


START NOW toClear upYaunShim
Learn the New Rance:Steps!)
N POPLARITYITY |

® Good dancers are always pRplar.
But, even the best dancers become

self-conscious if they have to ap-
pear at a party with a face broken
out with pimples.

Eleisciomann’s Yeast has helped
thousands of young people to clear
up pimples, by helping to clear the
blood of waste poisons which irri-
tate this condition. *

If you have any tendency to pim-
ples, start eating Fledsolimann's
Yeast. And—ibe sure to save the
labaks for your copy of Arthur Mur-
ray’s dance book!

Rememiber, the ONLY WAY to
get it is with Fleischmanm Yeast
labels. Paste these on FREE Dance
€Card your grocer will give you.
Send it for book.

" r groeer has no Darce Cards,
save 81 yedst Iabels. Paste on piece of paper

—or simply encloac {A eﬁvele e=aaa se d
them with your nam adares

H 2 3 né&. ;5? bife \ﬁa‘; ﬁaeg uﬁtli

.“’f“'t':e“ ekt f Doter and I Caneas,
ly in states eaverF and in

204 GET Ts'_'-ls‘g”“na:mhs 568 REVEPSPErs, OF @bk YOUF Groeer.)

19 diagranis!{ FREE Danee Cavd
gives fulll deisids about this
offer. Ask your grocer!

“STICK TO IT,” soys

DONTILET ADOLESCENT PIMPLES Dr. R. E. LEE, well-known

physician, “snd Fieisciinmann's

SDO'L 'ou' mop T'M‘ES Yeast will help fo correct

ADOLESCENT PIMPLES”

Read this @ Afiler the stwnt of mdislescence —frsam

TRUE about 13 to 25—important glands develop

} ) and final growth takes place. Thia eauses

EXPERIENCE toan BEFORE |, w’ AFA disturbances in the system. The skin gets

f how oversensitive. Waste poisons in the blood -

ofT o ritatethlssensitive skin, pirples break eut.

FLE'SCHM ANN'S Flelschmann’s Yeast heips to free your

Dick Roonay, of Plmples no longer skin from pimples by clearing these skin

YEAST Brooklyn, N. Y., had spoll Dick’s good irritants out of the blood. Est 3 cakes dally

helped clear pimplesfike these. “1 times. “Everybody —a cake about 14 hour before each e
4 - was ashamed to have that’s got pimples plain, or In a little water. Start now!

Dick’s skin :’:;’.Ph see me,” he ::l:.!’ lo try yeast,” Capyright, 1697, Standard Brands Ineorparated




ANNOUNCEMENT
of Néw/(labféec Againgy Opaviings

EARNINGS UP TO $6022 IN A WEEK

Within the next two weeks, over 850 men and women will be fiivin the opportunity ta apen ©p fitec m
Coffee Agenciea right in thelr own bome localitize. If you are looking for 4 bona fide ehanoe to m.
high a3 $60.00 in « week, starting at once, this company will send you everythink you need, gire you
thﬂ hals you Fequire, and back you up wlm {ts proven succesaful plana. You risk no money. A chanoe
ependent, weik [ yau please, and make more than just a modest Metimg If poa wuent tv
i\'— Ibﬂﬂf g iﬂ for you th YOUF own of Aearby bell.lty. mail the Application below. By roﬁun
a4 Wi
g,‘ﬁﬁg.%?é‘

Clip Out anid Wi/ romy[/

wmnesi] COFFEE AGENCY APPLICATION e

53&:

[gp yau psa tia alin. Den't deliy Band your Application at abce.

WRITE YOUR Name et rem st et e ett et e emnmen e s s s e enrnnaee
FULL NAME {State whaihet Me."Mrs. "o Mim)
AND BRI e
ADDRESS HERE! (c‘}%y gﬂg §Egtt§ .................................
HOW MUCH ., . Eull time pays up to $35 to $60
TIME CAN Mark with an “X" in a week. Part time, either
YOU DEVOTE £] FULLTIME (5] PART Tune | during the day or evemings, pays
T.corFEmm up to $22.50 in a Week.
STATE WHICH In addition to their cash earnings, we offer our producers a cash
BONUS YOU bonus of $500.00 or a brand-new, latest model Ford Tador Sedan.
PREFER — State which you weould prefer if you decide to accept our offer.
Mark “X* before your cheice,
CASH OR FORD
AUTOMOBILE ? E] $500. Casn BoNus [[] LATEST MopeL ForD Tubpok Sematd.
CAN YOU Mark with an “X" E] Yes [ Neo
START AT If you cannot start at once, state about when you will be able
ONCE? to start.

SEND NO MIONEY

ALL There is no money fee of any kind requlred wltb this ication. It meraly
tell: us that yeu would consider running a Coffee Ageney In your locality it we
APPLICATIONS have an lpenmg for veu. You will be netified bv Fetwim Mafl whether yeur
LOR" oo 3 . “NE- GRS ok pa. Ahets W o A S
WILL BE HELD given preftiemoe, 56 be suFe mail yeur Ap| Rhmm wﬂheut delay—=NOW 1
No letfer is required, just the Awll@at oR. Mall at gnee 8
STRICTLY
CONFIDENTIAL ALBERT MILLS, President

4000 Menmouth Avenue Cincinnati, Ohle
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Vel. Villl, No. 1 July, 1937 Price, 10c

Nine Gripping M)ysatgry Thrillers

BRIDES OF THE DARK GOD - - - - John H. Knex

Wairdd Gost Demoons Stikke Temoer in the Heatt of th@ He{inyesed
Mavice Collogy! A Compplete Noxtdaéte of Luidngé Haosmor

THE DEVIL IN STEBEL - - - - - - - - - Jack Williamson

A Rabot Lsvees a TraiH of Gruesome Corpses Beredth its Eltetmic
Sway! A Stwyy of a New ErarkkesteiteriighMicghtier than Man

HOLQZMAUST OF HELL - - - - - - - - George E. Clark

Brusce Largddtsrd Geves Thiooggh a Rest! Ordbeal by Eire to Save His
Beaiifidul Bridte in thiss Compielete Noxtdaéte of Efamingg Vevegesarwe

WHEN THE BLACK FIEND FED - - - - - - - Hal K. Wells

Thee Beasit Demeon off Yucckaan Fosters a Draat! Seriees of Miuddenms
Honrpors-araind Dresald Ruides a Mootitit Vallbyy of Glassitly Femrs

| AM THE WOLF - Henry Kuttner

Mudder Cames withh Driggingg Jawss amd! Escypes intto Dddckess-
and! the Fatte of tihe Coylea Hamgés Upam a Counse’

THE RAZOR OF GASTON DUBROIS - Charles Green

A Haunteted Caltim :n tiee Canremliian Wiltidemesess Givess Halhitatioron o
Unypekiidle Horoors in thiss Nostdaete of Hawmnihgg SSecets

DEATH POURS A TOAST - - - - - - Rober €. Blackmon

The Blackk Plhites Contaumeded Famd-thehe Blackk Glassses, Driitkk —Yet
Buit Omee off tihee Fivee Chaires at thiss Eerite Fesmst Wass OGrugpied

THE EYES OF DOOM - - - - - . . . Antew Holliday

Hypwogic Deasthh Stalkks Albnoadd in an Amsidant Islndd Casttde Wittere
Griirm Leggedsis off thee Disttant Pastt Live Axew!

14

Y]

44

61

71

280

93

98

DEATH ASKS THE QUESTI@N John Russell Fearn 108

Tihee Tonttwacd Beait off a Pallitatingng Hemrtt Tolls the Tocssin off his-
asteer! A SpireGGiHiidding Conpielete Nosedditéte off Tiddingd Doaom

HORRQR-SCOPES - - - - - - - .« =« < < . Chakra 129

Spesiak! FIRBE Crysiah5Spope Remtiipg Qfier!

THRILLING MYSTF.RY, published bi-monthlv by Better Publicationa. Inc., at 22 W. 48th St., New Yerk, N. Y.
N. L. Pines, President SubsmFtnm yeagly, $.60: single copies, §$.10. Foreign and Canadian p@sta
Entered s second-<liavs m l%r 1035, at the Post Office at New York, Y., wpder the Act ef arahg
1879. Copyright, 1vi7 by Better Puhll@atiens Ino. Manuseripts will not be returned Wnless 668k
self-addressed. stannped envelopes, and are submitted at the auther's Fisk. Narmes of all chkHIWaF Us ESAB EESFI%

and semi-fistion rrticles are fistitious. If W name of any liviag awon oF ewsting mmstitution 1§ U
8o akienoe.

Reald owr camppainion maggaindses: Peopddar Wisigern, G-Nen, Thillimgg WWeesrRA.

Thidliling Deteedteve, Thillilipg Aduesiirares, Twillihgg Lose, The PRINISGmM D¥-

testitizie, Tihee Lente Eaglle, Popuidar Loswe, Sky Fighaers, Popuddar Deltetivive, ThAPIINiRgG

Rambh Stwites, Thillihpg Wonder Seoides, Thilllling Spoitts, Tenss Ruegess, PBpRYIaF
Sawtts Thiilliig s Cordesisrsns and! Eveneduy A+soudany



GUTS GREATEST EXPENSE

o-MOTOR GAR QRERATION

258,000
CAR OWNERS

in the U.8. end For-

STRIA eign Couatriea have
ESTING LABO giil%eeﬁtlhplgedr:et thtead
RATORY REPORT—
new rings and Febera.
e bereby cortityshat o | GBS Fgs share ak
-1928 Pontise dri openings, {t

Lalg Comditivas 1%

on 72,000 miles. Yorsl qua i
eompreasion 93 pounds (nesr-
Iy normal aseordin

|
e}
to man- pEis
i) sﬁee&s’@gﬂsm,j ;

Car runa practieally as )

BIG PROFITS for SALESMEN

But You Must Act Quick=—Veluable
Territory Still OpenB WRITE NOWI

Distributors and salesmen eay Ovehaul Is the biggest
woiler in years. 18,000,000 ears nced it. Sells for laas ¢
spark pluga. This is an opportunity
money and make it fast. Lot us tell you wh
sepoits bak profita as high se §78 80 1A sip
Washington turiia $672.60 tA TWO MON

9 day,

portunity for you to get ia this Bigt Money Making

<TART TODAY! X% need oot send any meaey
teard will bring yon com-

SAMPLE ot the amazing
smineral that makes such profita poasible, No ohligation.

B. L. Majinger, Pres., Ovrkaul Co, J912, Kansas City, Mo,

on the coapon opposite or & penny
plete detalls of our plan and a FR)

Riaissltinoof
HS8 and Phelps of
Mew York reparts 792 siales |0 one menth. Ovrhaul spens m

Amazing mineral discovery actu-
ally gives similar benefits of ring
and rebore job at a saving of

~iimoreases power, speed and
quiet—saves oil and gas—send
coupon below for Free Samplel

If your car is keeping you broke baying gas and ollr=1f
worn rings and cylindera have caused it to lose that “new/*
car speed, power and quiet—then befors spending up to
$130 for a ring and rebore job, do as a quarter million car
owners have done—QGathanl your motor —wiithoat tying up
your car. This amazing mineral threatens to revolutionize
maotor apkeep.

ASTOUNDS MOTORISTS sl
AUTOMOTIVE ENGINEERS

Nothing like it ever before known. Almost unbelievable
~wyet it has stood rigid tests in great Umiwersities and
Testing Laboratories, with almost phenomemal results.
Proved harmless to the fiinest motors and inci rased com-
pression to normal in nearly every test. 1f your car is slug-
gish and gradually wrecking itselfi~Uso Qwrihaul under oar
no risk plan. You cannot afford to pass this opportunity.

SMASHES OIL and GAS UPKEEP

Satisfied motorists report sensational reductions in operating cesta
=il savings up to 463 —Gas Reximgs np to 50%—and smooth motor
running that makes your car a joy to drive.

FREE

SAMPLE ‘

Just mall the coupon below
and we will send yon a free
sample of shis amazing min-
eral and full fnformation
about this money making op-
portunity. Saleamen and Dis«
tributora wanted to share i
rofits, It ecats yoa nothing
Investigate and may mean
thousands of dollars to yon—
Send thia eoupon at Hee,

for wide-awake men to make
Richanan of Florida

1 B. L. MELLINGER, Pres. Ovrbaul Co.
4912, Kansas City, Mo.
Without cost or obligation, send me at enee a FREE
SAMPLE, Aigo show me your big money-making plan,

Name - |
Addres
City




 THROW AWAY YOWR GUITAR RANB WIHEN THE SMITHS ARE COMING AND
GIVE HER A REAL SERENARE | || YOU DONT WANT THEM —TRY THIS!

]

CALLMNNG ALL LI\FE-GUARDS/.
HERE'S A QUICK REVWVER!

'I' r SUBERIPTION DEPT., COLLEGE HUMOR TF7? 1
22 WEST 48TH STREE’II‘ NEW YORK CITY l
a=a My dollar Js pinned to this coupom. Please send the |

NINEISSUESEOR i oo 7" i
| Address. ... ... e |
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1 WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME izt Smans Finié.

FolR/ GOODRADIO OB

Ex-
E'e'n"! M are $30,
50,878 aWeek

Do you want to make
mwore money? Broad-
casting stations em-
ploy engineers, oper-
ators, station man-
a eru and Rray up to
e Spare
lllm adio set seﬂg
cn&npaya a8 muc

—f’u].l o m b
. Cl

4. €. SMTT, Preakiant  £50. B &5 "

Railonal Redio lrawtite Many ldlo Ex

time or part tine Badlo busin eoau,
nunuf

and jobbers employ testers,
X e’gﬂmm. sg:alemu pay-
9 9 mers

arhing
Practlically every ne’aghborhood
seods  good spare time service-

man. The day you enroll iurt dlﬂl
you Extra Mone Sheets,
you how to do adlo repair ioba thlt you
can cash in on quickly. Throughout your
training 1 send ou plna and ideas that
egﬂmade re time money for hun-
send you speclnl equip-
ment which mvm you practical Radio ex-
perience—shomws gou how to conduct experi-
menta and huild circuits whic ill
rinciples used in modern Radio
feta. My tells all nbout this.

Find Out What Radio Offera You

Mail the coupon now for *Rich Rewards
in Radfo.” It'a free to any fellow over 18
years old. It describee Radio’s snare time
and full time ppportunities, alio those com-
ng in Television: tella about my trainin
in Radio and Television: shows you sctu
ters from men 1 have trained, telling
what they are doing and earming; tells

B ST, e
atiol adio Institut: 7(309
Washingten, D. C. * Dot

Dear Mr. Smith: Wutmm {
which points out th 5 ebl “

“‘Rich rd
time portunitiee md
i
explaing &ldlbw ﬂ" 7@9 !a“tfvié ?‘ P home in lparo tima [

LEEE S D R Py TR Ry Y PPy Py PR PP PP PP

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institate, Dept, 7G0Q
Wasbington, D, C,
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A NEW MAGAZINE FOR EVERYBODY!

EVERYDAY
ASTROLOGY

YOUR Guide to Happiness!

NOW ON SALE AT ALL STANDS

PACKED WITH VITAL, PERSONAL FACTS



“SELDOMW SEE AN L C. S.

GRADUATE

“Ik aLL THE YRARS I have known of the
International Correspondence Schools, 1 have
seldom seen one of your graduates jobless”
A business executive made this statement in
a recent letter commenting on the I. C.S.
men in his employ and expressing regrets that
it was necessary to reduce his personnel.
“Homever,” he added, “all I.C. S. grad-
uates and students will be retained, for I

OuUT OF A

JOB”

fully realize their value in my business™

Tihe reason so many I. C. S. men have jobs
is because they are trained men! A recent
investigation into the working conditions of
1000 I. C.S. students revealed only 10 un-
employed. You, too, can be an I, C. S, man.

Mark the coupon and mail it today! It has
been the most important act in the lives of
thousands of men.

BOX 3976-J3,

SCRANTOWN, FPENNA.
Wiithowt eost or ebligation, please send me a copy
Why,” and full particulara about the subject be

of your booklet, “Whe Wind and
which 1 have marked X:

E] Architest

Bl Arebi

& Bullding Kstimmeting

B Coatractor am! Builder
Btruotural Pradftdinen
3] Btrueturnl ]En.mur

E] Bheet Metal Workar
£ Boil i
E] Telegraph Emgineer

Mechamical Engineering
E) Meshanical Drslitainem
B Maehiniat B Toollanskk

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COWRSES

El Air Conditioning E) Chemistry
B) Telephane Weork B Radio Phemecy

E Steam Fitting E) Bridge Engineer
B Ventilation Bridge and Building Foreman

8

E] Coal Mining

E] Mine Foreman [ FPire Bosses
B Navigation

B) Eleetrical En]mur B Pettermumaker

B Eleotric Liginting B) 1)idhiii Engined

B) Walding, Electric snd Gas B) Aviation Engines

E] Reading Shop Blueprints Automaitile Mechanic
E) Heat Treatmeant of Metals E] Refrigerstion

E] Bookkeeping

E] Secretarial Work
Spanish

Bl Kremah

Buiin<sa Management
Indusihwiall Managemeat
Traffic NMensgenent
Aesountanesy

Coat Ascountamt

B C. P. Assountsnt

s{u]n =}

Salesmanship
E) Advestising

E) Advanoed Diwamaking
Daaians

B Agrical

B Civl Emgimeeritg Fruait Growing
E) Surveying snd Mapping
BUBINESS TRAINING COWRSES
B Service Btation Ssleemanahby
2 Firmt Year Collage Bubjects
Bumnees Correspondence
Stenography nnd Typing
Civil Serviee

B Raflway Maill C:
DOMESYI® SCIENCE COURSES
B MDlinery EB] Fooda end Cookeny
E] Tea Room ssd Cafeteria Managemant, Cstaring

Nam&. ... e - RO ¥ "}

B Cotton Manufasturing
B Woolen Manufaoturing
iculitare

E] Poultry Ferming

E] Grade Behool Biubijieeta

E) Maill Carries Cartooning
E] Lettering Bhow Cards [ Bigms
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VIVID TRUE STORIES
OF LIFE AND LOVE

IN EVERY ISSUEE OF

T

A NEW MAGAZINE OF REAL-LIFE EXPERIENCES

NOW ON SALE 10ac AT "ALL STANDS




Over 700000 Reoplle

haveestudvddeont wsio Stastbuisy emgy We

SIMPLE AS A-B-C

Intevestiivgg as a graume

ICTURE yourseif the center
of attraction at a party like
this. Imagine yourself surrounded
by happy, rollicking friends sing-
ing to yousr accompanimemt. Or a
room full of dancing couples—

stepping lively to yowr peppy
music.
“Impossible,” you say? You

couldn’t learn to play in a hundred
years? Teadhers are too expen-
slve? You haven’t the time or
patience to practice

tion of what you'd pay private
teacher. If yom knew of such a
simple, inexpensive metthwd—would
not gw take advantage of it with-
out hesitating a second? Of course
you weuld.

NO TALENT NEEDED

The famous U. S. School of Music
has developed just auch an easy home-
study method. A simple print and pic-
ture system of instruction that mmkes
it pessible for anyone who can hum a
tune to learn te play the piane—or any
other fAusieal instrument—in an unbe-
lievably ahkort time. No speeial musieal
talent li nlsessiy—noe previeus train-

in e les are gent €8 yeu by
q tagy mesﬂiese printed fRstruetions
v

EB§

EE¥ m ﬁﬁ Eﬂlﬁl@(‘%ﬁ ne *gfﬁ
3% itk Tt

scales or finger exer-
N PICK YOUR
cises by the hour?
Wdll, listen to this. l‘"s"‘"’;‘m’fi“
Suppese someone told Plano tar
ou that there actually | Gran  Mandsin | o VVPR 3 more, with thi3
1S a way to learn music Cornet Ukudefe u?:fh:g 4 don't ¢ d
. s x Trombone  HidFd you cont spen
quickly in the privacy Plomss 9“ hours and hours prac-
of your own home, Flute F i tlclngi humdrum fiinger
without a teacher. That Hmﬂl"gm%“u GuiRE scales. You | monou;gg:l:
learning to play by Plane Acoordon m‘n } tunes rghﬁrom the
this method is easy as ltalian and German nom the same. s noy
A-B-C —so simple a | ., Siaeeh "cultwre | finished musician  uses.
ehild could understand Hiagrmory & Compsiition }ta a lgrent pastinpe —
3 HY al. inter- Ovrami and Traps nteresting a3 a game.
it. Thhat its re ‘h . Baile (lefum 5- And sooner than you ever
esting fun. And that it Strini or Tondk) dreamed possible you sare
eosts only a small frac- entertalning your friends.

You become more and more popular—s

sought after everywhers. Invitations
galore—no party is complete witheut
you. Why? Because you are €ontHb-
uting semethm% te the fun—yeu’ fe
adding te the Iife of the parly—pre-
viding real enjoyrment fof eméfﬁ—iﬂd
for yeurself.

Free Book and Demonstration
Lesson

e o

how quick (o hféaimfgwlltirthfif

?ﬁlly s, the U, 8. 25 Prepire

ree Book ind Free 66

which gives you & compiets . Y at
dern fhusieal wﬁsa

8 afe Youl er mfe ask
It bon

'.;i;e.l"a"?,%u;'%ﬁﬂ mes, ‘“’"P%‘*

i ot ed ?ﬁ"“’%“"‘m

Wt:m stl%%‘gld‘ ?5@91%

SEN100L. OF MUSIC
gﬁﬁ“ nswick 51% New Yark Eity.
Ptease send 196 your five bosk, “iow ¥

fing mpstege by Dr. Frank Crans, Free
fohw% me E&In e = the
NEBB. .......cviiiin i e
AR .,
CitY.oovviieiiniivnnrinnnn, state.......



BULLDOG
DRUMMOND

The World's
Maost Faamous
G entleman-Sleutn.
Takes the Trail

Ln

THE MYSTERY TOUR

A BrandNesw Story

By SAPPER
Creaitor of the BULLDOG DRUMMOND Novels

IN THE JuLY
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NOW ON SALE 1@¢ AT ALL STANDS
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F Want to Be )

 Wank 1o Be I
F Want fo Be Bapilar!

