
major's heart began to beat faster—it was 
keeping time with the clock. 

"I remembered the doctor's orders. As 
I .jumped up to fetch him, I saw Major 
Calloway rise up in bed with a strange 
look on his face. He reached under the 
pillow for his revolver and pointed it at 
the clock. Then he shouted, his face 
drawn in terror: 'Damn you, Mike Don-
lin. You said you'd come back to get 
me. But you won't. I killed you once— 
and I'll kill you again.' 

"With that, the major fired six shots 
into the clock. The glass on the front 
of it, shattered. To this day, I swear I 
heard a laugh come from the clock. I 
turned to the major, but he was dead. 

"Later when I told my story to the ma-
jor's friends, one of them shook his head 
and said: 'I always did think he killed 
his partner Mike—but there was no proof.' 

"The doctor who had been examining 
the clock turned and said: 'The clock 
was right when I left here this evening. 
Now it is two hours ahead and ticking 
all right."' 

It is still running perfectly even to this 
day. Had some strange psychic vibration 
speeded it up to cause the major's heart 
to race to his death? Who knows? 

MOUNTAIN MIRACLE 

A R U M A N I A N refugee has reported 
this strange coincidence which has 

been verified by newspaper clippings. 
Stories had been told for years concern-

ing Hermit Golla who lived alone in the 
mountain beyond the town of Arad in Ru-
mania. People claimed he had strange 
power over the wind—and that if any 
enemy approached him, he could command 
a gale to blow that enemy over the cliff 
to jagged rocks below. Strong gales were 
common in that section, and when they 
would rise suddenly, people would say: 
"Golla is angry again. 

Children stayed away from Hermit Golla 
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when they climbed the mountain, in iear 
of their lives—all except one child, Martha 
Doeffer who had come to Rumania from 
Transylvania. One day, Martha dared to 
wander to the hermit's hut and looked in. 
She saw the old man lying on the wooden 
floor and bleeding. He had fallen. She 
summoned help which was the means of 
saving the hermit's life. 

From that time on, Martha was his com-
anion, visiting him almost daily. He gave 
er trinkets and told her never to be 

afraid. He would see that no harm came 
to her. But a year later, he died of an 
heart attack. He left his few treasures 
to Martha. 

Time passed. Martha reached her 12th 
birthday—and her mother took her and 
her younger brother on a picnic to the 
moutain plateau overlooking the pictur-
esque valley. The children were enjoying 
themselves running around trees and 
bushes. Childlike, Martha paid no atten-
tion to the cliff nearby, and in trying to 
escape from her young brother, she went 
too far from the mountain path and stum-
bled. She rolled down the embankment 
toward the edge of the cliff. Her cry at-
tracted the mother who screamed as she 
rushed to save the girl. But it was too 
late. Martha disappeared over the cliff. 

The mother fainted. The young brother 
brought help and the prostrated mother 
was assisted down the mountain. 

As they neared the valley, two men, 
one a brother of the mother, came rush-
ing up. The brother shouted: 

"She is safe. Martha is safe. No one 
knows how it happened. We heard a 
scream and then saw a body hurtling down. 
We expected to see it dashed to pieces on 
the rocks—when suddenly a gale came up, 
and a whirlwind rose from the earth. It 
was so strong, it caught Martha like a 
feather and carried her away from the 
rocks. She landed in the soft swamp, her 
fall broken by the whirlwind. It's a 
miracle—a miracle." 

Someone whispered: "The ghost of 
Golla." 

THE HANGING GHOST 

RE A D E R S still write such letters as 
this: "Can you tell me the name of 

any living person who has actually seen a 
ghost?" 

In answer to this, Kenneth Culbertson 
of 3108 Washington Boulevard, Chicago, 
Illinois, has volunteered the fol lowing 
story: 

"On April 16, 1940, Miss H of Indi-
ana, hanged herself in her bungalow where 
she lived alone. I found the body a few 
days later. Since I had known her from 
my own infancy, it was a terrible shock 
to find her hanging in this horrible man-
ner with her mouth open in terrifying 
grimace. 