Wit a thrill it is to get what you
want! Imagine having a magic wand
that makes every wish come true. Eutile?
But think of what astrology is asked to
reveal:

Waas I borm to be righ or ppedsid
Wil 1 gat my heamtss dasine?
Who and wikaze is my soul maie?

Don’t be afraid to use your inhesent
magic—the gifts with which you were
endowed at birth, according to solar
astrology. Here is your chance to ascer-
tain your trends and potentialities, also
your zodiacal identity with the Air,
Fire, Watter and Earth Signs.

Send for your solar horoscope—itihe modern
way to analyze yourself. Amazimg and de-
lightful. , Fascinate your friends with what
you can teli them after you have meceived
your solar horoscope. Use coupom below and
send with 10c for mailing and service.

EVERYDAY ASTROLOGY,
22 Wheest 48th Street,
New York, N. Y

Pilease send me Solar Horescope for my
birth period. I will retain it for personal
use. Herewith find 10¢ (coin or stamps) for
mailing and service.

ILwas Borm..............iiiiiiiiinnninnnns

MONTH  (1st to 31st) YEAR
NAME............coi i i
ADDRESS. . ... ... e e
CITY.....ooviviiiiiin i STATE....... ‘

STAY

a wage-slave
IF you wish

BUT-

TYON'T you wish you were like some of your
friends who are forging ahead while you
stay put? Like it or not, people size you up b
what you earn. Is their aiging flatt to yo
—Why not plan to get aiead, to make mote
money, to get a raiser If you don’t know how,
perhaps we can aid you as we have so many
others. Chances are good that we can help you
boost W£ up in WQYG you never thought of.
=Tousands will glad y ell iou hew éuf plan-
Aed tralning helgnia th B elf werk

Qlﬁﬁﬁ ehafisd usiness sueeem Bi
59%. ﬁéi’ﬂé even Qé'%

iﬂéﬂﬂ @%*% ?%E%{- % . At

FEIBHB i It will stf
ﬂ@ﬁ fﬁ WBE

eﬂs% Zﬂ”%“ﬂ@%%eﬁﬁ i e s T

(-J-‘Fmd-ﬂnd Yoursdl! Through LaSalli! - == ==,
| LaSalle Extension

University
Dept. 7ST®-R Chicago
Please serd e full (nfor:

fatien regar ihi
lﬂ%ﬁﬂ 8erviee 1 nave Hiéf
with |

€0py of "Ten Years' Promo:
tien in One,” all without
obligation to me.

Sales oach ﬁmgﬁ
es%f @ oF

& Modern Sl

5"’62 Err".?ﬁ%‘o‘%‘é‘ésmwer ctu
Iiec atla aﬁ all positioad la fet:ﬂ whalk

#beci

Au% Camptrouer Ceftxg E lbhe &ua

Cest Accountant,

o L e Ton, ,ﬁ@% &

= Law: LIX. B. Degriae. ]

a : The up tio-date mrathed fior '
and court and conveation reﬁeftafs. e

&l Mod mmg- '
“‘:najemeﬂt such as Subeﬂﬂt&mﬁ‘j

Gengral Foreman, Foreman, Su

llmdlu eaegaiiend 'Uih‘s
erg‘l Management, Pfeduew aaw -l
duatﬂal Enimee%ﬂ

®B Modern
Sales or Col ueaCeﬂf pondent, Sale ?f‘
Manager, Mall S8ales Manager, Secreta gg Bﬂ '

L T

= Exgesvt Boskdespling ]
B Business Engfich PC. P. £\ Cosching !
& Gt sendl CComnrecial Lew )
Correspondence :

)

Name ]
]
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RIDES eof

CHAPTER I

The Goats® Wictim

i HE little town of Dsi/ PRedrte,
on the desert’s edge, was in a

: dither, like a spinster gone wild

over her first date. For weeks the na-
tives had managed to maintain a sem-

1
l“ blance of decorum while the mighty

ones of Hollywood moved in their
| “ midst.

But now, with the last desert scenes
of Mompb! Meomn finistheedd and the unit

of Ryan Productioms tossing a ball on
[ the eve of its departure, the local

belles and swains had surrendered to
the rapturous intoxicatiom of a dream
come true—the chance to mingle with,
to speak to, to touch, and even to
dance with the glorified idols of
America’s flicker kimgdom.

There was one exceptiom to the gen-
eral madness. He stood in the cement
walled morgue of the local under-
taker. Here the stridemt strains of

“ A Complete Novelette
of
| ’ Lurking Horror

MHee duckad! low and dived.

Waiird Goat Demons Strike Terror in the
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swing music from the crowded ball-
room of the Coronado Hotel reached
him like a distant echo, muted, re-
mote, incongruous. In this dank and
poorly lighted room was a force more
gripping, more compelling than
laughter and musie—the grim and
tingling silence et Death's sovereign
presence.

Tommy Albright, editor of the Del
Puente Clarion, moved nearer to the
slab where the sheeted body lay.

“Wihen and where did they find her,
Joe?” Albright asked the undertaker's
pimply faced assistant.

“One of Ludlow’s Mexicans found
her,” the youth replied. “She was lay-
in' right out on the sand under a
clump of greasewood about a halt mile
from Ludlow’s headquarters. We
brought her in here and Kanine, the
director, said to keep it guiet until the
danee was over., He dlda’t want te
start a pamie.”

LBRIGHT nodded, stared down.
The gir]l had been lovely The
luxur[dtt Biik Desk PePNinlaMEtYeq dhe
bxsrABBht e Hahd#da IRInateds 1Rer
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yea Wwhat, Mr. Albright.” he

confided, “I figgeretl the thing out
from the start. ] fiigger that bunch out
there at Ludlow’s was havin’ a ‘reefer
party'—smokin’ mariltusras, you kmow.
They say it's the rage in Hollywood
new. Wedll, this girl got toe much of
the stuff and wandered off. She got
lest and fell dewn and a herd of goats
trampled hef.”

“Dom’t just fit somehow,” Albright
shook his head slowly. “Im the first
place marillusarza doesn’t stimulate one
to a lot of running around like liquor
—not as much anyhow. In the second
place, goats as a rule, like cattle, will
fun areund or jump over a body rather
than step en it—natural caution,

“Besides these bruises don’t look
like the hooftbeats of a running herd.
They look like some maddened beast
had pawed and trampled her deliber-
ately; they look like . . ."”

He didn't finish because the
thoughts that suddenly fllmoded] his
mind were too wild and horrible for
utterance—childiszh terroes that lurk
in every civilized brain—folk mem-
ories of dark woeds creatures, satyrs,
fauns, demons with eleven Heofs.
Pan, he recalled vaguel?f had been té
the aneients ne friend ky woeds ged
But a thing the sight ef whieh ff@%@
ene e madness. The very word panie
had eeme frem his f%mem% name:

Rubbish and nonsense! Albright
walked back into the street, cynically
mocking his own dark presentiments,
Ahead, the five story Hotel Cerenado,
Del Puente’s pride, was ablaze with
lights. Newesr Geomiim Damage . . . the
orchestra wailed threu aglh 89@& Wih-
dows. Shiny ears lined the eurb fer
bleeks; and 1A and eut the frent desr
uﬁgteady eouples shuftled.

Newerr Gomm Damee ... Bette
Waylland was never gonna dance . . .
Something that was like a noese tight-
efed around Tomey’s threat. He
wanted to find Faye Daly at énee,
drag her away from the revel, keep
her elese to him at all essts.

There was a crowd about the cock-
tail bar on the mezzanine. Albright
found a place at one end and sipped
a Tom Collins while his anxleus éyes
lingered on the wlde deers that
opened on the ball reem. Semewhere
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in that din of music, laughter, shuf-
fling feet, Faye Daly, wildly excited
as the others, was dancing, too.
Albright hadn’t paid much atten-
tion to the men standing nearest him
at the bar, but now, as his ears caught
a chance remark, he turned. The three
men grouped together in a confiden-
tial huddle were Nicholas Kanine,
the director, Dudley Ryan, Oklahoma
oil man taking his first fling at pro-
ducing, and Dr. Alexis Narodny, tech-
nical adviser on Mongoliam lore and
manager of the star, Parks Cavanaugh.

ANINE, a huge blond giant,
slouched in his usual baggy
tweeds, a cynosure of awed glances,
nonehalantly sipping his drink while
he fed peanuts to a pet monkey
perched on his shoulder. The eéceef-
trie direetor who had worked his way
up from an animal trainer to one of
Hollywoods most famed and most
dreaded direectots was enjoying his
pose of cynical aleotmess frem the
mob.

“Your big virility-mam, Cav-
anaugh,” he remarked sarcastically to
Dr. Narodny, “has picked him a local
belle, I see.

Albrigiht turned quickly, following
the others’ glances, and his heart took
a dizzy plunge. Just vanishing with a
slow glide into the throng of damncers,
he saw the tall, powerful figure of
Parks Cavanaugh, Hollywood's latest
thrill-mamn, and in his arms the slight
little figure of Faye Dale!

Albrigit’s face was burning; he
gulped the rest of his drink and
primed his ears for the next com-
ment.

“Tihe big virility-man,” Kanine went
on, "doesn’t seem to be bothered at all
by Wayplland's death. She was his lat-
est crush too—before he started play-
ing Verda Mayme. But that's the way
with animals like him. I know ami-
mals; I can direct them, but—" he
broke off lauwghing.

The lean dark face of Dr. Narodny
had tightened. "I wouldn’t advise
you to say that to Parks,” he rumbled
ominously.

“Eh?
jeered.

Waoildin'’t you?” Kanine
“I've said worse to his face.

He may be a sensation with the ladies
but he's just an animal to me—like my
monkey here, though not as intel-
ligent.

“Why do they go for him? Did you
learn some potent love "spells while
you and he were traveling in Mon-
golia, Doctor?” He paused, sipping
his drink while he leered at Narodny’s
infuriated face. “Poor nd,” he
fimished. “She shouldn’t have played
with goats.”

Narodny slammed his glass to the
bar and took a step toward the direc-
tor. The large head set on his slight
shoulders wore a look of Satanic
fury.

“Kamine,” he said, “I advise you to
drop it. You’re getting on damgerous
ground now and you may say too
much.”

Kanine laughed again, a rumbling
belly-laugh.

“Olkay,” he said, “since you seem to
take your pet seriously.” He turned
to Dudley Ryan. “You ought to be
improving the shining hour, Ryam,”
he told him. “WMith Cavanaugh all
wrapped up in the little local belle,
you might get a chance to dance with
Verda.”

Ryan flushed, but made an effort to
take it geod naturedly. He was ‘a
large man, but a trifle puffy, with sal-
low jowls, a bald pate and watery
eyes.

“A good suggestion, Nick,” he
laughed forcedly as he made off for
the dance floor.

“NMeewriich  hillbilly,” Kanine fol-
lowed him with a s ardomiic glance.
“Weardia’ll get his watch and chain and
then drop him for Cavanaugh. She's
working him now for a share in the
picture. But the damned thing's a
flop despite my directing.” He turned
back to the bar.

Tommy Albright walked away. He
crossed the thickly carpeted floor and
paused near the ballroom doors. In a
huge carved chair against the wall
near the elevator sat the queer but fa-
miliar figure of Russ Ludlow, the old
sheep and goat rancher who owned
the hotel, most of the town and the
surrounding ceuntry.

Stubby and fat, with the leering
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face of a dissipated Silenus, he was
dressed in his usual costume. His blue
shirt, open at the collar, exposed the
fuzzy white hair at his throat which
matched the fuzz that sprouted from
his ears and nostrils. He also wore a
frayed vest, and duek pants stuffed
into his boot tops. The left beot, built
especially to fit his deforred foot,
was erossed over the other, and a
twisted eane with a earved geat's hest
en the handle was held in ene hand.

“EEHLI®, Mr. Ludlow,” Albright
MW said as he fished out his pack
of cigarettes. "Have one?”

The old man, whose watery gloating
eyes had been following the bare
backs of the women on the dance
floar;, shook his head with a chuckle.

“No thanks,” he bleated. “Don’t
smoke, don’t drink, don’t chew ner
cuss. Heh, heh.”

“No vices at all, eh?” Albright ab-
sently went through the formula
which always evoked the same answer
from old Ludlow.

“Eh?” the old man gurgled, rolling
his eyes significantly toward the wom-
en. “Wedll, I wouldn’t say that. I
wouldnt say thae!” and he rocked
back in a spasm of senile Jaughter,

Albright moved away. He had sud-
denly recalled that it was from a party
at the rich eccentric’s ranch house
that Bette Waylland had vanished. He
recalled, too, the old man's reputation
whete wornen were concerned—the
daughters of his peon sheep herders,
for instance.

Albright’s thoughts scattered. The
dance number had ended and moving
from the dance flooir toward the door-
way, he saw Faye Daly. Ia her sim-
ple little gown of black taffeta with
its corsage of velvet poppies, she was
a dainty and charming fljgure—likee a
real flower, Albright thought, ameng
synthetic blesserns. But Cavanaugh
was still with her! Hanging en the
arm ef the tall sleek star, Faye was
leeking up at him, her brewn eyes
sparkling, Her resy lips parted iA gay
laughter.

Albright ground his teeth, drew
back a step glowering. But just then
an interruption occurred which gave

him the chance he wanted. Verda
Mayne, a willowy figure in a scarlet
gown, with flizshing dark eyes and a
mouth like the crimsom gash in a
pomegtanate, pushed suddenly out of
the crowd, seized Cavanaugh's arm
and drew him angfily aside.

Albright stepped forward. “Faye!™

She turned. “Tommy!” she eyed
him with dismay. “Wheat on earth are
you doing here like that? You look
awful. Yowe hair's all tousled, your
tie's crooked, and that old suit looks
a sight. . . .”

“I know,” he laughed uneasily, “but
it doesn’t matter. I didn't come here
to dance. I came to take you awway—"

“Take me away!” she echoed.
“"Wihy the idea! I'm having the time
ot my life. Parks has just been telling
me that I'm a dead ringee for Janet
Gaynor, only more se, andl="

“Please,” he interrupted her, “this
is serious. I've just been down to look
at Bette Waylland, and there's some-
thing horrible afoot. I've got to talk
to you.”

“Whet about Bette?” A
darkened her face,

“Comme away and I'll tell you,” he
said. “Yow ought to be ashamed of
yourself anyhow. She was a friend
of yours, got you on with the eutfit as
an extra. She was crazy abeut Cav-
anaugh, too, and yet with her lying
there dead you're fellowing him
areund, making eyes at him ang="

“Hush!™ she cut him short. “Yeu
can't talk to me like that.” Dellberate-
ly she turned her baek en him.
“You'te just being jealous and wgly.
Go away. 1 have a date with Parks
now, and after the danee eld Ludlew
is glving a party.”

“You're not going there!” He
grasped her arm convulsively. “I
won’t let you! It was from there that
Bette—"

She whirled on him, white with
anger. He was conscious for the first
time that others had stopped to stare
at them. He released her arm but be-
fore he could stammer an apelegy,
Faye slapped him.

Somebody laughed. MAlbright
turned away. His face was hot afnd a
red mist of anger and humiliatien

shadow
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hazed his eyes. He barged across the
mezzanine and went stumbling down
the steps. Behind him, above the din
of voices, a shrill cackling Jlaugh
arose, bubbled inte the air like the
foul emanation from seme slimy pit.

“Helh, heh! No vices, eh? 1
wouldn't say that; I wouldn't say
tihad!”’

CHAPTER 11
Beast-Gooiks Nuptials

A—

UTSIDE, in the darker reaches
of street, to which his meed eof
rage and huriliation and fear had
driven him, Albright felt the e¢oel
wind from the desert. Spley with
sage and greaseweed, it fanned Ris
Brew, and sebered him. His angry
steps slewed:; resslutely he gu§ ed
wounded pride frem RIS mind. He
grappled with the weird a3Ad {ortufin
%B%E%B%ﬂ%i%zm'é esnviction #ha
ette Ry Rad Been feully Muf:
dered, 3AQ that Rer death Wwas G6Aly
the DEGIRRIAG:

But why, he asked himself, should
anyone have murdered her? He re-
membered one of Kanine’s outbursts
in which the latter had complained of
a jinx on the picture, of a comspiracy
to ruin him. But absurd outbursts of
temper were commomplace with the
director, and besides, Bette Wayland
was net an impeftant player. It was
enly her positiem as Cavanaugh's dis-
earded lever that gave her any imper-
tanee at all.

But if there had been no sane mo-
tive for the murder, it left only one
alternative—a horrible thought from
which Albright’s mind shied away.
She must have been murdered by some
beast in human foem, must have been
ravished and mutilated by some mon-
ster driven by ne saner impulse than
the warped and twisted compulsion of
UfnRatural lust!

Did such a momster lurk among
them? If it were so, he knew the dif-
ficulty of discovering him. Such
flerdds are rarely caught save through
a rash and careless repetition of their

revolting crime! The horror of that
thought, the paralyzing dread of who
might be the next victim, pulled Al-
bright to a halt.

He had to do something. Maybe
he was wrong, maybe it was all a wild
nightmare his disturbed mood had
spawned. But he had to know! And
there was a way in which he might
find out.

If he could get into the dead girl's
room, search among her papers and
belongings, he might find some clue
which would connect her with the
fiendd whose savagery had caused her
frightful death, W/ith teeth gritted
and fists cleniched, Albright turned
about and started back.

No one paid any attention to him as
he came back into the lobby. The ex-
citement in the hotel was approaching
the freedom of a revel. Behind the
desk, fat Charlie Tate, the manager,
flugieed and distracted, was watching
a couple of drunks arguing by the ele-
vator. Pausing at the desk, Albright
said,

“Some sort of disturbance on the
second floor, Charlie—room on the
west side, next to the corner. I heard
a girl yelling. Maybe you'd Whetiter—"

“OM, hell!” the manager moaned.
“If I live through this miighnt!™

“I'll watch the desk for you,” Al-
bright volunteered.

“Ihhanks,” Tate said. “Staff's not
half big enough for this sort of shin-
dig. I'll be right back.”

Albright slid behind the desk as
Tate made for the elevator. He knew
that the girl’s room was number 320.
His eye roved over the mnumbered
pigeom holes that held the keys and
spotted the one he wanted. He sliipped
it out and inte his pocket and was
leaning nonchalantly on the desk
when Tate returned.

“Noisy in there all right,” the man-
ager reported, “but nothing serious, I
guess. Lord, but I'll be glad when
this bunch is gone. Thanks.”

“You bet,” Albright told him and
sauntered off. He started up the steps
to the mezzanine. Near the top he
suddenly paused on the carpeted
stairs. Close at hand a whiskey-hoarse
voice rose above the clamor from the
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ball room—D udley Ryan's wiias,

speaking in an angry guttural.

“—make a laughin’ stock outa me,
eh? Dig me for all you can get and
then drop me for that damned Cav-
anaugh.”

“Oh, Dudley!" a woman’s voice—
Verda Mayne’s familiar contralto—
broke in. “Dom’t be a fool and cause
a scene. Let me go mow. 1 have a
headache; I'm going to my rmoom."

“Go ahdaad’™ it was a snarl now,
“You may think I'm a fool but I didn't
fightt my way to the top of the oil
game with kid gloves on. Think that
over!”

“Let me go!"

LBRIGHT resumed his climb.

He reached the top in time to see
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under the bed. The door opened,
closed softly, but for an instant the
feet and legs of a man had showed
against the lighted hall.

Albright held his breath. The man
stood a moment by the door; then the
flame of a cigarette lighter ficked! on.
The man moved with silent strides to
the desk. Albright could hear him geo-
ing through the portfolio.

He moved to the bureau next; draw-
ers opened and closed. There was a
muttered curse and the prowler
turned to the closet, dragged out a
leather bag. As he knelt to open it,
Albright glimpsed his face and re-
pressed a gasp.

The man was Parks Cavamaugin!

He had snapped open the catches of
the bag and with one hand waé fever-
ishly fumbling among its contents.
The flickering flmmee of the lighter
threw his face into bold relief—a
face, now splotched with unflattering
shadows. A face which Parks Cav-
anaugh’s admirers would have been
startled to see.

For the face of the actor was not
only older and more haggard, but
somehow bestial. The distended nos-
trils seemed to flare more widely and
the heavy sensual lips under the small
black mustache were twitching with a
queer animal-like motion. The black
eyes crawled with yellow points of
light.

Then Cavanaugh found what he was
hunting. His hand came forth clutch-
ing a pack of letters, papers. He
glanced through them and in quiver-
ing haste began stuffing them inte his
pockets. Suddenly he elesed the bag,
shoved it back into the eloset and
strajghtened. A mement later the
door hHad opened and elesed again and
Cavanatugh was gefe.

Albrigit scrambled out 6f his hid-
ing place. His heart was thumping
with exciterment. What had Cav-
anaug¥Fbeen looking for? Semething
certainly which proved a rélationship
between himself and the dead actfess;
some dark seeret whieh he did Ret
want e be dragged inte the light.

Abruptly Albright realized that he
was still gripping the little dlary in
his hand. He snapped on his peeket
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flash again, opened the book at the
place his fingers still marked. The
date at the top of the page was March
23rd—that was yesterday. Albright's
eyes fixed on the irregular, nervous
scrawl which covered the page:

I can't endure it any longer, and I have
told Parks so. It's not so much that he's
ditched me for the Maynme woman. But I
won’t see him seduce that innocent child,
Faye. He laughed at me, but tonight I'll
crack the whip over hia head. Wimen he
learns that I know his secret—that ugly se-
cret that he hides from the weoxld, he’ll sing
a different tune. And i I threaten te ge te
Verda with 1€=God, it's all se ghaatly, tee!
That I ean &till leve him, knewing i1t's net
a man I leve But a semething ... I ean't
83y it! 1 leathe him, eringe ffem Rim, yet
when his arfs cefde around e again, I'll
be 38 weak a3 8ver. . . :

E writing ended, as if the ill-
fated worhan had been evereeme
by her own emotion. Albeight elosed
the book and snapped off the light.
He was dizzy with anger and fear.
The wildest and worst was true! Cav-
anaugh was something, something
which even the woman whe leved him
dared not name. And Faye had fallen
under his spell!

Albright wished now that he had
seized Cavanaugh while he was in the
room, had choked the truth from him
then. Fists clenched, teeth gritted, he
started for the door, paused with his
hand on the knob. Acress the hall a
door opened and closed softly. He
waited, thinking he heard muffled
footffalls, but not sure. Affter a mo-
ment he opened the door, stared out.
The corridor was empty.

He stepped out, closed the door and
started down the hall. But abruptly
he stopped, whirling sharply, feeling
the hair bristle queerly at the back of
his neck. From the door opposite the
roorn he had just left a sound had
drifted, a sound so incredible that
Tommy's first impulse was to doubt
the testimony of his senses.

T sourd was the low and plain-
tive blesdt off a gyoatt!

In two swift noiseless strides, Al-
bright was before the door. Agaim the
weird sense of hallucinatiom swamped
him. For to the first bleat a second
bleat replied, and suddenly there was

a rush of sound that held him para-
lyzed—a hiss and whistle like the
funereal whine of winds across Mon-
golian steppes.

Then, soft at first, but rising as if
the wind had ushered it in, a thin and
reedy piping that curdled his blood—
Pan pipes in a wild, lascivious ulula-
tion that seemed to leave his senses
intoxicated and defiled.

Again the bleat of the goat, nearer
now, frenzied, horridly urgent, like
the incarnate voice of lust itself, and
to the pipes’ thin, diabolical wailing,
the beat of hoofs began.

A weird paralysis gripped Albright
then and for what seemed an incred-
ible age of horror he stood there, his
pulse pounding to the devilish meas-
ure. Therough the polished panel of
the door he seemed te stare in at a
Thing, erect and rampant in its hid-
eous danee—the ageless and eternal
shape of that shaggy herror veiled
under a theusand names and symbels,
feared and worshipped sinee the
world began.

It was the sudden variatiom in the
sound of the hoof beats that shook
him alive, hurled him against the door
with scalding terroe fllvoding his
veins. For the hoots had ceased to
pound agalnst the floon, were beating
instead with hideous erunching thuds
against seme yieldiimg substance
which He knew was human flesh and
bene. The £hiﬂ% was trampling a
Bedy, a woman's bedy.

Fagpeds?

At the thought of her lying there,
horridly silent, lacking either the
power or the will to resist, something
snapped in Albright's brain.

He flung himself against the door
like a madman, his shoulder crashing
against it with bone shattering force.
But it held fire, while his shouts and
eurses echoed down the corridor.

Doors opened and he was dimly con-
scious of cries, running feet, shouted
questions. A burly man in a dressing
gown joined him, threw his weight
against the door too. At the double
impact there was a shattering crack.

The lock gave and the two of them
catapulted into the room, jerked up
before the sprawled white shape loom-
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ing vaguely out of the darkness.
Someone snapped on the light, In the
doorway a woman screamed.

ERDA MAYNE lay in the center

of the carpeted ffbor. She was
nude and the shreds of her rmipped
gown and filmy underthings lay about
her in a bloody litter. They had not
been stripped from her body but lit-
erally torn from it, as if the teeth of
some thing withowtt hands had
wrenched them away.

Dead eyes stared up from her con-
torted face in unutterable horror.
Her body, from head to gleaming
thighs, was a mass of bluish, blood-
seeping welts—welts in the hideously
significant pattern of a goat's cloven
hoof!

Albrigiht jerked up his eyes. Aside
from the woman’s outraged body the
room seemed empty. He strode to the
bathroom door and flung it open. It
was empty too. He tried the clothes
closet, poked incredulously among
the racks of dresses, turned about, his
flesh crawling queerly. The fat man
in the dressing gown was on his hands
and knees peering under the bed. A
eurtain fluftered in the breeze from
the epen windew. Tompy ran te it
and leeked out.

Ludlow, in building the hotel, had
wasted no money on ornament. The
bare brick wall could not have been
scaled by a human ffly. The drop to
the street was much too far for a jump.

Albright turned about, his wild eyes
roving over the crush of frightened
figuress in the doorway. Suddenly

they parted and Charlie Tate, the man-
ager, was shoving in, stammering ex-
efted questions, sputtering iimcohef-
ently as he glimpsed the horror.

Albright didn’t answer him at finst:
His eyes were crawling over the bare
unbroken walls of the room; his brain
was battling with a convictiom of mad-
ness. He knew he had heard it—those
sounds, those hellish hoofibeats. Yet—
the troubling voice of reasom could not
be gainsaid—no humam cremtuee could
have estapeld fram this rosom!

CHAPTER 111

Deman—Lowyeer

Y now the horrified crowd in the

doorway had swelled to a mob in
the corridor and now a short stocky
man came elbowing through them.

“Ome side; stand back, please.”

He was Sheriff Mart Strobel. Close
behind him, in the path he cleared, fol-
lowed Nichollas Kanine in a silk dress-
ing gown, Dudley Ryan, fully dressed
but weaving unsteadily, and the hatch-
et-faced, fliet-eyetl Dr. Narodny. Stro-
bel let them in and then slammed the
door in the faces of the others. He
looked at the woman on the flloor, mut-
tered an oath. “Who found her?” he
demanded.

Albright swallowed and spoke up. A
little uncertainly, he told them the
whole incredible story of what he had
heard through the locked door. The
sheriff’s china-blue eyes squinted at
him queerly; Charlie Tate frewned.
Kanine and Narodny turned sharply
toward him and the former smiled
openly. Ryan, already half drunk, and
now apparently stunned, had drepped
down on hands and knees beside the
corpse, was staring at it with apparent
stupefaction.

“Good Gawd!" Sheriff Strobel, still
goggling at Albright, expelled aif
from his lungs. “Never khnew yew {8
smoke marithicarea before, Temmy.”

Albright flusthed. “What I've teld
you is the truth,” he grewked, “and
you can take it or leave it.” He shet a
sharp appraising glance at the ethers.
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“There’s something retten going on in
this movie bunch,” he fimished. “You'd
better ask these gentlemen what
they’'ve been doing and where their va-
rious rooms are.”

Kanine and Narodny volunteered
the information without waiting to be
questioned. Narodny had gone to his
room to look over some mail; the room
was three doors down the hall. He
denied having heard anything, though
there was a queer twitching of his thin
lips as he said it and a fiiicker of cold
fear in his eyes.

Kanine’s room was on the fourth
flowr, just above the murder room. For
the past half hour, he said, he had been
there, checking up on the last details
of the day’s work. He had heard
nothing at all.

“WHat about you, Ryan?” the sher-
iff asked.

“Me?” Ryan turned slowly, looked
up. “Wvell, I was pretty drunk. Verda
left me at the cocktail bar and a few
minutes later I came up to my room,
pagsed out, I guess. Then this yelling

“Amnd where’s your moomm?*

“Rigit next to this one,” Ryan
gulped, “but God! I wouldn’t have—
You don’t think—? Whhy, I was crazy
about that womam!"

“WiHemee's Parks Cavanaugh?” Al-
bright suddenly exploded.

“Cavanaugh?” It was Dr. Narodny
who spoke up fiistt. “Witet about Ca-
vanaugh?”

“Dhiis is the second woman in love
with him to die this way,” Albright
ground out. “Amd the last time I saw
him he was with Faye Daly—"

“You mean the little girl in the black
dress with the red poppies?” Kanine
suddenly asked. "I saw her leave the
dance floor and step into the elevator
about forty minutes ago. Parks was
with her all right, but they weren't
alone. Old Russ Ludlew was limping
along beside them.”

Wiithout a word Albright turned
and started for the door.

“Witere you going?” Sheriff Stro-
bel smapped.

“I'm going to find them,” Albright
grated, and he slammed the door be-
fore the sheriff could reply.

A curious, whispering crowd still
blocked the corridor, %ut Albright
pushed through them, paying no at-
tention to their looks and questions,
He heard the door open and close be-
hind him but paid no attention to it
until, almost to the elevator, he felt a
hand pluck at his sleeve. Whhirling,
he stared in the dark, twisted face of
Dr. Narodny.

“Wdit, wait, I have something to
say,” the man begged.

“WHmt do you want?”
growled.

“Corme into my room,” Narodny re-
plied, nodding toward a nearby door.
“I can tell you plenty—wihere your
girl is maybhe—"

Albrigit grabbed his arm.
is she then?"” he rasped.

“No, no, not here—" Narodny shot a
glance at the crowd behind him. “In-
side here, one moment—"

He turned, stepped to the door and
opened it. Albrigit stepped ahead of
him into the dark room. Narodny
closed the door.

“Wedll, make it snappy—" Albright
snapped. Then his voice cracked on
the unfinished semtence.

Albright

“Where

ARODWNY had turned, reaching

back to snap on the lights. They
blazed, and Tommmmy was staring into
the business end of a squat black auto-
matic grasped in Narodny’s skinny
brown hand.

“Witeat the hell!” Albrigiht gasped.
“WHet do you wamt?™”

“A square deal for Parks Cava-
naugh,” Narodny grated in clipped
syllables. “Sit down on that bed:;
you're going to listen to me.”

Albright sat. Narodmy moved
nearer. The gun in his hand was shak-
ing but he kept it levelled approxi-
mately at Albright’s middle. Then
the words came with a low, sibilant
rush:

“I'm Cavanaugh’s manager and his
only friend. I know you must have
heard things about hirm—malicious
lies. You believe he’s at the bottom of
this deviltry and you're mad emough
to kill him. Whmt have you heard
about iimm?”

Narodny’s face was twitching gow
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with excitement and it sobered Al-
bright a little.

“Plenty,” he said. “Amd you're not
helping his cause any by pulling a gun
on me.”

“I had to force you to listen,” Na-
rodny answered. “First I'll tell you
that I believe absolutely in that story
of yours the others scoffed at—about
what you heard in the locked room.
I've traveled in the strange places of
the world and seen strange things that
these provincial fools would not be-
lieve. I am convinced that the man
behind these outrages is only half man
—the other half of him is diewil!”

“Wheat do you mean? Who—?"

Narodny’s eyes narrowed and a fa-
natical gleam showed under the low-
ered lids.

“I mean,” he said, “this lecherous
old beast who calls himself Russ Lud-
low. You start? You think you've
known him longer, that I can’t tell you
anything about him?

“But I can. The mark of the beast
is on him. Have you heard of the
devils of the Mongwliam desert? Of
the ‘King of the Warld" and his sub-
terranean people? Of ghouls and de-
mons who can assume human shape
and speak all langumeges?”

“But, Good Lord!—" Albright be-
gan contemptuously.

“Wait! You are cynical. But I
know. These bestial devil-things ex-
ist. Every race and age has known
them, from the Greeks and Romans
with their Pan, their satyrs and fauns,
to the German peasants with their
Corn-Goat and the Russians with their
Lipsshhi, or goat-people of the forests.”

Was the man mad? “But what's it
got to do with this case?” Albright
asked.

“Ah,” Narodny grinned mirthlessly,
“but it was such a creature who mur-
dered these wormen. The old man,
Russ Ludlow, is a Ljgssbhii. He lives
among the goats and he is one of them.
That’s not all.

“Last night at that party the lecher-
ous old beast had his eyes on Bette
Waylland. But she was wild about
Parks. I saw the bestial rage and
frustrated lust which the old man hid
from the others.”

“Amnd you belliewe—?2"

“Tihat he murdered her!" Naredny
answered emphatically. "“in a second
spasm of lust he must have murdered
Verda Mayne. Amd he's trying to lay
the guilt on Parks.

“Remember he owns this towm, this
hotel, and I have heard that on the un-
finisheedl top floor of this very building
he keeps a suite of rooms for his rev-
els. It is to that place that he has
lured Parks and that girl of yours!

Albright sprang up. Regardiess of
the man's insane theories, this was
something tangible and terrible. He
too had heard the rumors of Rusé Lud-
low’s secret room on the top ffor.

“Wee'll go there,” he grated, “and
see—" He started for the door.

“Wait!” Narodny stopped him. “We
must go cautiously. We can’t trust
any of the hotel employees, who would
warn him. We'd better sneak up by
the stairs.”

He pocketed the gun, but kept his
hand on it, and let Albright lead the
way. The people down the corridor
paid no attention to them and they
climbed the infrequently-used stair-
way without meeting anyone. But at
the top of the flight to the fiifth filvor
they found their way blocked. A bar-
rier of carpenter’s saw-horses, boxes,
barrels and debris bore a siga which
read: “Unfinished Floor—Keep Out.”

Albright stooped; cold chills quiv-
ered along his spine as he stared at
the unbroken blackness beyond the
barrier. All the stories of old Lud-
low’s unbridled lechery came back inte
his mind.

“Strike a match,” he whispered to
Narodny. He began as quietly as he
could to move aside ohe of the big
boxes stacked behind the saw-herse,

E made an opening and crawled

through, Naredny eeming bs:
hind him. Here the fllger was YRHEAt-
peted, the darkness thiek and iMpens-
trable.

“I’ll go to the left, you to the right,”
Narodny whispered.

Albright muttered assemtt and
started off on tiptoe. Behind him Na-
rodny’s footsteps faded away. In the
silent darkness the man's werds re-
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turned to his mind with a new force.
“Such things exist—" the man had
said. How else could what he had
heard in the murder room be ex-
plained? Was the same thing hep-
pening to Faye mow?

He reached the corridor that ran
through the right wing of the build-
ing. Here a little light filtered from
the window at its end, making a dim
and dismal greyness.

Suddenly he stopped. A faint creak
of leather from somewhere in the
darkness behind him, caused him to
whirl, filttenimg himself against a
door. Had Narodny tricked him; was
he creeping back to murder him from
behind?

Reaching back, Albright clutched
a knob and silently opened the door.
He backed inside, closed it to a crack,
waited. He listened, but the sound in
the corridor was not repeated. He
turned about and sucked-in breath
whistled sharply between his teeth.

The room in which he stood’ was
bare, its single window unshaded. But
beyond there was a glow of light. It
came from a suite of rooms on the
same flloor but in the oppesite wing.
Three open windows gave a view into
two lighted rooms, and in one of them
stood Faye and Cavanaugh and Russ
Ludlow!

Scuttling across the room, Albright
leaned on the sill and stared. In the
rich and elaborately-furnished bed-
room, old Ludlow was standing beside
a carved end table shaking drinks.
From a silver cocktail shaker he
poured the mixture into fragile
glasses, handed them to Faye and Ca-
vanaugh.

Into his own glass he poured milk!
Tommy ground his teeth. Faye was
laughing, seemed already a little
tipsy; her eyes glittered with a hectic
light as she lifted her glass.

Softly Albright slid the window up
a few inches, thrust his ear to the
opening. Across the narrow court and
above the subdued sounds from below,
the cracked voice of old Ludlow
drifted:

. . to youth!
time of life!
est fruit—Love!

To the hot spring-
To youth and its sweet-

Heh, helh—"

Glasses clinked. Albright slid the
window higher, stared in disgust as
they drank the toast. Old Ludlow's
face was splotched with feverish
patches of red; his watery eyes
gleamed lewdly as he leered at the
other two. Cavanaugh had drawn Faye
close to him with one arm, was look-
ing down into her smiling wpturned
face with an ugly and possessive
smirk.

Damn their souls! The filthy devils
were probably drugging her! Sav-
age rage flared in Albrigit’s brain,
fogged his eyes with a red mist. Then
Ludlow was speaking, staring at his
thick watch.

“I must go now, heh, heh. Attend
to a little matter. I'll leave you two
little love birds alone for a while—"

He turned away, limped toward the
door that led into the next room. Al-
bright cursed under his breath. It
seemed impossible that it was really
Faye who was there. She had made no
protest, was snuggling close to Cava-
naugh as the two stood listening to old
Ludlow’s footfalls limping through
the next room.

He turned his eyes and saw that old
Ludlow had paused near the door that
gave on the hall. He opened it, then
slammed it loudly, but remained in the
room. A hideous grin twisted his Jech-
erous features as he turned and began
to creep softly back toward the door
behind which Faye and Cavanaugh
were stamding.

Albright’s skin crawled with revul-
sion. Old Ludlow had passed out of
his range of vision now, but Albright
guessed what the vile old lecher was
about. He was staring through the
keyhole!

Cavanaugh, at the sound of the outer
door’s closing, had suddenly drawn
Faye into his arms, was muttering
huskily as he smothered her face with
kisses. Waakly she drew away frem
him, but he gathered her close again.

“Not afraid of me, darling?” Al-
bright caught his thick guttural.

“No, no,” Faye was sobbing breath-
lessly, “no, Parks. But there's some-
thing about you so, so mysterious. I
don’t understand. It does frighten
me a little, even though it's fascinat-
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ing. Tell me, Parks, Bette spoke of
some strange secret in your life.”

“Bette!” the word burst like an ex-
plosion from betweem his lips, and
Albright saw him stiffen. “Did she
tell you somettiimg—2"

Albright didn’t wait to hear more.
The note of cold restrained sawvagery
in Cavanaugh’s voice had electrified
him to action. He swung about, his
eyes probing the shadows of the room
for some weapon. There was a pile of
loose lumber and debris in one corner
and he fished out a sizable club. Grip-
ping it in a knotted fist, he started for
the door.

But with his hand on the knob he
turned. The lights across the court
space had fleshedd off, and suddenly
from the darkened window, a shrill
scream of terror pealed into the might
—Fays’s voice, jetting into his ears
like a blue flame, sharp and hot with
inexpressible agony and despair.

CHAPTER IV
Goatt Haof§s Damcse Again

T seemed as though the cry rang on
and on in Albright's ears as he
flung; the door wide and plunged into
the darkness of the corridor. But he
knew better. After that single blast of
terror an awful silence had swallowed
it.

Into his brain leaped the vision of
the beast-man’s attack—the hideous
metamorphaesis worked by raging mad-
ness and lust, the stunning blows of
the goat hoofs, the bestial teeth tear-
ing at Faye's clothing, the hideous
dance of death . . .

The hall seemed endless. He dived
into the middle corridor, struck a wall,
rebounded and lurched on. The dark-
ness spun round him in surging grey-
black waves as he careened into the
left wing and hurled himself toward
the doeor of Ludlow’s suite.

To his amazement it was unlocked.
He staggered into the living room,
blinded, breathless, plunged toward
the inner door. His foot struck some-
thing and he luecthedd forward,

sprawled. Clambering up, his fever-
ish groping hands touched flesh, came
away sticky with blood.

Rising, he suddenly went rigid in
the crouching posture of a runner on
the mark. The lock of the inner door
was grating. The door iteelf was
opening, and suddenly the fliesh allong
Albrigiht’s spine was crawling with lit-
tle worrms of horror. Even before he
saw the thing the rank and heavy
stench of goats gusted out in a siick-
ening wave to meet him. Amd then
the thing itself was dimly visible.

For what seemed a full minute he
crouched there unmoving, his unbe-
lieving eyes probing the outlines of
the incredible shape loomting in the
grey light that fiiteretd through the
window. A tfiill form, taller than his
own, hovered in the doorway, a
hunched black shape melting iinto
darkness. Amd thrust up from the
black-robed shoulders was the hideous,
leering, horned head of a he-goat!

Then the thing bleated and Albright
sprang.

The plank club swished through the
air as he charged headlong at the mon-
strous apparition. The club struwck
with a thud but missed the head, and
then the thing lurched forward.

Robed arms swept out, and as Al-
bright swung the club a second time
the momnster’s rush threw him off bal-
ance. A blow from something hard
and horny smashed against his fief,
knocked the plank club from his grip.

He lurched forward to regain his
balance, doubled low and charged for-
ward, fists pistoning at the hazy shape
of the creature’s body. His knueckles
dug savagely into hard flesh beneath
the robe and a snarl grated from the
beast-thing’s mouth.

But the next instant Albright was
falling back under a rain of blows that
could have come from ne human fists
—powerful and swift as the blews 6f
a trip-hammet, the jabbing heray fere
hoofé beat against his bedy, His faee,
his arms. He flung up his arms €9
shield his faece. A heef struek hHim if
the belly, anotherr erushed the
knuckles of his hand.

In desperation he beat out wildly
like a man battering bleeding fists
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against a brick wall; but the hideous
goat-smelling form had closed in.
Hoofs cracked against his skull,
Lights danced and spun before his
eyes. He was crumpling, sinking to
the flloor with blood streaming from
his nose and mouth . . .

Darkness, swirling and eddying
about him. He had slumped in an in-
ert heap. Something like the bite of
a snake's fangs stung his arm. Then
he was drifting off into darkness, ab-
solute and utter as the grave’s em-
brace.

Albright awoke, blinked dazedly
into the bright light that emveloped
him. He found himself sprawled on
the white tile flloor of the batimroom.
Blood was on the floor and slow drops
still trickled from his battered face.

The bones of his arms and shoulders
ached. He scrambled up, flung him-
self against the door. It was locked.
A small window opened on the fiive-
story drop to the court, but there was
no other exit.

HATH=d happened? Wihere had

the monster gone? Whete was
Faye? How long had he been wncon-
scious? Amnd why had the mionster
left him without killing him?

Remembering the sting of the hypo-
dermic which had jabbed his arm, he
stripped off his coat, rolled up his
sleeve. There was the angry red welt
and the scars of two needle punctures.
Two!

But there was something else—a
drying crust of some milky substance.
Then he understood. The fiend in his
hurry had jabbed the needle of the hy-
podermic clear through his flesh ; mest
of the charge had been lest. That a¢-
cident had saved Hhiirm!

He turned to the door again,
stopped. In stripping off his ceat he
had let the little diary found in Bette
Waylland’s room drop to the fider. A
couple of folded newspaper clippifigs,
unnoticed before, had fallen out, and
from one of them a face with a
strangely familiar look stared up at
him.