"Later I returned to Chicago. One 
afternoon I came home and as I entered 
my room, I felt a cold chill and seemed 
to imagine Miss H near me. I went 
out to get some fresh air and felt that I 
was being watched. As I went down the 
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s teps I w a s sure I was be ing f o l l o w e d . So 
strong was the f e e l i n g that I looked back. 
W h a t I saw nearly made me scream. T e n 
fee t behind me was the image of the 
mother of Miss H who had been dead 
for e leven years. She was dressed in her 
usual gaudy style . But the thing that ter-
rified me, was her mouth. It was open 
in the horrible l ikeness of the daughter 
who I found hanged. She looked at me 
and her eyes burned through me. I tried 
to cry out in fr ight but couldn't utter a 
sound. Finally, I stepped back to the curb. 
For an instant, the apparit ion stood still , 
then walked s l o w l y past me and headed 
west along the boulevard. Spel lbound I 
f o l l o w e d her. She crossed Kedzie Avenue 
and soon mounted the high steps of an old 
s tone mansion front ing on Wash ing ton 
Boulevard. She entered the front hall and 
disappeared. 

"By this t ime I had my wits , so went 
after her. I hurried across Kedzie Avenue 
and reached the two-s tory building. It 
was empty. A s ign in the front window, 
read: 'For Rent.' 

"When this woman had died e leven 
years previously , her daughter had had her 
cremated and the ashes were kept in an 
undertaker's to be interred with the daugh-
ter. I had told the undertaker to put the 
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mother's ashes in the coffin with Miss 
H I wonder if this had any connec-
tion with the strange vision. I know I 
didn't imagine the whole thing, for it was 
broad daylight. I inquired from my neigh-
bor whether there had been any visitor 
in our building who had come out after 
me. There had been no visitors. I have 
never seen the woman since that day." 

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS 

Dear Chakra: I have heard that cer-
tain people, under a trance, can foretel l 
tomorrow's events. Are there any records 
of this? 

Thelma Dicks. 
D e a r M I S B D i c k s : Yen. R o g e r D a g a n , a h i s -

t o r y l e c t u r e r a t N e w Y o r k C i t y M u s e u m r e -
c e n t l y d e m o n s t r a t e d t h i s . I t w a s r e p o r t e d in 
t h e N e w Y o r k E v e n i n g J o u r n a l . At t h e C o m -
m o d o r e H o t e l . D a g a n w a s h y p n o t i z e d by S l g -
n o r M i c h a e l R a d u a n o a n d p r e d i c t e d t h e h e a d -
l i n e s in t h e f o l l o w i n g d a y ' s n e w s p a p e r s . T h e y 
p r o v e d c o r r e c t . 

Dear Chakra: What is meant by the 
statement that every man is his own medi-
cine cabinet, meaning I presume that he 
can cure himself by his own body and 
mind force? 

Nelson Wigman. 
D o a r Mr. W i g m a n T h i s In c a l l e d T h e D u n -

c a n t h e o r y , o r i g i n a t e d b y Dr . C h a r l e s H e n r y 
D u n c a n . 10 E a s t 77 th St., N. Y. C. F o r iiA 
f o r m a t i o n y o u w i l l l m v e to c o n s u l t h i m . 

Dear Chakra: What is the address of 
Joseph Dunninger who has offered $15,000 
to anyone producing phenomena which 
Dunninger cannot duplicate? 

Mary Bedford. 
D e a r Mis s B e d f o r d J o s e p h D u n n i n g e r c a n 

be r e a c h e d a t 80 R o c k e f e l l e r P l a z a , N e w Y o r k 
Ci ty . 

Dear Chakra: What is meant by "ceil-
ing trance?" 

George Brook. 
D e a r Mr B r o o k . It is t h e t h e o r y of r e l e a s i n g 

y o u r a s t r a l b o d y b y l y i n g on y o u r b a c k in a 
d l m l v l i t r o o m , c o n c e n t r a t i n g y o u r g a z e on 
t h e c e l l i n g a n d w i l l i n g y o u r b o d y to be l i f t e d 
u p to it Be c a r e f u l In e x p e r i m e n t i n g . B e t t e r 
s e t a n a l a r m c l o c k a n h o u r In a d v a n c e t o s n a p 
you b a c k t o c o n s c i o u s n e s s in c a s e of s e l f -
h y p n o s i s . 

Dear Chakra: I understand that some 
famous international doctor lives with 
Adolf Hitler. Who is that doctor? 

Mort Hellig. 
D e a l Mr. H e i l i g : It is r e p o r t e d t o bo Dr. 

C a r l J u n g , t h e f a m o u s p s y c h i a t r i s t , i n d i c a t i n g 
t h a t H i t l e r is a m e n t a l c a s e , f o r Dr . J u n g 
s p e c i a l i z e s In m e n t a l a b e r r a t i o n s 

— C H A K R A 
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"The 7 Keys to Power alleges to teach," the author says, "All the Mysteries of Life from 
the Cradle to the Grave—and Beyond. It claims to tell you the particular day and hour to 
do anything you desire, whether it be in the light of the moon, sun, or in total darkness." 