He snatched the clippings up. Both
were faded and yellowed with age, but
the hard, though not unhandsome fea-

tures of the boy in the photograph
were unmistakably those of Parks Ca-
vanaugh, and the headline of the clip-
ping read:

KILLER OFFERED AS GUINEA
PIG FOR SCIENTIST
Boy Whoo Kileds Pfazmmbe Offexed by Pawents
and lawyer for Labovatoyy Ezpenimment

Detroit, Sept. 10: Larry Parks, fifiteen-
year-old killer of playmate may escape pen-
alty. . ..

Albrigit didn’t have to read the
rest; he remembered that the case had
been one of the sensatiants of his hoy-
hood. Quickly he glanced at the sec-
ond clipping. Heading it was amother
photo ; Allbrigiht gasped. Fifteen years
younger, but unmistakably the same, it
was the face of Dr. Narodny, and he
read:

GLAND EXPERT WOULD CRE-
ATE SUPERMAN FROM BOY
KILLER

Nasrovidebh, Geattojbanid Exgpeett, Ammmss Offfr of
Boy Criminal. Pramsees to New Mam of

Albrigfht blinked ; his head was spin-
ning as his mind went back to that
famous scandal—the furor of public
indignatiom which had greeted the an-
nouncement of the expertment. The
threats against the life of Narovitch
(or Narodny), and fimally the disap-
pearance of both doctor and patient.

God in Heaven! The puzzle was
complete now. Cavanaugh was the
koy patient and Narodny was the doc-
tor. That experiment! Goat-glamds!

Albrigiht shuddered, crumpling the
paper in his hand. It was all too clear
now. Narodny, with his goat-glands
and God knew what else had not made
a superman, but a monster! That was
Bette Waylland's secret—and possibly
Verda Mayne's! And Narodny, guess-
ing he knew, had led him into a trap!

Amd Faye? Faye was probably
dead!

Albright flung himself against the
door again, hammering savagely with
his bruised shoulders, pounding with
his fists in desperatiom. Blood was
streaming afresh from the wounds on
his forehead, mingling with the sweat
that ran stinging into his eyes.

Then he stopped, terror and despair
freezing his blood to an icy ichor,



28 THRILL NG MYSTERY

From beyond the door came the bleat
of a goat, and following it that rush ef
wind and the eerie shrilling of the
pipes. Then the hoofbeats begam!

“You devill You fiemd!’ the ery
gushed like flame from Albright’s raw
throat. But the door held fast before
his wildest battering. Wihirling about
he searched for some loose heavy ob-
ject with which to attack the umyield-
ing panels. But there was mothimg—
nething at all! He was helpless, and
in the ether room some thing from hell
was trampling Faye's body to a pulp!

Flinging himself flat on the fftoor,
he braced his neck and sihoulders
against the base of the tile tub and
jammed his feet against the door.
Corded muscles strained like weighted
eables as he pushed. Pain racked him,
gweat burst out on him like juice from
a squeezed dgrape‘ There was a ¢reak,
a erash and the deer flew open.

TAGGERING up, Albright

lunged like a maniac for the open-
ing, stopped in its embrasure with a
crazed feeling of insanity jerking at
his taut nerves. Was he mad? Had
the brain of a lunatic spawned this
monstrous lallcination ?

On the floor of the room, with the
clothing torn from her body, lay Faye
Daly. Amd crouched upon her like
some hideous vulture on its prey was
a tiny shape, no more than two feet
high—a dwarfish replica of the goat-
monster he had fought.

Complete with goat’s horns and
black robe the diminutive monster
crouched in apparent paralysis, star-
ing at him. Protruding from one
sleeve of the robe Albright glimpsed
the fiiendish instrument of mutilation.
It was a mechanic’s hammer to which
had been cunningly fitted the horny
hoof of a goat. Amd the weapon was
now poised above Faye’s motionless,
unconscious baodiy!

But what was even more imexplic-
able was the fact that though the little
demon had made no move, the weird
music of the pipes still echoed in the
room—seemed to come from the
hunched body of the creature itself.

Albright's paralysis snapped then
and he sprang. But even quicker was

the little monster. Like a leaping cat
it rose into the air, landed en sound-
less feet and scuttled toward the win-
dow. Skidding to a halt, Albright
snatched up the hammer and flung it.
A shrill scream of animal pain burst
from the goat's-head; the musie
ceased, and in one leap the dwarfish
monstrosity had reached the sill of the
window and plunged out.

Albright dropped to his knees be-
side Faye’s body, pressed his ear to her
breast. Faint but unmistakable, he
caught the beat of her heart, breathed
a prayer of thanks. She wasn't dead
—yet. Doped insensible by a hypo-
dermic injectiom, she had been left for
the little monster to kill.

He staggered up, made for the door
in the next room. It was locked on
the inside. He shot the bolt, kicked
the door open, and crouched rigid in
its embrasure. Sprawled on the car-
pet in the shaft of light from the room
behind him lay Russ Ludlow limp and
inert as a sawdust dummy, his up-
turned face a beaten bloody mess.

Two strides carried Albright into
the center of the room where he
halted, his nerves tingling electrically
to the spoor of danger, his mostrils
quivering against the heavy goatish
odor. Slowly he turned and his blood
congealed. He cursed the rashness
that had sent him blundering into a
trap. Not ten feet away, in a dim cor-
ner of the room, sat the goat headed
monster, staring at him.

Albrigit’s throat was dry; the
bloodtheat throbbed and pulsed in his
temples. The man-sized monstresity
sat upright in an easy and imdelent
posture, the goatish head an iimmeoblle,
leering gargoyle. One black sleeved
arm lay along the arm of the ever-
stuffed chair; the other lay in his lap.
But human hands protruded frem beth
sleeves now; the hand in his lap held
a hoof-studded hammer, the ene 6n
the chair arm held a snub-nesed awts-
matic.

In another instant, Albright knew,
death would come blasting %f@?ﬂ that
murderous muzzle; the beast-ihing
would have his triumph after all. Faye,
in the drug’s elutehes, would be left g
his unsatiable and sadistie Just!
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CHAPTER V
Show-Bdomn

N age passed, an age measured by

two slow Intakes of teortired
breath. Then somehew Albright
found his speech.

“Wedll, Cavanaugh,” he grated be-
tween set teeth, “do you intend to
shoot, or is there some price I can pay
for the girl’s liifie?"

No answer. Only the stolid, fiterdiish
stare of the motiomless goat eyes.
Tihere was another eon of agony in
which the cold sweat popped from Al-
bright’s bloodied brow. Then he took
a step mearer.

“My life doesn’t matter,” he stam-
mered, “but if there’s amytinimg—"

He had taken a second step, and
now, according to his plan, he ducked
low and dived. To his imcredible
amazement the gun blast he had an-
ticipated failed to materialize. He
jerked up in a crouch, his clawed
hands frozen in the act of reaching
for the monstrous throat. Still the
creature did not mowe. God in
heaven! Feeling hands groped out,
felt the human form beneath the robe,
drew back.

A man was under the robe and the
cunningly constructed goat’s mask
fitted to the shoulders; but the man
was either dead or he too was drugged
insensible!

But with the mystery of the crea-
ture’s identity within his grasp, Al-
bright drew back, startled by a seund
from the hall. There was the crash of
overturned boxes at the blocked en-
trance and the pound of feet beating
along the corridor, and a voice
shouted:

“Here, this wagp!™

Scuttling across the room, Albright
flumg himself behind a heavy divan
and crouched there, peering out. The
pounding steps came to a halt at the
door, a husky buzz of voices followed.
Then the door was opened, a face ap-
peared and a gun was blazing streaks
of flame across the semi-dark.

“Got him!" a voice grated. The

lights went on, and Nicholas Kanine,
a dressing gown trailing behind his
massive bulk, a revolver clutched in
his hand, was striding across the
roomn. He was followed by Tate, the
hotel manager, Sheriff Strobel, and
Dudley Ryan.

“Gawd A’mighty!”’ Ryan suddenly
gasped, stopping stock still to stare
as the others filed past him. “Gawd
A’mighty! Cawvareugh!”

Albrigit stared at the thing in the
chair. The head had fallen sideways,
the hideous goat-mask had toppled to
the flivor. There, hanging limply from
the neck, with bright blood dripping
from a dark spot on the forehead, was
the head and face of Parks Cav-
anaugh!

“Yes, Cavanaugh,” Kanine grated.
“Amd we’re too late to save Ludlow,
and God knows who else the fiend may
have murdered. I've suspected him
from the first, but as I told you, I
didnt know the truth until I investi-
gated his past—and Narodny's.”

“But I still don’t get it,” the sheriff
gasped.

“Sadist!” Kamiimes pronounced.
“Theat killing when he was a kid gives
the clue. Them Narodny got hold of
him and with that operatiom—goat-
glands was only a part of it—he made
him into semething. Wadll, something
Aot guite human. WWhen these spells
eafhe on him he couldm™ resist, had to
faurder and mutilate. Ugh!”

“You lie!” Tihe words cracked in
the air like a whip lash and all eyes
jerked toward the doof. Leaning
there, a haggard and bedraggled figgure
with a bloodstained face, stood Dr.
Narodny.

“Tihe fiend’s accomplice!” Kanine

snorted. “Wdll, the jig’s up, Doctor.
Whhere have you beem?™
“I've been lying in the hall,”

Narodny replied, limping into the
roomn, “where I was left by the devil
who slugged me—a devil I've decided
is human after all. As for that mnon-
sense about Cavanaugh, it's a mali¢i-
ous lie.

“I'he boy never had a chance, I took
him, tried to correct his defects. My
operatiom may not havfe been a success,
but my training was—to the extent
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at least that I made a great actor of
him. But at his worst, Parks was only
a woman-chaser, not a murdieren!

Am ugly jeering laugh from Kanine
answered him.

“Too late for excuses,” he rasped.
He strode to the door into the next
room, jerked up with a muttered
curse. “God! He murdered the girl
too! And—"

The sentemxee went unfimished.
From his point of vantage Albright
could see Kanine’s profile, could see
that he was staring, not at Faye on
the flloot, but at the open batlroom
door, which in the first excitement had
passed wmnoticed.

Albright got it all then—the whole
thing. Scattered pieces of the puzzle
fittel themselves together in a fiksh.
Kanine had turned about. “Sheriff,”
he said, “you’d better put the cuffs on
Narodny before—"

Albrigit seized the momemt to ap-
pear. He came upright, and as the
startled group turned to stare, he said,
slowly and with the confidence of one
who is sure:

“Newer mind Narodny, Sheriff.
The man you want is Nicholas Ka-
nine!”

“Kanine!” Ryan gasped, and the
sheriff goggled.

E rage twisted face of the burly

director had gone suddenly white.

He took a step toward his accuser, the
gun wavering menacingly,

“WHmt do you mean?” he rasped.
“Are you a lumattiic?”

“No,” said Albright, “and I'm not
dead either—which has upset your
plans. You killed Bette Waylland and
Verda Mayne and Russ Ludlow and
Parks Cavanaugh. You tried to mur-
der Faye and me. Cavanaugh was
dead or doped when you came into
this room.

“You knew it. You had set the
scene, dressed him in the robe and
placed him in the chair so that you
could shoot him as soom as you came
in. You thought that I'd be dead, and
that your little monster would also
have killed Faye by mow.”

Kanine glared at him savagely, then
his eyes swept the room.

“Liittle monster?” he rasped and
laughed harshly. “Sheriff, the man is
mad; he's suffering from delu-
sions. . . "

The sheriff looked much like he
thought so too.

“WHeat do you mean, Tommy?* he
asked.

“I can tell you,” Albright replied,
“and 1 may be able to show you, if
you'll come in here.”

He led the way into the next room.
The others followed, watched in si-
lence while he walked to the open
window, reached out, and turned
about with a length of black sash rope
in his hands. The rope came from
above the window and reached down
to some weight below. Tommy
hauled on it, pulled the object at the
end of the rope over the sill.

As it dropped to the flioor, the others
jerked forward. A tiny body lay en-
veloped in flbwimg black robes from
which the papier mache mask of a
miniature goat’s-head protruded. Al-
bright kicked it away.

“Kamime's trained monkey!” he an-
nounced as the twisted bestial head of
the dead creature came to light. “This
sheriff, is the explanation of his
crimes and of the weird sounds you
scoffed at." He pulled the robe away
from the hairy body and revealed the
small black japanned case strapped to
the monkey’s back.

“Tihe box there,” he explained, “is a
miniature phonograph which may be
set to play a particular record. I kmew
it had to be something like that, for
after I figured that the creature was a
monkey, it was the only way to ex-
plain the sounds.

“Kamime, you see, would commmit his
murders by drugging his vietim, then
going out—lockimg the deer. From
some place—his reom of the reef of
the hotel — he would let his trained
monkey down iAte the reem. The Mif:
tle menster, with the diandigh geap's:
foot hammer, weuld then Beat tAe life
if:gapgi the vietim and elimb Baek Hp the

“Im this case Kanine, ifi the rebe and
mask and with the geat-edor en him,
first killed Ludlow. Then he stunned
or doped Cavanaugh, Faye and me.
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He let his monkey down from the
roof, leaving the end of the rope tied
there and trusting the monkey to get
out while he had gone te call you for
his grand fifiahée="

“It’s a lie!” Kanine sswdidiem]y
snarled. He had taken a step back
from the others, stood glaring at Al-
bright like a cornered beast, the gun
in his hand leveled.

“Drop that gun!” the sheriff or-
dered, jerking up his own weapon.
“Amd if you've got any answer to
these charges—"

The fiiendigh laugh of a cornered
maniac broke from Kanine’s lips.

“The hell with your charges!” he
snarled, swinging the guna toward
Faye’s unconscious form. “I'll do the
dictating now. You can shoot me, but
the girl’s still alive, and yeu can't
shoot gquick enough to save her. New
back inte the bathreoem, all ef yeu,
and shut the deof. One false meve and
I'll Blast the life frem her!”

Albright saw the sheriff's face grow
grey, saw the knuckles of his gun
hand whiten. The others moved to-
ward the bathroom door. Albright's
brain was a chaos of wild terror; a
cold and numbing paralysis gripped
him, and out of the daze he heard his
ewn velce rApikg;

“Let him go, let him go .... In

God's mame—"

UT the sheriff held his ground,

undecided, reluctant to let the
killer escape. Kanine, with the gleam
of murder in his eye, drew a slow bead
with his weapon en Faye’s heart,

“I'll give you three,” he snarled.
“Ome, two—"

The sheriff didn’t budge. Then Al-
bright saw his only chance and acted.
Doubling forward, he flung himself in
a quick dive toward Faye's spilawiled
body, fell across it as Kanine’s gun
roared and a sharp flame of pain
burned his left side,

Almost simultaneously the sheriff's
big revolver gave the brief and final
answer. As Albright rolled over,
clutching at his bleeding side, he saw
Kanine crumple in a limp heap that
never moved again of its own volition.

Later, while the house physician

was bandaging his side and Narodny
was working over Faye to bring her
back to consciousmess, Allbright
turned his eyes toward Dudley Ryan
and remadked:

“It’s funny, I had the whole thing
figureed out except an important item
that’s still completely foggy. Wit in
God’s name could his motive have
been?”

Ryan frowned. Pale and haggard,
he was nevertheless thoroughly so-
bered now.

“I've thought it over,” he said, “and
I guess I'm the only man qualified to
answer that. You may not know it,
but Kanine’s fame was on the wane in
Hollywood. That's why his company
lent him te me. Kanine was bitter
about it. He grew more bitter still
when He realized that in this picture
his eld pewer had returned te him. I
think he belleved it would be his mas-
terplece.

Yet he wouldn’t profit a cent from
it. I owned the company, and the only
other sharers in this picture were
Cavanaugh, to whom I had given an
interest as a bonus, and Verda, to
whom,” he paused, “to whom I had
given a share for another remsmm—"

“But look here,” Albright inter-
rupted. “Kanine openly promounced
the picture a flitgp.”

“Off course,” Ryan agreed with a
wry smile. “Ism’t that what he'd mat-
urally do if he wanted to get posses-
sion of it himself? He dinned the
same song into my ears, but once or
twice he slyly offered to buy it—just
to take it off my hands, you under-
stand.

“I smelled a rat then and wouldn’t
sell. So he decided he’'d make me sell
by wrecking—aor apparently wrecking
—the whole project—Xkilling the only
shareholders and most immportant
stars. After Verda's death I got a clue
te his intentions when he told me that
certain impertant scenes would have
te be made aver and that the thing was
fuined new, beeause Verda was dead.

“Get the idea? To that he would
have added the argument that the
scandal attached to the picture would
spoil its chances with the public. Sly.
But he didn’t believe it. He really be-
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lieved that it would be good adivertis-
ing, drawing meorbid crowds from all
over the land.

“He was probably right. When
things had come to this pass, I'd prob-
ably have sold out to him for a song.
Add to that the fact that he hated Cav-
anaugh anyhow and was enraged with
Verda beeause she had repulsed his
advances.”

Albright nodded. “Amd he must
have found out the truth about Cav-
anaugh’s past from Bette Wayland,
then murdered her to silence her and
alse to throw the first stone of sus-
picion at Cavanaugh. God! I shiver
when 1 think how nearly he suc-
ceeded.”

“I'll make you shiver,” the hotel
physician cut in, “if you don't lie still
until I'm through and stop gawking at
that girl on the bed there. . . . Hey,
wait—!"

But Albrigiht was already om his
feet. Faye had stirred, had opened be-
wildered brown eyes, had called,
“Tomeny . . .” in a faint whisper.

A moment later Albrigfht held her
in his arms. Speechless with happi-
ness and relief, he devoured her with
his eyes, then abruptly noticed that
the room had emptied.

“Tommy,"” she breathed, “oh, it's so
good to have youxr arms around me
again.”

“Honest?" he asked.
me? [ thowght—"

A wry grimace twisted her soft lips
for an instant, and she exclaimed,

“You still love

“THmt beast, Cavanaugh! I loathed
him. Oh, but you don’t know -how
hard it was for me to do what I had to
do. But I knew I'd have to do some-
thing like slapping you in public to
get you to leave me alone for a while,
and I had te be alene with him te find
eyt="

“What on earth are you talking
about, Faye?”

“About Bette,” she said sadly.
“You see, Tommy, Bette and Parks
Cavanaugh were secretly mammied—"

“Good Lord!” Tommy gasped. “Ka-
nine expected that to come to light
too then. And I suppose that’s one
reason Parks was searching her
papers—to find the license, armong
other things. But go on.”

“Wedll,” she resumed, “after Bette's
murder, and after I saw how he was
running after other womemn, I remem-
bered something Bette had told me—
had hinted at, rather—some dreadful
secret in Parks' life. I began to put
two and twe tegether and the amswer
1 E@t was that Cavanaugh was the éne
whe had murdered Her. .. .

“Darling!” Albright gasped, squeez-
ing her close. “Amd you were only
trying to wheedle his secret from him
and avenge Bette's deatlh?”

“Of course,” she answered. *“I
hated him from the fiist. I never want
to see him agaim!™

"You never will,” Albright told her,
“Amd that's not all. From now on
you’re not going te see anybody bit
me!”
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DEVIL

STEEL

A Robot Leaves a Trail of
Corpses Beneath lts

Electric Sway/!

JACK
WILLIAMSON

Auitioor of “Spider Island)” “Deathis Cold
eet,” dfic.

IGHTIER than any man, the
iron giant came clanking
through the darkness. The

building shook beneath its quarter-ton
of metal. Menacing blue rays shot
from its photo-electric eyes. Its steel
face was a staring mask, inhuman, sin-
ister! Puny men cowered before its
crushing advance.

For they saw the monmnster of a
new Frankenstein. They saw the soul-
less might of the robot turned against
its makers. They saw all humanity
crushed by the vengeful power of re-
volting machines—saw a dead world
turned to a thundering hell of metal
monstrosities . . .

A swell lead for his mewspaper
story, thought Jimmie Beckland,
scribbling rapid shorthand. Nor was
it all imagination® His tall lean body
was already half shudderiag. The me-
chanical giant certainly looked un-
canny enough, marching stiffly beside
its maker intg the long lalboratory.

A queer comtrast, Beckland thought,

Bethini D, Dakar was a homwy in speel,
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between robot and man. For Dr. Run-

n Daker was thin, stooped, colorless;
Ee stood a bare five feet, against the
robot’s towering seven. He must have
created it as a sort of compensation
for his own bodily weakness. He was
quivering with pride as the great
metal giant moved obediently to his
high-voiced commands.

Shuddering horror abruptly stopped
Beckland’'s fliying pencil. Melanie
Doyle swayed to her feet beside him,
a shriek of pure terror torn from her
lovely throat. The little group of
watchers sat paralyzed with conster-
nation. For something was frightfully
wrong!

An ominous clashing grated from
the steel-armored robot. It swung
with ponderouws menace upom its proud
demonstrator. A great blue arm
flailked upward, struck savagely! Dr.
Runyon Daker sprawled limply at the
iron feet of the monster he had made,
blood oozing from his headi!

It was half accidemt that brought
Jimmie Beckland to witness that
strange tragedy in the lonely island
laboratory. He had come to Scimitar
Lake, high in the heart of the Rock-
ies, on vacation from his metropoli-
tan daily. Or so the resort village
thought. It had seemed but chance
that Delcrain met him the day before,
on the pier above the lake.

NDREW DELCRAIN was the

tall soft-spoken president of Effo
Electait. soB«ilakad Hadidsméeokdilda
RlasidisrnaBeiamidatiad oMee @ ljed
ghendeti A BT MA{1MABRYE o11HE omiér g@at
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UPDelcrain spoke confidentially.

Oy liisié heaplco CRAARIH PHXKer, the
rob¥ € Ynvfe€se o’of Runyon Daker, the
robgyrigt7eBRland spoke eagerly. “I
didSd'fedtuBéckédaple oP %aﬁ%%ﬂk, on
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his new electronic ear. Specialize in

scientific stuff, you know —What's
he got mowr?"

“Daker has been working the past
two years at his private laboratory out
on McTee Island,” said the tall exec-
utive. “He has perfected a complete
electrical man.

“If it'é all he Says, I’'m going to pick
up the patent rights. He’s going to
put on a demonstration, tomorrow
night. I could arrange for you to see
it—we can always stand a little good
publicity.”

“You're on!” Beckland cried—and
his eager voice didn’t carry half his
deligiht.

McTee Island was five acres of rug-
ged granite jutting from the farther
end of deep, cold Scimitar Lake. Gi-
gantic, ancient trees grew wherever
there was soil enough. The big, dilap-
idated log dwelling stood beneath
great pines, beyond the half-rotted
boat lamding.

Jimmie Beckland felt his first chill
of sinister foreboding when the hired
motorboat left him beside the tall fi-
nancier on the sagging landing. They
were to be guests until the boat re-
turned next day. Already the sun had
gone beyomnd far, snow-swept peaks,
and the icy waters of the forest-walled
lake turned blackly forbidding. The
newshawk shuddered with a sense of
dread imprisonment.

That was forgotten, howewver, when
Melanie Doylle came running dowmn to
welcome them. Daker’s niece, she was
a tall girl of twenty, athletic and
lovely in a tweed sports suit,.

“Jim Beckland!” Surprised pleas-
ure rang in her voice. Her grey-eyed
face lit with gladness. Beckland
moved very eagerly to take her offered
hand.

“Two years since I saw you,” he told
her. “I hoped you'd be here!”

“I have to look after Unele Ruf-
yon." Trouble stained her lovely faee.
“I'm afraid—afraid he has gene t66
far!” Her tortured eyes moved t6 Af-
drew Delcrain. "I hepe you Buy the
robot and take it away, Mr. Deléfain.
The thing is Herrible—menstroust”

“A poor sales talk.” The ftvasndier
smiled gravely. “But 131 make him
a fair offer—if it is a practieal inven-
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tion. Wheere’s Dr. Daken?”

“At the laboratory,” she said, “get-
ting ready for the diemonstration.”

They went up a narrow, tree-walled
path, beyond the old dwelling. Dusk
had already fallen beneath the pines.
The laboratory stood alone, across the
little island. It was a square, white-
walled modern structure. Some pow-
erful machine was throbbing within it
—yet Beckland shuddered to a feeling
that it was somehow tomb-like.

The door in the bright-lit entry was
a green-painted studded panel of steel,
its knob a modernistic cube of ruby
glass. Delcrain paused in the pool of
light, fumbled for it with an odd hesi-
tation.

Beckland reached past him to open
the door, followed him into the long
room. The walls were lined with
metal-working power tools. A great
motor-gemerator was thrumming at
the farther end.

“Franz,” the girl called to a sham-
bling, gorilla-like figure in grimy me-
chanic’s coveralls, “tell Dr. Daker that
we're all here.*

HE introduced two other waiting
spectators, seated in folding
chairs.

Tony Marvis was a dark, sullen-
looking youth. His flashy checked
suit was expensive but unpressed. His
sallow, haggard face was purple, un-
shaven.

Jeff Kelly was a thin, bald man, with
a twisted leering face. Gold teeth
chewed at an unlit cigar. Yellow claws
of hands toyed with a pair of glitter-
ing, gem-set gold dice that he wore for
a watch fob.

“Tomy’s another member of the fam-
ily,"” she said. “Dr. Daker’s step-son.
But you had better watch Mr. Kelly,
Mr. Delcrain!" She laughed. “He is a
rival bidder for the imvemtion.”

Franz Roth, the mechanic, appeared
again, opening an inner door. His
staring face was dull with an ox-like
expression of stupidity—was that a
mask, Beckland wondered, to hide a
secret cummning?

“We are ready,” pronounced his flat,
nasal voice. “Dr. Daker brings you—
Roxar!”

Clanking into the room, followed by
its little stooped builder, the seven-
foot robot looked as mighty and stern
as a stone-chiseled Assyrian god.

“Roxar!"” Daker’s high, feeble voice
was almost a squeak. “Halt!

The robot stopped in the middle of
the flioor, like a futuristic colossus of
bright blue steel. The spamow-like
scientist cleared his throat, said
shrilly:

“Gentlemen, let me present the first
complete robot automaton—my Elec-
tromaton Model 99! The robots of
which you read in the newspapers are
mere ingenious machines. This is
more! My new electro-neuronic cells
give it an electrical brain. It can re-
member—think-—reason I

The little scientist paused, looked
proudly up at his weird creation.
Wiriiting swiftly in the silence, Jimmie
Beckland looked around at the others.
They all had gasped with shock at the
robot’s alarming aspect.

But now Delcrain’s face was poker-
smooth. Kelly’s hard little eyes were
glittering with greed. Tony Marvis's
haggard face was a sullen, bitter mask
of hate. Franz Roth’s features were
the same stupid blank.

“Electromaton Model 99,” the high
voice resumed, “is a complete operat-
ing unit. My new storage batteries,
charged from the generator here, give
it self-contained power.” He cleared
his throat importantly. “Now for the
demonstration! I begin by adidressing
the robot by the name to which its
electronic ears are tumsti—Roxar!™”

Jimmie Beckland started, at that
loud thin shout. Amd the robot also
came to life! It clanked and jerked
suddenly about to face the little sci-
entist, stopped motionless again.

“Roxar!” Daker commanded. “Brush
your haiot™

A massive metal arm lifted, ffidiled
noisily at the armored head. The ro-
bot had no hair. Beckland felt vaguely
that the towering steel-visaged body
was too grimly memacimg!

“Roxar!” its master demanded,
“wihat is seven minus four?"

The great metal hand reached stiffly
out. One long cruel gleaming metal
claw lifted. Another. And a thivd!
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It wasn't very wonderful, Jimmie
Beckland tried to tell himself. But he
shuddered. Again he looked at the
others. Melanie Doyll¢’s oval face was
a white pool of dread. Tony Marvis
stared with dull, brooding hatred at
the robot and its master alike.

A white scar of fear showed above
Delcrain’s thin lip. The greed in
Kelly’s beady eyes had turned to
dread. Only Franz Roth was still ox-
like, ummoved.

UTTING himself across the
room, Daker now held up a green
silk handkerchief, callled:

“Roxar! Wihat does this meam?”

The robot clanged and swung and
lumbered toward him. It stopped ab-
ruptly when he pocketed the green
handkerchief, held up a red one in its
stead.

“Now, Roxar!” Daker commanded.
“Remember! Wiat was my first or-
der?”

The metal body jerked and shook
again. Steel talons rattled against the
armored skull, grotesquely brushing
hair that did not exist. It should have
been funny, Beckland thought. But
he shuddered to the same outraged
dread that he saw in Melanie Doyle's
clear eyes.

“Rowar,” Daker shrilled again, “that
is alli"™

The robot stood frozen to a gigantic
hideous statue of steel, eyes gleaming
weirdly blue. The thin little scien-
tist stepped forward.

“TIMat is enough, gentlemen,” he
said, “to prove that the Electromaton
can think, reason, remember!” His
pale spectacled eyes glittered, oddly
like those of the robot.

“My robots can do the work of all
the world! Think of it—a world of
metal slaves! Metal men toiling in
mine and field and factory, doing all
the work. Ewvery man can be an em-
peror, with his own robot-sllawes!”

“Cautiom, Doctor!” It was a low,
harsh whisper from dull-faced Franz.
“Roxar heans!™

His pale eyes flashed avidly from face
to face. “All my inventions are for
sale—at the modest price of one mil-
lion dollars.”

In the startled silence, Jeff Kelly
caught his breath. Tony Marvis
gulped. Delcrain deliberately blew
the ash off his cigar. The little scien-
tist stepped anxiously forward, shrill-
ing:

“Wedlll, what do you sagpy?"

Delcrain shook his head.

“Your figure is fantastic! Effo Elec-
tric manufactures appliamaceess of
proven value. Frankly, I fail to see
any scientific or commercial value in
your demonstration. Homestly, I'm
disappointed. Of course, if you have
any discoveries of practical valwe—"

Jeff Kelly came abruptly to his feet,
explosively spitting his halif-chewed
cigar toward the wall.

“Practical be hanged !" he sputtered.
“It's a great stunt, Professor! Me,
I'm in the side show supply business.
I don’t give a damn about the scien-
tific end. But your electric giant’s a
cinch to pack a tent! Tell you what—
I'll give you ten thousand for the ex-
hibition rights.”

Daker stepped back toward the ro-
bot, hesitant, considering.

“I need the money,” he muttered.
“And you don’'t want my patemts?"

“Sell 'em to the man in the moom!”
grunted Kelly. “It just want your
iron man, whatja call him, Roxar!”

“I'll do it,” agreed Daker. “Sold!”

At that word, the great robet came
abruptly to lumbering, grinding life,
Humming and clanging, it swung pen-
derously toward Daker, its thick-
lensed eyes fliasshing orminously blue.

“Roxar!” he shouted fearfully.
“Halt!"

But it swayed swiftly toward him,
its mighty tread shaking the labora-
tory fltowr. Melanie Doyle screamed
agaiim. Deep and soleman came
the warning voice of Franz Roth:

“Roxar is angered! Tell him he
will not be &alidit™

The agitated scientist sprang teward

“Tthe Electromaton is worth ary» the steel breast of the charging rebot.

sum I could name.” Daker jerked hrfs
head impatiently. “But I'm not
greedy. I ask only #iroamied! reevazdd””

“Something wrong!” he shrilled.
“Got to open the plate, discommect—"
Jimmie Beckland caught his breath
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with dread as the great metal arm
lifted stiffly, fell. It struck Daker's
head. He collapsed at the robot’s feet.
Abruptly motionless again, it stood
above his lax body, stark and grim as
the carven god of soeme forgotten evil
cult.

Wiith a soft cry of pain, Melanie
Doyle ran to the fallen man.

“Uncle Runyon!” she sobbed. “Can
you hear me? I was so afraid—"

IMMIE BECKLAND helped her

carry Daker to a cot by the wall.

In a morent he sat up, peering about
with pale bewildered eyes.

“TIhat offer,” Jeff Kelly muttered
uneasily. “Forget it. I don't want to
buy the devil in a machiime!”

“Just a short somewhere,” protested
Daker. “I can fix it.”

He stood up, tried to walk toward
the grimly looming robot.

“Not now!” Melanie objected nerv-
ously. “Let’s get away from this hor-
rid—monster! Come on up to the
house. Jake and Liza will have dinner
ready.”

Beckland took Daker’s other arm,
and they returned along the uneven
woodland path to the dwelling. The
sky had turned very black. Far thun-
der rolled warningly against the peaks
that walled Scimitar Lake.

“A storm!” Melanie’s voice was
shuddering. “Tihey are quick and ter-
rible, here on the lake.”

When they reached the house, Da-
ker let her bandage his head, but re-
fused to lie down. Wten the megro
couple served the meal, he ate a little.
But he kept talking, in a high, imco-
herent veice, of the wonders of a ro-
bet-rhanned workld. Wihen dinner was
aver, ignering the glrl's protests, he
started baek te the laberatery with
Franz Reth.

“Just a simple adjustment,” he
said.

“Tihe electro-neuronic equilibrium is
very delicate. If I wait, the robot's
whole mind may become dieramgesd!™

“Can you feature that?” demanded
Jeff Kelly. “A machine gone madi?”

He seemed to mean it for a joke, but
nobody laughed.

Old Jake had kindled a log fire on

the big hearth, for it was cold. For a
while the party sat before it—all still
silent from the horror of the striking
robot. Melanie shuddered abruptly.

“I’'m 86 afraid—for Uncle Rumyom!™
she whispered. “If the thing should
turn on him agaim—"

“I’'ll 6troll down and see if he's all
right,” offered Andcew Delcrain, sym-
pathetically. “Let me go with you,”
Jeff Kelly volunteered hastily. “That
robot would be one smash attngction—
if he could keep the devil eut of iit!”

Sullenly announcing that he was
going to bed, Tony Marvis climbed the
broad stair. Jimrmie Beckland was
left alone before the fire, with Me-
lanie. He knew, now, that he had real-
ly loved her, these last twe 16Rg years.
He had a vivid senise of menace deog-
glng her, a peigmant urpe te defend

er.

Fear still haunted her oval, grey-
eyed face.

“Jim"” she whispered, “why don't
some of them come back? Something
must have happemneadi!”

“Shall I go down?” he offered.

“Let’s both go,” she said. “Before
it sttomoss!™

But the storm struck before they
came out on the old veranda. Purple
lightning seared across the black,
cloud-massed sky. Rain drummed
down in great icy drops.

“Bettter let me go alone,” Beckland
said, and pushed back the simuddering
girl.

The mad wind tore at him. He was
drenched in an instant, chilled to the
bone. Guided by the fliickeir of light-
ning, he stumbled along the trail to-
ward the laboratery. Relief sobbed
from him when he saw its white cube.
He was ealling eut, anxleusly, when
he stumbled ever semething sicken-
ingly seft—and fell plunging ints
Blaek horrort

On his knees in the roaring dark-
ness, he felt the thing. It was sticky,
sodden—warm! Sharp ends of
bfoHkemn bones jutted out of it.
Theough the rain, a sickening smell
came te his nestrils. Half the acrid
smeke of smouldering cloth—and
halt a peeculiar penetrating pungence
that was dreadfully familiar|

».
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Hardened newshawk that he was,
Beckland turned faintly sick. His tor-
tured mind painted again all the well-
rehearsed horror ot an electrocution
—the death-chamber filled with that
same suffocating stench ot seared hu-
man Feedh!

Whiva ?

HOKED with the horror of that

guestion, he waited for the next
flash of lightning. But the bedy was
beyond any reecognition. Limbs and
terse were crushed te bleedy pulp.
The Head was sheer nightmare, a
Breken jelly et bene and brains, the
surfaee burhed black. The faee was—
ebliterated!

Only the clothing answered his
question. The blood-drenched suit
had a loud stripe. A pair of jeweled
golden dice still dangled from the
watch pocket. It was the hard-bitten
side show man, Jeff Kelly!

But what devil's mill had pulped
him? Wiat searing horror burned
him?

Himself sweating in the icy rain,
trembling and ill, Beckland staggered
back tqQ his feet. Melanie Doyle was
first in his mind. He had left her
alone, undefended against this horror
that stalked the island! Wiiping crim-
son fingeis on his handkerchief, he
started running back toward the
dwelling.

The girl met him, stumbling against
the roaring diownpour.

“Jim!” she gasped. “I came—I was
afraid—for you—" She clung to his
arm. “Find ampthody?”

“Kelly,” he said. “Deadi!”

Lightning showed him her face.
“Jinm, what—"

Horror strangled her. Her hand
went rigid on his arm. For a thin,
shrill sceream of mortal dread had cut
threugh the storm! It was lost be-
neath a loud brazen clamgor!

Shuddering, they peered back along
the trail. Lightning flared blue to re-
veal the tragedy. A man came rumnining
from the laboratory—little Dr. Daker,
his thin legs working like pistons of
fear! Behind him came—horror if
gteel!

The seven-foot robot came plumg-

ing, glistening blue in the lightning.
Evil gleams shot from its wide-lensed
eyes. C€langing, clashing, it wmeved
with a stiff, awkward, mechanical de-
liberation. Its speed, mevertheless,
was appalllimg)!

Darkness again. Melanie clung
against Beckland’s arm, gasping with
dry-throated dread. Daker’s quaver-
ing shriek ripped once more through
the veiling rain. The clangor of the
robot was nearer, a hellish alarm.

“It has gone wrong—mad!” sobbed
the girl. “It will kill him! 1 was so
afraid—"

Beckland’s tense arm slipped pro-
tectingly about the shuddering girl.
Hoarsely, he demandied :

“Is there a gun in the house?”

“I don’t think—yes, Tomy's rifle!
Do_m

Her voice stopped. Liightming
flashed again. Tthe first filicker stopped
the two figures motionless, yet in vio-
lent action—like a single frame from
a movie film. The flleeing scientist
had stumbled; caught motionless in
the very act ot falling. And the robot
was upon Hhiim!

Darkmesss fell, with splintering
thunder. Daker screamed. It was a
thin, bleating sound, like the cry ot a
wounded rabbit. The drum et cold
raln drowned it.

Anotther flash of horror! Daker was
helpless on the ground—and steel feet
tramping him! His cries albruptly
ceased. The robot bent stiffly, lifted
him in erushing arms.

Beckland swung the mute girl
away, himselt sickened by the dull
snapping ot broken bones. He saw ab-
rupt electric sparks, crackling purple
about the robot’s claws. Then its dead
maker, e¢rushed and burned, was east
te the side of the trail.

Shuddering, Beckland dragged the
girl swiftly behind a tree. The mon-
ster stood motionless for a moment
above its victimn, then went crashing
blindly throwgth the sterm-tern
undergrowth toward the lake.

Careless ot the pelting rain, Back-
land ran ahead of the girl te pick up
the body. He staggered back with it
to the house, laid it en a couch in the
living room—and felt ill again when
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he saw it in the light!

“Dom’t look!” he gasped hoarsely
at the girl. “Call Tomy, and get his
riflel The thing is still Joose—God
knows what it will do!”

UNYON DAKER had theen

mangled beyond recognition.
The stamping metal feet Had de:-
stroyed his face. The steel levers of
the arms had erushed flesh and bene
te crimson pulp. Eleetric fire had
seared it, cooked skin was falling
away. Beclkland ecoughed te the stran-
gling reek of smouldering cloth and
burned fllesh,

He spread a rug over the dripping
horror, called the startled megroes
from the kitchen, told them to secure
doors and windows.

Melanie Doyle came back down the
stairs.

“Tomy’s gone,” she whispered.
“Amd his rifle!” Her voice sank.
“Jim, Tony hated Uncle Runyon—
because Uncle had called him a shift-
less no-good, threatened te disinherit
him.”

“Eh!” Beckland rubbed his lean
chin. “Amd there’s no weapon in the
house?”

“Not sep’ dis, boss!™

The trembling old negro, Jake,
brought from the kitchem a rusty old
long tom shotgum, with one lonely
buck-shot cartridge. Beckland tried
the action skeptically, loaded it,
handed it to Melanie.

“If the thing comes here,” he told
her, “wait till it's within six feet.
Then shoot into the middle of it.
Tihat ought to stop it! I'm going out
to see what happened to the others.”

“Dom’t—" protested the girl, fear-
fully. “Or, anyhow, take the gum!™

“Oh, Lawdy!” wailed old Jake.
“De debble-thing's a-comin’ back!

Above the drumming of rain and

the thunder magnified to an endless
reverberation against the walling
geaks, Beckland heard the robot's
razen clangor. The girl thrust the
shotgun back into his hands, ran ap-
prehensively to a window. Beckland
followed.

Lightning ripped the sky again.
They saw the steel giant plunging

back through the swaying trees—hor-
rifying as some monstrous imvader
from Mars!

“De good Lawd save us!”

Jake fell on his knees to pray; fat,
white-aproned Liza collapsed whim-
pering in a chair.

Her white face brave and quiet, the
girl stood staring from the window.
The monster itself became invisible
in the darkness, but its huge, blue-
shining eyes, weirdly sinister as
those of some jungle-momster, moved
swiftly toward the house. The pon-
derous tread erashed across the old
veranda. The robet was at the door!

Beckland leveled the rusty shotgun,
set himself in the middle of the room.
Cold chills rattled his teeth. This
wasn't fuany—trapped by a mad
metal giant!

A steel fist crashed against the
door. The lock creaked ominously.
Liza shrieked and slid out of her
chair. Jake’s prayer died in his throat.
Melanie turned silently to Beckland,
her bloodless face agonized with a ter-
rible question.

“Wait!” he called
door’s locked—"

His words were lost in a tremend-
ous crash. The time-rotted panels
burst into flying splinters. Oil lamps
fligiceedd to a wind cold as death—
swirling ahead of the lumbering ro-
bot!

Its blue steel mass filled the open-
ing. Smouldering hideously blue, its
eyes moved back and forth with its
stiffly jerking head. Suddenly it
whirred and plunged ahead again—
its fearful red-stained metal talons
clutehing for Melanie Doylel

Heavy with the sickness of terror,
Jimmie Beckland stepped sidewise,
He stopped in front of the horror-
feozen giel. Trying to steady jerking
fnuseles and pounding heart, he lifted
the aneient gun.

The metal giant lumbered swiftly
toward him. Its flmiling arm caught a
table, tipped it, sent a glass lamp
crashing to the floor. Beckland waited
until it was four feet from the gun’s
wavering muzzle, aimed at its blue
breast, pulled the trigger.

The response was an empty click.

softly. “The
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A steel arm swung wildly at him,
purple sparks crackling from cruel-
taloned fiingers. Beclklamd side-
stepped, lifted the gun like a club,
struck fiercely at the great ammored
skull. The rusty barrel erashed to its
mark—and Beckland's whole body
jerked te the rending ageny et a pow-
erful electrie shovek!

IMLY he knew that the amcient

gun had exploded in his hands,

with a terrific blast. That Melanie

had collapsed on the flowx behind him.

That wild swift flame was spreading

from the shattered lamp. But black-
ness overcame him.

Icy rain brougit back his conscious-
ness. He was lying on the ground
under a tree, his head in Melanie's
lap. Jake and Liza were crouched
near them, drenched and whimpering.
Tthe storm still howled and drummed
against the pines—and beneath it
roared a conflagratiom!

“Jim!"” the girl was sobbing.
Jim—speak to meI”

He groaned, sat up dizzily. Yellow
light fliickerstl against great boles.
The old log house was a roaring fur-
nace. Beckland rubbed his wet head
with blistered hands, looked amnx-
iously at Melanie.

“Affraid I'll live,” he muttered.
“You're all right. Tell me—wihat hap-
pened? Where's tine—mratvott?”

“Tihe gun blew up in your hamds,”
whispered the girl. “You fell as if
you were dead—"

“Half electrocuted!” Beckland mut-
tered. “Daker’s storage battery is a
wonder, sure enough, for portable
power—ihat thing must pack a thou-
sand volts! But where did it go?”

He looked hopefully toward the
roaring flames, but the fearful girl
shook her head.

“I don’t know.”" She shuddered.
“At first I thought you had put it out
of commission. It stood swaying a
minute, over you—almaost fell. The
fire swept toward it, on the spilled oil.
Suddenly it moved, and went out in
the storm again. We just had time to
earry you outside.”