He d s l r a i . "The power to get w h i t you want revelled i t 
last, fot the firm time since the dawn of creation. The very 
simp power which the i n d e n t Chi ldren*. Outhle, Egyptians, 
Babylonians ind Sumerlans used li i t our disposal today . " 

He «iyi. "Follow the simple directions, snd you c«n do 
anything you desire. No one can tell how these Mis te r 
Forces are used without knowlns about Uila hook, but with It 
you can mold anyone to your wt lL" 

From this book. He says, "You can l eam the arts of an 
eld Science s i practiced by the Ancient Orders. Their marvels 

were almost beyond belief. You. too. can leam to do them 
all with the Instructions written In this Book ." Lewis de 
Olaremont c la tma " I t would be a shame If these things could 
all be yours and you fai led to grasp t hem." 

He claims " I t Is every man 's btr thrlfrht to have theee th ings 
of l ife MONEY I fiOOD H E A L T H ! H A P P I N E S S : If you lack 
any of these, then th l i book has an Important message for 
you. No mat te r what you need, there wtlsts a sp i r i tua l power 
which Is abundant ly able to bring you whatever things you 
need . " 

OVERCOME ALL ENEMIES. OBSTACLES^HIDDEN FEARS 
ARE Y O U CROSSED IN ANY W A Y ? M R K i 1 V U V I I V 9 9 K V i n M R I W I M I J 

The Seven Key* to Power. Lewie de Claremont says, shows you 
how to remove and cast it back. 

The Book Purports to Tell You How to— 
Gain affection and admirat ion. 
Adjust dispute*. 
Obtain property. 
Make people do your bidding 
Make any pernon respect you. 
Make pt-ople bring back stolen 

goods. 
Make anyone lucky In any 

games. 

Feel strong and flt. 
Get any Job you want. 
Understand mental telepathy. 
Flelp people In trouble. 
Banish all misery. 
Gain the mastery of all things. 
Restore your ambition. 
Chooee words according to anolent. 

holy methods. 

THE ONLY TRUE BOOK OF SUPREME MAmRSHIP; 

This Is t h r Power, he says, from which the old masters gained thei r 
knowledge and from which they sold limitless portions to certain favoresi 
Kings i n d others st high prlres. but never to be revelled under l vow, 
the vlolitlon which en t i t l ed severe punishment . 

T H E VOW HAS NOW B E E N B R O K E N 
This bonk, he c l i lms. shows you the secrets of old whlrh when prop-

erly iptilled mike> you ible to control the will of all without their know-
Int It If you hav« s problem and you wish to solve It, he ssys, don' t 
hesitate. Advertisements cannot describe nor do this wonderful book Jus-
tice. You must re id It i n d digest Its mcin lng to really appreciate its 
worth. 

G U A R A N T E E D TO S A T I S F Y OR YOUR MONEY R E F U N D E D 
Only i l imited number i v i i l i b l e for sale, sn don ' t wait . 

I t la worth m i n i t imes Us price If you i re wise, you will 
rush your order for thla konli NOW 

MR. L U C K ' S CUR IO CO.. Dept. 518 
»00 N Clark Street., 
Chlosjo. Illinois. 
This coupon Is worth »1 00 to you. Attsch a Money Order for $1 
to this coupon and we will send you your copy of The Seven Keys to 
Power- Regularly »2 for only I I . 

1 
• 
n 

Name ® 
a 
• 

Address p 

c « » State J 
REND NO MONEY' - • 

f V ^ X P ^ t £ T r l £ k here ^ " * » 
. J 



WORLD'S LARGEST D E N T A L PLATE MAKERS 

FALSE TEETH 
- B Y MAIL— 

$^95 
to $35 

SEND NO MONEY! 
BEFORE AFTER MADE - T O - MEASURE 

DENTAL PLATES DI-
RECT FROM OUR LAB-
O R A T O R Y T O Y O U ! 

W o m a k e t o m e a s u r e f o r v o u 
I nd iv idua l ly R Y M A I L— D e n t a l 
I ' l n t e s f u r m e n i ind w o m e n — 
f r o m mi i m p r e s s i o n of y o u r o w n 
m o u t h t a k e n l iy y o u a t y o u r 
h o m e . W e h a v e thoiiHBndH of 
customers a l l o v e r t h e c o u n t r y 
w e a r i n g t e e t h w e m a d e l>y m a i l 
a t a e i i s i t i l e p r i c e s . 