“So it's still free!” He shook his
throbbing head. “You haven’'t seen

“Oh,

Tony or Delcrain or Framz?”

“No.” It was a shuddering, voice-
less whisper, “I’m afraid—afraid it
killed them allli™

Beckland reeled unsteadily to his
feet.

“We can't stay here,” he gasped.
“Tihe thineg may have thought we'd be
finigieed o in the fire, if it can think
that far. But it may come back—and
we’re defenseless! Let's go to the lab.
It will be a shelter, anyhow; and there
is a chance we’ll find the others.”

The girl nodded voicelessly, called
to the whimpering servants. She
walked very close to Jimmie Beck-
land, along the rugged trail. The
black sky sluiced blinding, chilling
rain. Lightning seared their vision.
Thunhdef rolled incessantly down from
the peaks.

The white cube of the lalboratory
came into view at last, coldly tomb-
like in the rain. Beckland was reach-
ing for the door-knob, in the bright-
lit entry, when Melanie pointed trem-
bling inte a dark mass ot shrubbery
behind thern, gaspitng:

“Look, Jim! There—"

Beckland reeled shuddering to peer
at the shapeless dripping thing filumg
like a bundle of red rags into the
brush. It was pulped and seared like
the others, not easy to identify.
Faint and nauseated, he picked a sod-
den leather clgar-case out of smeared
bleed and entrails.

“Delorain,” he whispered hoarsely
to the girl. “"Kelly—Dr. Daker—mnow
Delcrain! That leaves Tony and
Franz—"

“Hluskl!” came the girl's warning
breath. ‘“There’s somebody in the lab-
oratory. I lesndl—soraettiingg!”

Beckland moved silently to the
door. A moment he paused, weakened
by horror. Then he turned the red
glass knob, stepped quickly inside.

The powerful motor-generator still
throbbed against the farther wall;
bright electrics still glowed among
the dusty rootf-giitders. Warily, Beck-
land scanned machines and benéhes.
The room seemed empty.

“Someone has been here,” whispered
the girl, beside him. “Rummaging
Uncle Runyon’s papers. See!”
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She pointed to a tall green filing
cabinet. Its battered drawers were
sagging open, empty. Papers and
blue-prints were scattered about the
wrecking-bar beside it en the Heer.

“But he must be gone—"

ECKLAND heard a little sound

behind the door, spun swiftly. A
man was crouching there—a massive,
powerful, black-bearded stranger.
The newshawlk was in tife te see a
heavy blaek autematic deseending te-
ward his skull—=but tee late te defend
himselft

He tried vainly to thrust up a
shielding arm, he flat black gun
struck his temple with slocking
agony. Not quite unconscious, he
sagged to hands and knees. Fighting
red waves of pain, he swayed baek te
his feet,

The bearded stranger was backing
swiftly through the open door, men-
acing them with level gun. Pausing
against the stormy dark, he shouted
harshly:

“I warned Daker not to steal my
idea! You see what happened to
him!”

Then he was lost in the rain. Beck-
land staggered groggily to shut the
door. He tried to lock it, shook his
throbbing head.

“Lock is broken,” he muttered.
“Forced.” His blurred eyes looked at
the trembling girl. “Knaow himmn?"

“Name’s Birkhead—[elland Birk-
head,” whispered Melanie. “Used to
be Uncle's assistant. They quarreled.
He accused Uncle of stealing his
jdeas. He wrote threatening letters,
and sald he was bullding a robot of
his ewn. He fmay have corme to steal
plans="

Beckland caught his breath.

“I wonder—" he whispered. “Could
he have done something to the robot,
while we were all at dinner—to make
it go wrong and cover up his thefit?”
He rubbed his chin. “Amyhow, let's
leok for Franz and Tony. And seme
weapeni! For Birkhead may ceme
back—or the rotbertt”

Dripping icy water, he walked
swiftly through the three connecting
rooms. In one doorway he rocked

back to a blow of instinctive horror.
Before him stood a whole monstrous
line of staring robots!

‘Preliimmimary models,” explained
the girl, following. “They didn't
work.”

He found a dry coat in a locker, put
it around her shivering body.
“Nobody here,” he said.

don’t see any weapon.”

“Oh, Lawdy!” Old Jake’s quaver-
ing, terrified cry called them back to
the main room, where the generator
throbbed. “De diehiblle-tthingo!”

Cold dread ran through Beckland's
veins, as he, too, heard the brazen
clanging of the great robot approach-
ing through the storm. The girl's
grey eyes looked at him, sick 4giith
consuming fear. Her dry lips asked
soundlessly:

“Wiat shall we dio?™

“I don't know.” The mewshawk
rubbed his throbbing head. “Tthe door
won’'t lock, and we can't find a
weapon—maybe it will go away."

The girl shook her head.

“It won't!” Her whisper was a dry
horror-husk. “Not till I am dead! It
is after me because I'm Uncle's
kin—"

Her voice faded to the heavy clamgor
outside the door. The green steel
panel rattled violently on its hinges.
Beckland shuddered to a merve-sever-
ing scratching, as if metal fimgers fum-
bled for the kmolb!

“Can’t we hold the door?"” sobbed
the girl.

“No,” said Beckland. “Tihe steel
would transmit current to electro-
cute us—"

His voice died, oddly. His eyes nar-
rowed at the panel, his lean head in-
clined. Still that queer fumbling went
on.

“But—"the whispered, ‘‘I'ksean—"

Suddenly he snatched a coil of
heavy coppee wire from a bench, flung
it like a thin serpent across the con-
crete flook, ran back toward the thrum-
fming generator—=

“And X

E was frozen by Melanie's siriek.
The glass knob had turned. The
steel dbde SlAss §peR. N HLFoBEt cdhié

Pﬁ?ﬂbé’tqarg flnee PRéTroohile SXRen Chdee
lumbering into the room. Seven feet
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of towering bright steel, dark with
running stains of human blood. Its
bulging armored head swung stiffly
back and forth. Sinister blue-glowing
eyes fixed upon the girl.

Her strength went out, then, in a
little sigh of agony. Ashen-faced, too
terrified to run, she sank dowm on her
knees. The metal giant lumbered
swiftly toward her, merciless red-
stained talons of steel clutching for
her helpless white fliesh,

“Stay back, Jim!” she sobbed. “It's
I that it wamtss!”

The trembling newshawk stood back
against the wall. His eyes tried to
follow the glistening ruddy wire laid
like a lasso across the green-painted
flomr. Dimly he saw the monster about
to pass the end of it—then everything
dissolved in a picture of Melanie’s fair
body crushed and seared like the other
hideous human remnants he had
found.

“Stop!” He had tried to shout, but
his voice was a dry, hoarse whisper
only. And the robot clanged on. He
rasped: “I know that E. E. is two
million in the redi!”

At that, the steel giant abwruptly
halted. The metal head jerked back
and forth until the glaring blue eyes
found him. The robot lunged toward
him, fimiling out with crimson, purple-
sparking talons.

Beckland waited, breathless and
shuddering, beside the generator. He
saw one metal foot tramp down upon
the copper wire — and threw his
strength against a massive switch.
The hum of the dymamo chamged.
Blue sparks showered. Suddenly in-
ert, the colossal metal body teoppled
slowly forward. Out of it came a thin
shriek of mortal human agomy!

“Red on green,” whispered Beck-
land, staring out of a dazed weakness.
“He didn’t see the wire.”

The deputy sheriff from Scimitar, a
little later, hammered on the labora-
tory door. Beckland and Melanie, clad
in dry coveralls they had discovered
in a locker, let him in. He was fol-
lowed by Franz Roth and a little posse
of the villagers. Amidst them, in hand-
cuffs, glowered heavy black-bearded
Leland Birkhead.

“Rotin, here, rowed to the village
after us,” announced the deputy. “He
says he found a tin suit in a boat, and
figueed something was wrong. |
reckon he was right! We found Kelly
and Delcrain dead outside—or what's
left of them! Anmd this guy trying te
sneak away in another boatt!"

“I’'m no murderer!” Birkhead pro-
tested sullenly. “I came here merely
to find what Daker was doing with my
stolen imvemntion.”

“He isn't the killer,” agreed Beck-
land. “There’s the suit of armor,” He
pointed toward the fallen robot-shape.
“Yourlll find the murderer imside—elec-
trocuted I

*Marvis, eh?” said the deputy, as his
men labored to pry open the steel con-
trivance. "He’s the only one not ac-
counted for.”

“Am ingenious thing!"” Beckland
muttered. “Desigmed like submarine
armor, though of lighter metal. Stor-
age cells in the shoulders, high-tension
coils in the head, and insulated cables
running to the claws. Ligint-bulbs for
eyes. See how the arms are built—
such a terrific leverage!"

The breast-plate came open at last,
and the deputy peered imside.

YAmdrew Delcrain!” he gasped.
“But we found his body outsidie—"

“That's Tony Marvis, outside,”
Beckiland told him. “He must have
been suspicious, and come down to in-
vestigate. But Delcrain got him, fiirst.
His clothing and rifle are in a locker,
here. Delcraim put his own garments
on the burned and mangled corpse, so
that it would be identified as himself.

“Dellaraim probably meant to sink
Tony's garments in the lake, together
with his robot-suit. Wten Franz ap-
propriated his boat, to go for help, it
broke up his plan.”

“Delcrain!” whispered the wonder-
ing girl. “So that’s what you meamtt!”
E. E. stands for Effo Electriic!”

“It does,’ said Beckland. “My paper
had a tip that he had looted his com-
pany from inside. I was covering the
story—tailing Delcrain in case he tried
to scram. That supplies half the me-
tive for his plot—he hoped to be re-
ported dead, so no search would be
made.



THE DEVIL IN STEEL 43

“He must have planned it long in
advance. He had seen the robot, prob-
ably photographed it, and had the suit
made to imitate it. Daker probably
gave him the storage battery to test,
He must have invited me here because
he wanted a competent witness te his
faked death.—Peor Kelly, By the way,
fAust Have seen o guessed tee MUER.”

“You knew,” the girl whispered
again, “when you called out, and made
him turn from me toward the charged
wire! But how?"

Jimmie Beckland paused to smile at
her.

“Dellorain was color-blind,” he said.
“Couldm’t distinguish red and green.
I noticed that when he couldn’t see
the red glass knob against the green
door of the lab. The real robot
could distimguiisssth ¢colors=yeu
fefember Daker’s defnonstration. But

the mad monster, breaking in here, had
the same difficulty that Delcrain did.”

“Ome thing,” demanded the bewil-
dered deputy. “WHreere’s the real ro-
bot?”

“It’s standing in the lab, together
with that row of unsuceessful models.
It's quite a tricky contraption, but the
valuable thing about it is the light,
powerful storage battery that runs it.
Delcrain meant to steal that invention
—wihich is why he was trying to kill
every oene who might know the secret
ot iitt?”

He turned back to the girl, smiling
again.

“That discovery is worth a fortune,
Melanie. And now it's yours.”

She looked a long time into his eager
face. Her grey eyes misted.

“No, Jim,” she whispered.
mine—ours!”

“Not
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ef HELL

CHAPTER 1
T Black BBeotherhood

HILE I live, the agony of

memory gnaws like a loath-

some worm at the vitals of
my soul, bringing back a hellish scene
of a mad, wiand-drivem inferne which
pierced the smoke-defiled heavens.

I can hear again the monster's
greedy roar as it leaped insanely from
tree to tortured, withering tree. I
can hear the crackling thunder of
toppling giants — feel the earth's
shudder as they crashed In awful
ruin.

Again the hot, searing breath of fiire
is burning my fllushedl and grimy
cheeks; in my nostrils clings the siick-
ening, tar-like odor of firéisblaakiemned
corpses — once living creatures of
God-inspired beauty. Tetror seizes
fme, as it seized me then, with my
thougiht of Ellen.

Ellen, my wife, my lovely bride of
four months—wihose rare beauty of
face and fliguree marked her apart from
the women of Crag Cove, like a
shapely young cedar compelled to
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grace a neighborhood of gnarled,
twisted oaks!
In that moment of imstinetive

dread, I gripped the shovel with trem-
bling hands and tried to deeide what
to do. On either side of e, despet-
ate men were chopping, digging, hee-
ing — working frantleally te thwart
the licking tongues ot flame that erept
along the earpet of the farest.

Back-fires had been set, but now the
wind was shifting. I was needed here,
desperately needed, to help save the
village. Yet the terror-strickem face
of my young wife seemed to flash be-
fore my vision; her anguished wvoice
seemed to rise above the crackling,
snarling fites—calliitgg, begging me fto
come!

ASTILY I scooped up a final

shovelful ef debris frem the
new fire trall, turned and struek out
blindly threugh the wnderbrush.

As I fought my way down the rough
mountain slope above Crag Cove—
crawling over rotten logs, evading the
clutching, restraining tentacles of
twigs and branches—I recalled the
weird premonition of evil that had
swept over me when I left Ellen,
three houts earlier.

It must have been inspired by the
fright I saw mirrored in her large vio-
let-blue eyes. A sinister, undefined
menace—I could feel it, as I had felt
it many times since coming to this
God-forsaken, isolated village, home
of the Black Brotherhood.

The Black Brotherhood! How we
had all laughed at that name, back in
San Francisco—Framk Bledsoe, Carl
Abbott, Luis Villanova and I—for we
mentally envisioned childish simple-
tons strutting around in black might-
gowms.

Ellen hadn’t laughed. She had
lived in Los Amngeles, and had seen
enough superstitious quackery to
make her indigmant whenever she
heard of gullible folk being duped.

It was pitiful, she said, to see un-
scrupulous fakers drumming up a fol-
lowing simply by wrapping towels
about their crafty heads, mumbling
gibberish and peering wild-eyed inte a
crystal balll}

But this Brotherhood of Crag Cove
proved to be something different. It
had nothing in common with other
fantastic, ritualistic sects which had
sprung up in various parts of the
country.

This was a little band of queer but
apparently harmless men and women,
who had “fled” from a modern and pro-
gressive world. They formed their
own settlement at Crag Cove, a barren
spot far up on the coast of morthern
California.

Spawned of ignorance and supersti-
tion, their strange creed had appar-
ently been fostered by the world-wide
economic crisis, the political and so-
cial strife.

The black garb these people wore
was meant to signify that they were
in mourning for the wicked world.
For they firmly believed that horrible
punishment and unlimited terror were
at hand for all peoples.

Therefore, science and adivamce-
ment were futile; normal pleasures
were wicked; even laughter was for-
bidden! Yet they had tolerated us
among them—ewven though they knew
our purpose was to help to bring a
railroad into Crag Cove.

Nevertheless, we could sense their
resentment; and because I knew that
people living abnormally repressed
lives often become dangerously neu-
rotic—tihat human emotions, dammed
up, are liable to explode without
warfing in some horrible expression
of perverted desires—I took no risks.

Keeping watch over my atitractive
young bride, I had never, until the for-
est fire threatened the town, let her
out of my sight.

It was with an effoft that I forced
myself to leave her. I seerned to sense
some indescribable menace in the very
air. The frightened look in her lovel
eyes seemed to hint at the same feeiz
ing. But it was only ef my safety
that she was thinking,

“You’ll be 'careful, dear?”
pleaded, with a wornan’s amxiety.

“Of course!” I said lightly. “Only
a fool would take chances with a flor-
est fiie. I hate to leave yow, but every
able-bodied man is needed, and it
probably won’t be for long.”

she
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“Then you willl be careful? You'll
look out for those terrible falling
trees—and you won’t let the fire get
behind you and trap you—like—like
those poor people in Oregom?”

HE was thinking of the forty-

three men, women and children
who had been burned allve when the
fire destroyed Wuuiialle, abeut sev-
enty miles north of Crag Ceve. 1t had
been horeible. Some had been trapped
in their homes, others overtaken and
roasted attempting to flee in awtomo-
biles.

“Dom’t worry, dear,” I admonished
gently. “I’ll be careful—it's you 1'm
worried about. Better stay imdoors.
You know what this town is—how
these superstitious fanatics feel to-
ward us!™

“Yes, Bruce, but that's only because
of their relligion.”

“Religion!” I snorted. “Youw can't
dignify the crazy doctrines of this
devil-worshipping cult by calling
them a religion! I dom’t trust these
people, Ellen—"

“But they mean no harm,” she pro-
tested quickly. “It's only that they
think we're wicked city folk, you
know. They've been taught to hate
all beauty, and young girls like Lola
can't evem—"

“Exactly! I cut in. “Amd you're
the most beautiful creature their per-
verted, lustful eyes have ever heheld!
Besides, they envy us.

“Wed're happy, healthy-minded, de-
voted to each other, while they're
starved for normal living. Ellen, I'm
going to send you back to San Fran-
cisco the very next time Abbott or
Bledsoe makes the tmip!™

“[s that so?” she teased, smiling.
“Tihem you're coming with me. I'll go
nowhere without my hustemdi?™

“Burt, darlimg!"” I cried. “"You kmow
I can't do that! I've got the chamce
of a lifetime here. Crag Cove is the
logical shipping outlet for all the
back country of southern Oregon.

“A little dredging and a short jetty
will provide a good harbor. Our com-
pany is formed and we have plenty of
finandidl backing for the railroad,
which the Interstate Commerce Com-
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mission has approved. All that re-
mains to be done—"

“Silly!” she reproved, kissing me.
“I know all that. Amd I'm with you
one hundred per cent—which means
I'm not going back to San Framcisco
alone! Besides, in San Francisco, we
have any number of rough-necks like
Mort and Ivan. They haven’t the fer-
vor of religious fanaticism to excuse
them. They'll work for any mana that
pays them emough.”

Whenever Ellen talked that way,
tilting her shapely head and looking
impishly up at me out of those big, in-
nocent eyes, I knew I was whipped.

Grinning in spite of my anxiety, I
hugged her slender, supple body close
to mine.

“You loveable little scamp!” 1
growled. “If anyone ever so much as
touches one of those golden hairs of
your head, hell itself wom't stop me
from—"

But then I noticed my three friends,
standing in the open doorway and
watching us.

“Yow'll do what, in spite of hell,
Bruce?” demanded Carl Abbott, in
mock astonishment.

“So that’s the line he hands her!"
Bledsoe chimed in.

ILLANOVA fingemsed his tiny

black mustache and drawled:
“Tie ladies, they like the he-man dalk.
But maybe they like the he-nam better
than the talk, em?”

My sheepish smile faded.

“WHett do you mean, Luis?” I shot
back. “That sounds like a threat. Per-
haps yow'd better explaim!”

“Wiith pleasure,” he retorted, his
swarthy face expanding to show
gleaming white teeth. “Elllen puts her
trust in you, her husband, eh? BRiino.
But if this hell you speak ot breaks
loose, what then? It is the ran, an’
fot the talk what counts, veediafl?”

“Darmmn you, say what you mean!” I
almost shouted. “Are you insinuating
that you—"

“No, no, no!” he interposed gently.
“Not I, your friend! It is the hell I
refer to. It is here, rigtit in chis
towrn?”

“Oih, can the chatter!” Abbott pro-
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tested. “Luwis is just kidding you,
Bruce—becamse you're newly married
and terribly in love—with a girl any
of us would feel lucky to get!”

His glance of frank admiration
brought a blush to Ellen’s cheeks.

“I never,” said Villanova quietly,
“joke about hell.”

“Just the same, we're wasting time,"
Bledsoe declared. “Tiat fire is mo-
body’s joke—iit's enough like hell-fire
for my taste. Let’s get going before it
sweeps down on the twwm!™

That conversatiom, pointless as it
seemed at the time, had stuck in my
mind. I wondered whether Villanova
had been having his fun with me or
whether he was hinting at the same
sinister menace I had seemed to de-
tect in the atmosphere surrounding
Crag Cove.

The Latin-Americam adventurer was
not a bad sort, in spite of his greasy,
unwashed appearance that even well-
cut, expensive clothes never com-
pletely modified. But his meanings
were often hard to fathom.

Grimly, as I worked on the fire trail,
I repeated my promise to Ellen. And
when her cries seemed to sound in my
ears, 1 threw a hasty glance at the
bestial, vacuous faces of the Crag Cove
townsmen working near me, and
slipped away.

Ellen’s voice might have been a mere
hallucination, caused by worry; but it
might also be real. And neither those
black-clad cultists nor the devil him-
self was going to stop me from fiinting
out the trudin!

Whhen finally I emerged from the
woods, panting, my apprehensions in-
creased. Cold, dank air struck my hot
face. Ghostly fog from the sea, min-
gling with the heavy black smoke,
screened the angry red eye of the sun
as it poised over the ocean’s horizon.
1 shivered, as if the hand of death had
reached out and touched me; and in-
voluntarily I broke ifite a run.

Abruptly the crude dwellings of the
village loomed up before me, like
tombstones on a dark night. I saw no
one. The town was apparently de-
serted. Fear clutched me then.

“Good Lord,” I muttered, “some-
thing’s wrong! Every able-bodied

man is figihting fire—but where are the
old men and the womem?"

Scarcely had 1 asked myself the
question, when I rounded the corner
at Gath Street—and beheld the an-
swer.

Black-garbed figures were huddled
together, talking in low tones. They
lapsed into ominous silence as I ap-
proached, but not until I had heard
enough to send an icy tingle racing
through me,

“Thhiis is the day,” I heard a sllovenly,
coarse-featured woman assert. “Hie
will be here soon.”

“Yes, the Master—ifre will tell us
all!” an old man squeaked.

“Aye, an' he won’t just tell us—he'll
show ws!™

“Tihiis is the time of vemgeamce.”

“Aye, of vengeance—at our very
doors!”

“Tihe Master—"

AT was all I made out of the
babble of sound. They saw me
and held their tongues instantly. 1
eould feel their hateful stares befing
inte My baek as 1 passed.

This was not the first time I had
heard mention of the “Master,” but
who or what he was, none of us out-
siders knew. If he was the founder
ot the cult, he dida’t live among them,
but out in the craggy hills semewhere,
Was he fman ef demen? Real ér
imaginary? We didn’t knew, and the
elose-mouthed fanaties weouldn't tell
us a thing.

But it was plain enough that some
sort of weird deviltry was brewing. I
was certain now that an inner psychic
voice had warned me to return to El-
len.

A psychic warning? God in heavem!
That had happened to me only once
before in my entire experience. My
father had been gored to death by an
enraged bull, when I was a bey ef
twelve. 1 had been at a meighber’'s
farm at the time, twe miles away. Sud-
denly 1 distinetly heard my father's
velee:

“BreecBiRcechellidp!”

Terror-strickemn, I had rushed home.
Too late, the hired man had dragged
my father from the corral. Still be-
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lieving I was playing near by, he had
died calling out my name.

“Ellen!” I shouted, as I bounded up
the stairs of our cottage. “Ellen—are
you all riighntt?”

My voice rang in my ears as I
searched every room. Then I stopped
as if a bullet had pierced my heart.
Horror crawled over me like the caress
of a slimy serpent. 1 stared at the
spot of gore on the living room fitwor.

Blood! A huge drop of crimson—
with a faint trail leading through the
doorway!

Whhille the ghastly significance of
that blood-written message thawed
into my frozen brain, my gaze fastened
on something else. A torn fragment
of cloth—blue—the color of the dress
Ellen had been wearimg!

A voice from hell seemed to whis-
per the taunting, soul-withering truth.
That psychic warning—Ellen’s terri-
fied voice piercing dimly above the
crackling forest fire, as she begged me
to return! It eould only mean—

“Ellen, Ellen!” I choked, unable to
accept the awful fact.

But mercilessly the truth stabbed
home: It could only mean what my
father's voice had once meant—as his
souwl/ wavesedd in hotrsr belfsee e potanimg
the poitedds of déenth!

Then madness burst upon me. 1
flung myself out of that house of hor-
ror and death, charged blindly down
the street. Wiith every step of my
racing, pounding feet came the mem>
ory ot my ewn voice, in ghastly mock-
ery—as 1 promised Ellen I would defy
hRell itselt for her sake!

I had promised my wife tinant!

Heaven forgive me, I would never
again be able to see her beloved face
in life!

CHAPTER 1I

Nigtht of Wemgeance

RIEF and rage have power to
transform the best of us into
madmen. I loved Ellen so dearly that,
had I seen her dead body at that mo-
ment, I wouldn’t have believed she was

really gone from me forever. Ellen
was more to me than my own life; be-
cause of her, I had been ammbitious,
hopeful, eager to wrest victory from
the world.

Now, in one frightful stroke of fate,
all that was changed. I couldn’t fully
grasp that stupefying fact as yet. I
only knew that I had to find my Ellen
—andl avengge her deatfli/ 1 dida't ask
myself what fiendizh member of the
Black Brotherhood was guilty. To
fhe, they were all my eniemies, 1 weuld
destrey them aill, and neither man ner
devil would stand befere me!

Those furtive, lustful glances I had
seen cast at the lovely figure of my
wife—the glances that had warned me
ot the sinister, perverted desires smol-
dering beneath the surface of the re-
pressed minds of the ecult—tihey
would pay for them new! I weuld
geel out the partieular brute whe had
dene this fhiﬁg, and fer him there
would Be ne sudden deadh!

God, how I would make him pay!

But when I reached Gath Street, the
red mist before my eyes seemed to
clear somewhat, for the street was de-
serted. There was no one upon whom
to vent my insane fury. The c¢rowd
of old men and wormen had vanished,
and 1 was alene in a ghestly village—
alene with enly grief and rage and ter-
menting memeries fer eempany.

Blindly I turned up one street and
down the next. Smoke hung like a
pall of doom over the town; fog
drenched the air, phantom figgures
swirling in the murk everywhere, dog-
ging me, mocking me!

Down on the beach the surf thun-
dered incessantly, while up on the
ridge the fire still raged, a vast semi-
circle ot threatening fltames.

Falling trees, starting down with
limbs breaking with the sound of rifle
shots, and crashing to earth with the
ear-shattering, nerve-jolting roar of
eannens, teld me that the conflagration
had reached the back-fires—that éver
Crag Ceve hung the peril ef blazing
destruetion.

The sun had gone down, and night
was swooping like a shadowy black
vulture upon the frightful scene.

Everywihere the grim forces of na-
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ture proclaimed that this was a time
of vengeance, of terror and destruc-
tion. It echoed in my grief-mad-
dened heart, as I staggered from house
to house—breaking down doors and
searching vainly for the wretches I
imagined were hiding from me. Ven-
geance—how I thirsted for vemgeamce!

At last, gasping for breath, I stood
in the middle of the gloomy street and
fought for control over my emotions.
I must find Ellen—dead or alive, I
must get her back. But where were the
members of the Black Brotherhood?
Wihhere should I go to find them—and
Ellen, their victim?

Instinctively, I started toward the
forest fine. The crew must still be up
there, guarding the trail. Somehow I
would make them tell me the truth. I
would drag one of those stupid, bes-
tial creatures off into the thicket and
pound and choke from him the secrets
of his cult!

The roar of the fire increased as I
ascended the slope. I stumbled in the
darkness, fell many times into brush-
covered hollows. My rage was lashed
to a fiiercer pitch, so that normal rea-
soning was mmpossible.

And then, with startling abruptness,

it happemed !

HALTED, stood there on the side

of the hill like a frozen statue. I
listened, straining my ears, while my
heart suddenly began to pound like a
trip-hammer with hope and dread.

“Ellen!” I cried, tears stweaming.
But there was no answer except the
muffled roar of the fire and the moan-
ing of wind in the trees. “Ellen!” I
screamed, knowing well that I must
be insane.

“Bruce! Bruce!”

It was true! Ellen was out here
somewhere, calling my name—or else
I was stark, raving mnadi!

God, had they dragged her out here,
tortured her, and left her to die?
What would I fimd—her lovely self
still, or a mutilated wreck to whom
death would be more merciful than
life?

I shouted again: “Ellen! I'm com-
ing! Wihere are you?”

And as I plunged through the un-

derbrush, I made out a dark, slim fig-
ure at the edge of the road. I breathed
a prayer of thanks, for she was stiand-
ing—she must be unharmed !

But something was wrong; I sensed
the difference even before she spoke,
haltingly, fearfully.

“Oth, Bruce—Bruce Langford! It's
me—Lola! I followed you—tried to
make you hear me—"

My body went numb. The shock
was almost unbearable. Ellen—I had
found her, held her in my arms—and
now this wasn’t she!

“Lola!" I groaned.
heaven, I thowglt—"

But she was still talking, her voice
a horrified whisper.

“—and I hid here and watched you
comin’ up the hill, but I was afraid it
wasn't you! Then I saw your white
shirt—called out your name! Even
then I was afraiid—"

I caught her by the shoulders, sihook
her so violently that the poor girl was
suddenly speechless with fright.

“Wheere is Ellen?” I cried. “What
are you talking about-—don’t you know
I've got to find her? You stupid little
devil, why did you trick me—"

She whimpered and cringed; and
shame halted me.

“I'm sorry, Lola!” I muttered, re-
leasing her. “I’m half crazy. But
domitr stand there gapimg—talk—talk!
Whhat have they done to my wife?”

“The Master—" she choked, in an
awe-stricken whisper.

I waited for her to go on, slow hor-
ror freezing me. The “Master’—that
dread creature that reigned mysteri-
ously over these people, apparently
from somewhete beyond the material
world!

“Talk—talk! I urged frantically.
“Witteat happpemedi?”™

“WfiEe i8 here—for vemgeamnce—"

I began te understand. The leader
ot the eult had allewed us te femailn
in Crag Ceve unmelested, while he
fade his plans. New he was seizing
his ehanee te destrey all traee ot us.
This forest five=if iAvestigation was
faade frem the sutside werlq, it weuld
be the exeuse.

The Crag Cove fanatics would say
we had been burned to ashes, perhaps

“Yoou! God in
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while trying to leave town by the
fire-soveesed road—like those poor
wretches at Woodvale!

UT Lola, in spite of my insistent

questions, either didna’t know
this to be the truth or was bound by
superstition from telling me.

“Utm the one, Bruce!” she gasped.
“I have sinned—I have departed from
the ways of my people! The Master
—he knows—things we do can’t be hid
from him, Bruce! But I'm afraid—to
take my punishment—it will be death
—horrible deatir—"

Pity welled up within me, yet the
fate of Ellen was uppermost in my
mind.

“Dom’t worry—I'll protect wou,
Lola. But where is my wife? Can't
you tell me?™

She stared at me through the dark-
ness, a motionless figure of awful
fright.

“If I tell our secrets, Bruce—if I
tell—"

“Lola!” I choked helplessly. “Can't
you see? If you don’t help me to find
Ellen—"

She glanced around, then caught my
arm impulsively. “I’'ll tell!” she
gasped. “I love Ellen. She has helped
me—taugiht me how to be happy! But
it's a sin to be happy, Bruce—it’s sin
to fall in love with a man.

“I love Evan, and he loves me—and
I told your Ellen. She said she would
help me—send me away with Evan,
where they couldn’t find ws—San
Francisco.

“So I went to your house when ev-
erybody was watching the fire and I
wasn’'t seen. I told Ellen the Master
has said there can be no more wed-
d in g s—marriage is florbidden—be-
cause the time is at hamdi—"

“Good Lord, Lola, what I=mpemed?”
I cut in savagely. “Is Ellen alive? 1
saw bllood!!™

“Tihe Master—he has her mow!™
Lola whispered. “She was alive when
they took her away—"

I felt a surge of relief sweep over
me, leaving me weak and helpless. But
Lola’s next words brought fresh hor-
ror.

“She will be the Master’s bride I”

“Are you crazy?” I snarled. “Your
Master’s bride? But she’s my wife,
doesn’t he know thatt?”

“[First she will die,” Lola whispered.
“Tihe Master is not of this world—he
died—but came back to lead us. He is
not mortal, Bruce—and he sees every-
where at once!

“He sees us now—+ke will punish me
for what I have said! Even you can-
not escape, Bruce—because a mocker
cannot know our secrets and live! Oh,
oh—I should never have told you!™

I gripped her slender wrist and
made her listen to me.

“Laolla, was that yaur voice I heard—
when I was working on the fire traill?*

“Y-yes, Bruce. I went up there to
tell you—wihen they got Ellen! I was
afraid to let them see me, so I called
to you—but you ran off too fast for me
to folllagw!™

Then it hadn't been Ellen’s dying
voice that had pierced to my con-
sciousness! Perhaps there was still
time—

“But that blood on the fftoor?” 1
jerked out.

“Omne of the men had a kmife—tried
to kill me—scratched my arm! But I
ran—got away, while Ellen blocked
the door! They looked for me—but I
ran into the woods—went to tell
you_iﬂ

“Yes, yes! I understpnd now. But
who were the men? How many were
there? And what's this about the
Master—about Ellen becoming his
‘bride’? Quick, tell me everything,
before—"

But Lola uttered a piercing scream,
flung herself into my arms and clung
like a terrified child.

“Bruce—bethind yow!—"

I whirled, with Lola still clinging to
me—I saw blurred forms creeping
toward us! Wiith a muffied oath I tore
loose from the girl’s desperate em-
brace, lashed out with my fist at a
lunging shadow. My knuckles cracked
against something solid; there was a
slight groan, and the shadow direpped!!

Instantly other figures leaped from
all sides, swarmed upon me, crushing
me to the ground. I struggled like a
wild animal, but one of them clubbed
me, knocking me nearly insengible,
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Dimly 1 heard their voices growl-
ing.
“You'we killed him, and the Master
said—"

“No, he's allive.”

“Lucky for you, tinem!™

“Lucky for all of us. Vengeance is
the Master’s.”

“Shall we tie the mocker?”

“No, he's unconscious. Have you
got the girl? Then come! Tihe Mas-
ter is waiittiimgy!™

“Yes, hurry! If he choases, he can
read our very thoughts! Let’s not suf-
fer the fate of this wicked girl and
this mocker! Hurry, hurry I”

I felt myself hoisted upon strong
shoulders. I was in that semi-con-
cious state when it is possible to hear
but impossible to move a muscle.
Whiile I struggled to hold on to ebbing
consciousmess, their grunting woices
seemed to grow fainter and fainter.
The last words I heard wete barely
distinguiisiable, yet they are seared in
my memory for the rest of my lliffie:

“Dom't forget, my brothers—we
have a Masiter from beyevdd the ggeave!
Huryy-hdmyty !

CHAPTER 111
Children of Wrath

TERRIBILE, head-splitting jolt

seefned te bring me te m
senses. 1 was lyiag en the greund,
and the erackle ot fire was iR my ears.
It was a IQHE fRement befere I real-
ized that 1 had Been earried te the
edge of the ferest fire and reughly de:-
pesited sn the greund.

I rolled over, stifling a groan.
Black-clothed figuress stood around
me, their vacuous faces turned expeec-
tantly toward the blazing trees and
undetbrusihh beyond the narrew fire
trail. Smoke poured over fe, at times
almest obliterating the five-lit seene.
1 coughed, choking; but ne ene
turned to look at me. All eyes were
riveted on these dancing, leaping
flamess.

My head cleared gradually, and a
sudden memory brought me tensing

to my hands and knees. Ellen!
Where was Ellen?

My gaze swept upward. Before I
could rise, it encountered something

that froze me where I crouched. A

black shadow—im the midst of the
flares] !
I stared, unable to move. Was it a

human form? No, it—it couldn’t be!
Not in that inferno of khelll!

Yet it was moving, materializing
out of the smoke! I tried to shut my
eyes — tried to tell myself it was a
black tree stump, that the blue-grey
haze and tricky light gave it the ap-
pearance of movernent. But the hell-
ish vision held my fascinated gaze
with an evil, hypnotic power.

God, it was a living creature — a
shapeless black monster that had
sprung into being amid the licking,
devouring fiike!

Larger and larger it loomed—mov-
ing toward us. Suddenly it vanished,
as fire spurted up from a pile of brush.
Slowly, in the grip of almost parallyz-
ing herrek, 1 staggered to my feet.

It had been a vision—a ghastly trick
of the imagination. There was no
creature capable of living in that fire
—no human being could—

A scream of terror caught in my
tight throat. The Thing had ap-
peared again — was flbating in that
soaring, dancing fire—a Thing that
raised black, shapeless arms in hellish
benediction!

Wiith moans of awe and terror, the
men and women of the Black Brother-
hood sank to their knees, bowing their
heads te the ground.

I stood there as if alone, and reason
whispered that here was my chance to
escape; yet I had no power to seize
the opportunity. My eyes were held
by the incredible Thing I was seeing
—the embodiment of Evil. A Thing
ef black smoke, whose life was hell-
fire=— a Thing that advanced with
menacing tread through that oven of
withering heat, with fire swirling
abeut its deron body!

Suddenly it halted, still in the
midst of flisthoonsumiing, life-de-
stroying flames, with one dreadful
hand upraised. A voice like the voice
of doom thundered above the growl-
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ing, crackling tones of the fire:

“Amise, children of the werath to
come! Arise—for I, your Master, am
here to guide yow!”

“Yea, Master!” Theic fear-stricken
voices rose in a blood-chilling chorus,
as they got to their feet.

A terrifying thought pierced my
stupefied mind—this unearthly Being
was their Master—a Master from be-
yond the grave! Merciful Ged, could
such a thing be?

Had the leader of this devil-wor-
shipping cult gone to his death, sur-
viving the fury of burning hell? Had
he power to show himself thus—in
fire—a living, speaking, but deathless
creature out of hell?

YO wonder we had never seen him
among the villagers! Ne won-
der they had feared to speak ot the

dreadful personality that haunted
their llves, dominating the Black
Brotherheed!

I remembered suddenly how they
had held their weird meetimgs—down
on the beach, in the dead of might—
with a huge bonfire in their midst!

And something else grazed my un-
derstanding—ithet thing Lola had said
—that Ellen, my wife, was to become
the bride of this creature from helll!
Ellen—good God—she was doormed to
die—to share with this unreal monster
an existence in hell!

T Masttexs's bridke—tblala had said
that! Amd she had said no one could
escape this living dead man’s wrath—
that 1 was doermed, as well as herself.
That Ellen must die to become the
mate of this Thing I was staring at—
this Thing the flames had spawned be-
fore my eyes!

“God, no! Not while I live!” 1
choked, and whirled around, vainly
searching for a weapon. My half-
blind eyes saw the outline of a stick
at my feet, and I seized it and filung
myselt at the fifdanwwrappeed black
monster.,

HoanBe cries of alarm and imdigna-
tion burst from the Black Brother-
hood. 1 disregarded them, leaped at
the motionless ffggure.

Fire stopped me, sent me reeling
backward, choking and gaspimg—my

hair singed and my skin scorched. I
knew in that instant that I was no
match for this Thing of hell—that I
was helpless in his presence—that re-
sistance was futile. My fate was in
his devilish hands.

And yet, the instinct to live, to fight
for my life and for my loved one, was
stronger than reason. I couldn’t
touch that master of the flames, but I
could bravely defy these members of
the Black Brotherhood, who were of
living flesh and blood, like myselff!

I saw an opening in their ranks,
flung myself toward it. But I was too
late—they had divined my imtemttiom!
Wiith axes and shovels and mattocks
poised, they blocked the opemnimg—
then advanced in a menacing semi-
circle!

Trapped betweem the fire and that
murderous crew of fire fighters, I
looked frantically around. It was
hopeless. I saw the fanatical hatred
gleaming in their eyes, saw them grip-
ping those deadly implements in
fiendiskh anticipatiom, as they closed in
on me, to hack me down!

There was no help for it now —1
would die figdiing. In the rage of
despair, I lunged forward, thrusting
my slender, sharp-pointed stick like a
rapler into the face of the foremost,
a lumbering, hulking brute. The en-
tire weight of my body was behind
that vicious jab, as it struck home.

The fellow staggered back, drop-
ping his heavy mattock, and I felt the
point of my stick break into popping
flesih. It came out dripping gore, the
vietim's scream of agony ringing in
my ears.

“My eye!” he shrieked, both hands
clapped in pain-maddened frenzy
over the bloody socket. He swayed,
then toppled!

Amazement and horror held the
wretch’s companions an instant; then,
bellowing insanely, they charged me.

I leaped into action to hold them
off. Whhinlimg, stabbing, Jeaping,
dodging—hghting in all directions at
once—I succeeded for the mement in
holding them at a distance. 1 made
myself keep relaxed yet peised like a
steel spring, usifg all the knowledge
1 had ever learned in feneing.
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EN a huge devil, with bestial
features twisted in fury, darted
forward, his double-bitted axe hiss-
ing. Just in time, I evaded that
cleaver-like blade and countered with
a tremendous jab that plunged deep
into his solar-plexus. Wiith a gasping
moan, he erumpled. Others dripped
over him, caught their balance, came
en!

I knew I was doomed—my luck
couldn't hold out. Yet I gave ground
with stubborm reluctance, sllowly
backing toward the searing ffire. Be-
hind me was that shapeless black em-
bodiment of hell. But I couldn't
pause to look, knew only that he was
still there, silently dooming me to de-
struction while I struggled for life.

The thing that happened next was
too confusing for my desperate, an-
ger-crazed mind to grasp. Abowe the
tumult of shouts and the blinded
wretch’s screams—abowve the snarls
and crackles of the fine—ro®e a wom-
an's voice. Even in that tense moment
I recognized it as Ellen's woice—but
where was she?

That involumtary pause was all my
attackers needed. Amn axe came hur-
tling through the air from my left as
I stood there, a perfect target. 1
dropped face dowmward, but the flail-
ing handle crashed into my skull.

I heard a cry of horror, raised my
throbbing head. The black-clad mob
had stopped, were staring not at me
but at a prone fiigure to my right. I
saw then, and umderstood.

The blade of the axe, missing me,
had got one of the attackers who had
been standing in a direct line with the
deadly missile. Wiitthoutt a sound, he
had pitched forward, his head split
open like a ripe wattemmeliom !

I tried to stand, was struggling wp-
ward, when that dreadful voice of
doom thundered from behind me.

“Chilldirem of the wrath ™

In terrible lust for my blood, they
were dashing forward to finisth me, but
they halted in mid-stride.

“Yem, Master!” they chorused.

“Ye shall shed no blood! Vengeance
is miime!"

They hesitated; then: “Yea, Mas-
ter!” Amd before I could make my

limbs obey, they pounced upon me,
jerked me to my feet.

I was still only partly conscious. It
was purely by accidemt that I raised
my eyes toward the towering trees,
Amnd then I stiffened. All the blood
seemed to drain from my hody.

For 1 was looking directly at Ellen
—at her nude body—tied high on the
trunk of a tree! In horror I stared,
unable to comprehend the meaning of
that fearful sight. But a voice was
thundering in my ears—a hellish voice
that commanded :

“Biimd this wicked mocker to a tree,
like the others! He has dared to re-
sist the will of your master. Further-
more, he is the husband of the beauti-
ful but unrepemtant woman I was to
have made my bride.

“Very well, my children, they shall
both enter hell together—they and
their wicked cohorts. You shall see
how Satan's fire hungers for the fliesh
of his ememies!™

“Yem, Master!™

Strong, eager-bands caught me up as
if I were a rag doll. I felt myself
being carried swiftly across the imter-
vening space to a large tree. Them I

was pulled and hauled up aladder, and
I dared not struggle, for the earth was
receding below me and I knew I would
be killed in the falll!

Before I knew how it had lh@ppened,
I found myselt hanging up there,
chains bruising the flesh of my arms,
waist and ankles and holding me se-
curely to the broad trunk of the tree.

Descending hurriedly, my captors
pulled away two ladders, then darted
away, toward the mighty fire—an the
black robed demon in iit!

My eyes sought the fligure of Ellen.
Even before I could discover the tree
upon which she hung, her frantic voice
reached me.

“Bruce—ah, Bruce! They're going
to burn us alive—burn the trees—and
us with tienm!”
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CHAPTER 1V
Eood for the Elames

RITHING and twisting, I tried

to slip out of those emcircling
loops of chain; yet 1 knew that I
would enly plunge to ecertain death if
I suceeeded.