If y o u find o u t w h a t o t h e r s 
h a v e p a i d f o r t h e i r s , y o u w i l l lie 
a s t o u n d e d w h e n y o u s ee I I O W 
l i t t l e o u r s w i l l c o s t y o u ? R.V 
r e a d i n g o u r c a t a l o g . y o u wi l l 
l e a r n I iow t o Have half or m o r e 
mi d e n t a l p la te* f o r y o u r s e l f . 
M o n t h l y p a y i n e n t s p o s s i b l e . 

ON 60 DAYS' TRIAL 

W I T H MONEY - BACK 
GUARANTEE OF 

SATISFACTION 

HIGH-GRADE MATERIAL AND EXPERT 
WORKMANSHIP 

T R Y o u r p r a c t i c a l l y u n b r e a k a b l e R O O F L E S S , P A R T I A L n n d 
T It A N S L l ' C E N T p l a t e s . O u r d e n t u r e s a r e se t w i t h p e a r l y - w h i t e , 
g e n u i n e , p o r c e l a i n t e e t h ; c o n s t r u c t e d f r o m h i g h - g r a d e m a t e r i a l s , 
w i t h e \ p e r t w o r k m a n » h i p W e m a k e a l l s t y l e s of p l a t e s A d e n t i s t 
s u p e r v i s e s t h e m a k i n g of e a c h p late . . . . 

A T ROCK-BOTTOM 
PRICES I I A M I - C A K V B U 8 K T 

M a k e us p r o v e e v e r y w o r d w e 
s a y . W e a r o u r t e e t h on I r i a l f o r 
a s l o n g a s IH> d a y s . T h e n . If y o u 
a r e n o t p e r f e c t l y s a t i s f i e d w i t h 
Tliem, t h e y wi l l n o t c o s t v o u a 
c e n t . 

1* A KT1.YL 

W e t a k e t h i s r i s k . W e g u a r -
a i i l oe t h a t If you a r e n o t c o m -
p le t e ly s a t i s f i e d w i t h t h e t e e t h 
w e m a k e f o r y o u , t h e n ty iy t i m e 
w i t h i n IKI d a y s w e w i l l n m i n e d l -
ii I el y r e f u n d e v e r y c e n t y o u h a v e 
p a i d us f o r t l i e m . W e t a k e y o u r 
w o r d . You a r e t h e j u d g e . K O O F L K H S 

M r i . Elsie Boland of Norton, Kansas, writes: 
"TJncliwecl find two pictures 

One shows how I l<K>k<'< I he 
fore 1 «i>t iny teeth the olher 
one afterwards Your teeth 
sre certainly beautiful 1 here 
IHII had mine out since tin-
• U* I K'H tlieln except ti» 
• •Iran tin-in " 

The f o r e g o i n g l i re a few uf t l i o i i s i i n i l s of u n s o l i c i t e d 
l e t t e r s W e d o u o l IIIIIII) t h a t ) oil w ill o b t a i n 
t h e s a m e r e s u l t s . W h a t is i m p o r t a n t t o y o u is W K 
t i I ' A K A N T K K Y O | It M O X K Y It A< "K IK Y O I ' 
A R K N O T lDOTe S A T I S F I E D . 

Harry Wlllouqhby, Adalr-
vllle. Kentucky, writes: 

1 have received my teeth 
• nd am l'HOl'l> OK THKM " 

Mrs. Geo. G. Conklin. 
Bridgeport, Connecti-
cut, writes: 

I received my set of 
1,-rlh I wi-sr thrm day 
and lllghl I hsve good 
leesim tu he well idess.il 
with them Thank you very 
much." 

FREE 1 MI'ItKSSH»\ MATKHlAl, < "hI«N>i: with our new low 
jirnrs HIHI Information I>or't put tills off I>o It 
TOI»AY' Cl.ll' I'()I P( ) \ OH WHITK A one rent 
postcard with tmnie ami address plainly written U all 
that IK NECESSARY 

W« also Repair or Reproduce Old Plates—48-hour Service 

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY 
1555 M i l w a u k e e Ave., Dept. 1 - 8 2 , Chicago, III. 

M A I L T H I S C O l ' P O N N O W 
M S W T R V U N I T E D S T A T E S 
• Ml Mil Ml, D E N T A L C O M P A N Y 
D e p t . 1-82, 1555 M i l w a u k e e A v e . . 
I ' l l I I ' A l i O , I L L I N O I S . 
S e n d , w i t h o u t o b l i g a t i o n , y o u r F R E E I m p r e s s i o n 
m a t e r i a l , c a t a l o g , m i d i n f o r m a t i o n . 

N A M E 

A D D R E S S 
( i ' r i n t C l e a r l y ) 
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