“Ellen—darling! I cried. “Did
they—harm youw?™
But she couldn’t reply, for her

golden head hung forward in a faint.
God, how she must have sufffered!
How these chains cut into the fllesh,
painfully, torturirnglly!

I could see the dim outlines of two
of my friends, bound to meiighboring
trees, but I couldn't distinguish their
features in that drifting murk. They,
too, seemed to be unconscious, and I
knew they must have hung there a
leng while,

Wheether the third of my associates
adorned another tree in the same
ghastly manner, or whether he had
somehow escaped the vengeance of
this crazed mob, I had no way of
knowing.

Tihat terrible, demoniacal voice was
roaring from the flames again, drown-
ing out the noises of the conflagration.

‘My children, you have done well
this night. Satan’s fiery wrath has
been kindled against you, because you
allowed mockers and scorners to live
among you—and because some of you
have departed from the ways of our
saefed Brothertiosd !

“But tonight we shall appease Sa-
tan's wrath, for the fire of hell shall
wipe out these wicked ones. Only
then can you live in safety in your
homes—wihile the prinee of hell pours
out his fury en the wicked worldi'”

“Yea, Master!” they thundered.

“You believe? It is well that you
do! Do you know what is happening
throughout this vile world? Every-
where there is panic, bloodshed, vio-
lence. Because they love their sinful
luxuries—theiir automobiles and tele-
phones and radios and electric lights,
their bridges and airplanes—and rail-
reads="

“YWeea, Master! Yea! Yea!

“—because of these things, their
doom has come! Ewven now there are
wars and rumors of war—floods and
drought and starvation! For the time
of vengeance has been speeded by such
worldly wickedness. As you have
known it would be, God’s time has
ended— He has turned this werld
over to his dreadful servant, Satan, for
flercee pumishment !

“Only you who are guiltless in the
eyes of Satan, therefore, can escape
destruction. I, your Master, kmnow
these things, because I have passed
through the fire of everlasting death
—have returned to guide you, my chil-
dren! Wl you be faitifidl! to Ssrtan’s
willp?”

“Yea, Master!™

“Then bring to me that vile creature
who has dared to let her heart grieve
in love in these days when there can
be no love, but only terror and mourn-
ing! Bring her who dared to betray
our sacred Brotherhood, by consort-
ing with unbelievers and mockers!”

There was a scurrying of black fiig-
ures, then little Lola was dragged into
sight, bound hand and foot. Twe men
held the swaying gicl on her feet.
How like my owm dear Ellen she
looked, with her yellow halir and slen-
der fifigie!

“Strip her—that her shame may ap-
pear to alll!”

Lola’s black garments were ripped
from her, exposing a shapely form that
was silhouetted against the glare of
the fiite. Gaping, shifting with the
greedy lust of restless wolves, the mob
growled approval.

“Amoimt her for the cleansing fiires
of helll!™

One of the brutes seized a spray-
gun, pumped it furiously.

Gasoline!

Y eyes bulged at the sight of

that spray-guin, which had been

used to set the back-fires. 1 tere at

the chains in herrer; when I leeked

upon that fearful seene again, 1t was

to see an old hag pull a leng burning
stick from the brush fiire,

“Thhus does Satan punish those who

betray him!” yelled the hellish priest
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—and the hag hobbled eagerly for-
ward and applled the torch.

Instantly the gasoline exploded in a
sheet of fldme! Lola shrieked pite-
ously, her body a mass of fire from
head to foot. Them she pitched for-
ward into the bed of flames across the
trail, her heart-rending cries dying
away, as merciful obliviom seized her.
Before my eyes, her once lovely body
withered and blackened like tthe
charred skeleton of a tree.

I saw the black-shrouded monster
step over the corpse—saw the mob's
gloating give way to superstitious
dread and reverence, as they cringed
back to let him pass. He walked
toward me, stopped beneath Ellen's
tree.

“Yom have seen!” his voice thun-
dered up. “Whmt is your amswer
now?"

Wihen Ellem, who was umconscious,
answered nothing, he seemed to go
mad with fury.

“Tihe trees! Burm the trees!” he
screamed. “This one fiist—timt her
husband may see her comsunmedi!"

But to my astonishmemt, a young
man caught up the spray-gum, turned
it om the priest of hell, covered him
with gasoline! Before anyone could
stop him, he touched the black robes
with fife!

Cries of horror and rage! But
standing motiomless, the awful crea-
ture who had sprung from hell’s own
fire was impervious to the flames that
greedily licked up the gasolime, then
commenced to die outt!

Yells of triumph and admiration
surged up. At a sign from their mas-
ter, the black-clotihed men of the cult
seized the daring youth who had tried
to kill a Thing from beyond the grave!

“Ewan!” they cried. “Ewam did it,
Master—it was him that dared to llove
Lola?! Amnd now he tried to kill yyou,
Master!”

Tihe boy struggled and fought; he
yelied and kicked.

“I know you—yow foul fiiad!! You
ain’t our Master—you—you are—"

In shuddering horror I saw what
was going to happen. Tihe master—
he who had forbidden the shedding of
plood—caught up an axe and swung it

over his cowled headi!

“Lookout! Look out!"” I screamed,
and shut my eyes.

Whem I opened them, sick with
dread, Evan was a lifeless corpse at
the feet of the murderer,

But something had happened to the
mob below. Tihere was horror in some
of their faces, lust and gloating in
others. I sensed the nreasom—Evan
had been a likeable youth, brighter
and mote courageous than his fellows.

He had died horribly—just when he
was about to tell them sumething.
The younger men seemed uneasy, sus-
piciows, as they stared at the fiigure of
their Master,

I saw Ivan and Mort—the hulking
giants who had so swiftly destroyed
Lolla, as if knowing in advance the
wishes of the dread priest—separate
themselves from the mob and stand
behind their Master. Plainly, they
sefised trouble, were afraid!

And then I begam to yell dowm at
them, seizing the momemt to act. If
I couldn't free myself, I could talk,
plead, persuade!

“You people!” I cried. “Dom't be
fools! That thing is not your Mas-
ter—it is a living man—amn umbeliever
who has used yow as his tools! It's
one of my owmn companioms—amdl he
has played upeom yowr swuperstitions
for his owm ends! Grab him, you
young men — grab him and tear eoff
that masi”

EY gaped up at me, but made no
move to obey.

YGrab him!" I screamed. “Don't
fear him! Those clothes of Hhis—"

But the fiiend’s voice, like shattering
thunder, drowned out mine.

“Burm the tree!"” he cormmanded fu-
riously. “Quick—ithe gasoline! Spray
the tree—set it on ffiee! It's old and
dry—watch it go up in fldanimng ffied”

They still hesitated, tora between
dread and umlbelief.

*You fools!” he thundeced, while
his two henchmem cowered behind him
for protectiom. “Wiill you obey me—
your Master—aor that lasypthermer!”

“Let him show you his face!” I
yelled dowm. “If he’s really what he
nretends to he—"
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But they weren’t listening mow.
Superstition had triumphed. Some of
the old men, the worst fanatics, were
already spraying the trunk with gaso-
line. Suddenly flames sprang up—
reaching, crawling like devilish ser-
pents toward me!

I had seen the fire leap from tree to
tree in the forest fire;; I knew it would
be only a matter of momemnts before
the deadly flames were upon me!

Upturned faces encircled me. Gloat-
ing eyes watched in sadistic sattiisfac-
tion the thing that was happening to
me. Through the holes of his black
mask, the devilish master stared up at
me—and I knew there was triumph in
those hidden éyes.

Rage overcame my panic and des-
peration. It flamed like the fire be-
low my feet, when my tormentor is-
sued his next cormmand :

“Tthe next tree, my sons! Quickly
—he must see the fate of his loved one
—wihile the flames gnaw at his fléshH!"

They hastened to obey; and when I
saw fire leap up at the foot of the tree
holding my unconscious Ellen, I must
have drawn strength from temporary
insanity.

My chains were not tight, having
been fastened in haste. It was the sag-
ging weigiht of my body that held me
against the rough bark. I wriggled a
foot loose, then got the other free,
Taking up the slack, I managed to slip
through the remaining lleops.

Wiith my feet digging into the bark,
I clung with my hands to the chain,
preparing to leap!

My heart was in my throat now. A
slip, and I would plunge to death. But
I thought of Ellen—of the fire she did
not know was soaring toward her
naked body—amd I steeled myself for
the desperate jump.

Apparently no one had observed.
All eyes were fastened on Ellen's
lovely fifijqgure. I measured the distamce
to that grisly demom on the ground.
It would be easy to leap too far from
this height.

A cry wenmt up: “Master—above

—

He jerked around, looking wp—and
I knew it was now or never! Just as
I leaped, he started to rum—

The swift plunge through the
smoke-filled air seemed an eternity of
time—for I knew I was going to miss
him—had jumped too far!

But, sensing hi3 peril, the monster
darted off in panic—away from me—
ran directly under my outstretched
feet!?

Tihe shock was terrific. I felt his
ribs crush under me like matichstiicks;
my knees buckled up beside my chiim;
my head snapped forward, almost
breaking my neck. I rolled on the
ground, knowing only that I was still
alive—that the black-robed creature’s
body had broken ray fall sufficiently to
save mel

CHAPTER V

Halbseasst

ELPING hands pulled me up-

right. I saw the tense, white
faces of several young mem—Evan’s
friends. Faintly I rasped: “My wife
—save my wiffe!™

Tihey shook their heads tragically.

“It’s too late, Bruce—the fire would
burn the ladders now! We're sorry
—we know how you loved her. We,
too, have wanted to be free to love—"

But I shook them off, threw myself
upon the mangled figume in the black
robe. My frenzied fimgers ripped
away the black mask—and I saw the
twisted, bloody face—of Carl Abbott!

He opened his eyes, seemed to rec-
ognize me.

“Damm you!” he groaned weakly.
“Should have—let them kill you.
Wamnted you to sufffer—burn—hated
you—still hate you—"

“You murderous devil!” I cried, as
I tore off his thick clothing. *“I be-
gan to see through your scheme—
when I recogmized those two brutes
you had helping you—the same two
you were trying to bribe to give away
the cult’s secrets! But why do you
hate rmee?”

He groaned as I flung him around,
not caring how much I hurt him in my
haste to get those garments—a com-
plete covering of-asbestos cloth, dyed
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black, which covered even the feet,
and included a heat-resisting cape for
good measure!

“Ellen!” he growled faintly. “I1—
wanted her—evem before she married
you. Had Ivan and Mort grab her—
while I—slipped away from the crew
—put on black asbestos—appeared in
fire. I commanded them—come here
—Ivan and Mort—told ethers in town
—their Master—"

I was working swiftly, pulling on
the asbestos clothing—aware that the
cracking fire was climbing, climbing,
towards Ellen's bare feet! I was
huskier than Abbott and the suit did
not fit readily.

The stupefied mob of the Black
Brotherhood were grouped about us,
totally ignoring my wife’s terrible
plight in their utter amazement at the
unmasking of their dying “Master.”

“Fodls—iggmonant  fools.”  Abbott
was gasping, as he saw them staring
down at him. “Could hawe—handled
them all—like babes. Unlimited
power—make me rich—mine gold for
me—deed me their property. I had to
do something to impress them— So I
set the fitee—Kmew it would get be-
yond control—destroy everythimg.”

“Yes, and later you would give them
a new ‘pragpbecy.”’ 1 suppose!” 1
snarled. "“You would own Crag Cove
—get the railroad in here—be a dicta-
tor, hiding behind that mask—a diicta-
tor from the dead! But you're dying
now, Abbott—and I'm glad "

His eyes glared at me.

“Not sorry—wamted Ellen. Told
her everything—woulld have made her
rich—happy—iiff she’'d pretend to die,
come to life—"

“Happy?— Wiitlh a fiiend who
burned an innocenmt girl alive!"” I ex-
claimed, marveling at his emormous
conceit.

I saw Abbott feebly beckoning me to
come closer. I knew he was dying,
supposed he had something of tremen-
dous importance to tell me. 1 bent
over him. My fingers were still work-
ing with the fastenings of the fire-
proof outfit.

“Had to do it!” he gasped. “Fools
—starved emotions—gawe them what
they wanted. Later would have told

them—all right to mamry.”

I saw his eyes glazing, but he had
managed to grasp my sleeve, was
clinging with the desperatiom of ap-
proaching extinction.

“Rezl master died—before we came.
Spiritualist, promised to come back
from grave—lead followers. I got as-
bestos outfit — San Francisco — ap-
peared one night—bonfire—at meet-
ing. They found empty grave—be-
lieved.

“Do anything I said—but I had to
humor superstitions—end of world
—Satan's reign. Had got tired trying
to win them over—your way. Wanted
to get you three out of way—"

UDDENLY a devilish laugh gur-

gled in his threat, triumph blazed
in his glazing eyes—which were up-
turned—towaird EHllen!

“Fool!” he choked. “I'm dying—
but you can’t have her, eiitdnenr!™

Donning the black hood, I turned to
save Ellen. Now, in horror, I saw what
Abbott had been doing—diwerting my
attentiom long enough to let the
flames reach Ellen’s naked form! He
was dead now, gloating triumph still
warping his lifeless features!

Cursing him, and myself for delay-
ing, 1 looked for help with the near-
est ladder. Strong young hands helped
me to hoist it to the side of the dry,
rapidly burning tree. I could scarcely
make out Ellen’s figure through the in-
tervening flames, and hope died in me
as I hastily mounted the rungs.

The ladder was already afire; the
flames licked at me as I climbed
through them. My heart leaped—
Ellen was still wmtiowched !

“Thank God!” I cried, and saw that
her eyes were open.

At last I freed her, wrapped her in
the asbestos cape, began to descend
with her limp body draped over my
shoulders. The ladder creaked warn-
ingly—ibegan to crack! Suddenly it
broke—we fell, but the earth was only
a foot or two beneath us, and the fall
was slight.

Ellen was completely exhausted
from the terrible strain of hamging
there so long; I had to pick her up,
steady her.
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Tihen I remembered my umfortunate
friends, Frank Bledsoe and Luis Villa-
nova. But already they were being res-
cued. The other ladder was against
Bledsoe’s tree; Villanowa was on the
ground.

I saw him come staggering toward
me, his stout body barely able to stand
erect.

“Bruce, ol’ man—amigo min,” he
said, his swarthy face expanding in a
haggard smile, “you are the he-man,
my friend! The thing I feared—it
happened, no? I saw you jurmmp—"

A blood-curdling scream cut him
off. Two figuress came bounding out of
the darkness toward us—the same two
hulking giants who had served Carl
Abbott with such fiiendish effiidieancy!

“Tihe fire!” they were yelling. “It's
jumped the trail—at both emdis—we're
surroanded!”

Cries of fear and horror
from the mob.

“Trapped—doomed—we
cape ™

In a moment there was pamdemon-
ium. Frightened men and women filed
in all directioms. I saw with dismay
that they were deat to reasoning. I
raised my voice to a shout, and to my
surprise it thundered out as Abbett's
veiee had thundered.

I put Ellen on the ground, adjjusted
to my lips the metal gadget I had
noticed fastened inside the mobe—a
voice amplifier!

“Stap—wait!” my voice boomed.
“I'll get you out—some way! Keep
your heads—I"ll be ack!™

At the sound of that dreadful voice,
they halted in superstitious fear. I
carefully readjusted the cape around
Ellen, eaught her up and started off
toward the village.

Instantly I saw my mistake. My
thundering voice, calling attentiom to
my fifes-prodf clothing, had already
produced a sinister effect on the fear-
erazed mob. Wiith wild eyeg distended,
faces revealing their devilish inten-
tlons, the two rascals whe had tried
to sllp away when they saw Abbett
dying, eharged teward me!

I saw Villanova halt one, grappling
with him, but the other came on, in-
tent on getting from me the asbestos

swelled

can’'t es-

clothing that meant life!

CRESCENDOQ of yells and
shrieks—them the whole terrified
mob burst in pursuit.

I tried to run faster, but I was tired
and weak, and Ellen’s slender young
body seemed an insuperable burden.
Just as I reached the edge of the en-
circling fire, clutching fimgers closed
on my shoulder, spun me aroumd!

In wild desperation, weeping with
rage at this turn of events—just when
I was about to get Ellen to saffety—
I let her slip to the ground, swung
with all my might at the brute’s jaw.

He grunted, his grasp loosening. 1
recogmized him — the treacherous,
hulking giamtt—Ivam!

Wiitlhh memory of what he had done
to little Lola lashing me to greater
fury, I tore into him, fililing both
hands at his face. He backed toward
the fire, swung a club-like fist which
caught me on the side of the head. I
was staggered; I heard the eries of the
mob, as they arrived at the scene,

Ivan lunged at me, bellowing like a
mad bull. This time I swung my fist
in a perfectly timed blow that crashed
into his exposed chin. He sailed over
backward, landing squarely into the
red-hot mmass of burning brush; he
didn"t meve.

Expecting the whole mob to swarm
upon me and tear the black garments
from my body, I whirled. But some-
thing had happened: they were run-
ning back again, led by gesturing
young memn!

Uncompirehending, I returned to my
loved one. She was standing, her eyes
wild with terror.

“Bruce—are we going in there—
through that fifiee”"

I nodded grimly, and caught her
firmlly in my arms. “I[t's going to be
hard — breathing that smoke!” I
warned. Amd to myself: “If only I
can make {t—for her sake!”

Behind me there was a frightful
crash, the earth shuddering. A tree
had fallen—one of the burning giant
snags near the fire trail. I Hheard
shrieking eries—knew that the burn-
ing menster must have landed ameng
these trapped wreteches=knew that
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sparks and fleming brands would be
scattered everywhere in the dry brush
—that the unholy spot was deomed—
and the people with iit!

Yet for me there waé no choice. I
could only go on, weeping with the
stinging, blinding smoke in my eyes—
picking my way through the ffiames,
past fine-eatsyh snags that dhreatened
te topple momentarily.

That nightmare of horror — as we
passed through a literal filaming hell
on earth—came to an end at last. We
reached the open — stood on barren
ground.

Ellen was able to stand, but I sank
dowm, exhausted.

“God, I can't go back there!” I
moaned. “I haven't the strength left
—U'll collapse on the way. But I've
got to go! 1 can’t leave them to die
like that, while 1 escape without lift-
ing a fiinger to Wellp—""

“Wait!” Ellen cried. “I hear voices!
Yes—here they come!™

I couldn’t believe it, but it was true.
Plucky Villanowa had led the most
daring of the group, including Frank
Bledsoe and the younger men and
wormen, to safety. He had wisely
chosen as their only remaining avenue
of escape a burned over area where

only warm ashes and smoldering ruins
of trees remained.

RAG COVE and the Black Broth-
erhood are no more.

Out of the ashes of the village rises
a new town—Port Villanova—with a
modern harbor, a railroad, and sane,
industrious inhabitants. In a modern
world, neither supersition nor tragedy
can for long delay the march of
progiess.

But I dare not return there. I leave
to Frank Bledsoe and Luis Villanova
the task of looking to my iimterests.
For the mere sight of a fiferraxaged
skeleton of a tree, once young and
shapely and glorious to behold, would
invoke merories that might threaten
my samity.

Even so, I cannot completely forget,
and life seems a futile mockery. Yet
I have my lovely Ellen; and because
our love has already triumphed over
hell and destruction—berause we are
young and have the future before us
=1 dare to grapple with the hideous
monster of memeory.

And who knows? Perhaps the llong
sea voyage we have planned will re-
store the peace and joy we are both
seeking.
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~ There was a vibrant note
"V of nervous tension in Karl
Reisnet's command. 1 brougiht the car
to a skidding stop in the loose sand of
the narrow roadway.

Reisner and Allan Grove were sit-
ting in the back seat. I got a glimpse
of Reisner's face in the rear-view mir-
ror. His features had always been
gaunt and pallid. Now in the faintly
reflected moonmlight his face was the
bleached white of a naked skull,

“There’s the Herron place,” Reisner

61
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said, his voice so low that it was a
husking whisper. “Nbww do you see
what 1 meamt?"

I stared out across the narrow moon-
lit valley that separated us from the
hilJ-top estate of the late Gordon Her-
ron. Tiny ripples of dread ran along
my spine. Alice shivered and her élim
fingers were cold in mine as she hud-
dled closer against my shoulder.

Since I had last seen the isolated hill
country home of Gordon Herron it had
changed insidiously. The four of us
sat staring across the valley in taut
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silence. I believe the same thought
was in all our minds—the memory of
Gordon Herron’s recent death, the
weird horror of the manner in which
he had died.

Alice and 1 had been away on our
honeymoon when it had happened, but
we had been apprised of all the details.
The dread manner in which the famous
Black God had fliguredl in the tragedy
made the story a natural headliner for
the sensatiomal press.

Gordon Herron had found the thing
in a Mayan tomb somewthere in Yuca-
tan, during his last archaeological ex-
pedition. It was the Los Angeles re-
porters who gave the statue the mame
ot the Black God. Some of them went
a step farther and called it the Black
Beast-Godl.

Neither Alice nor I had ever seen the
stone fiigure, and the newspapers’ re-
ports of it were far from imformative.
They agreed upom the rough funda-
mentals—itihat it was of some wmkmown
variety of black stone, that it weighed
close to a ton, and that it represented
a standing fiigure that was a mrepellent
blend of man and beast.

But when it came to further details,
no two reporters seemed to have seen
the thing alike. No satisfactory pho-
tographs were ever published. For
some curious reason, the statue reg-
istered only as an amorphous blur
upon camera plates.

ORDON HERRON had taken the

thing te his lonely estate high in
the San Fernande hills. Thiee weeks
later he dled there — herribly. Karl
Reigher, Herron's secretary and assist-
ant, returned late one night to find Her-
ren's bedy lylng brekem and dead be-
neath the massive weight of the ever-
turned statue.

Herron’s head had been crushed to
unrecogmizable pulp. By a gruesome
freak of chance the Black God’s fifgure
lay with its bestiak=tnout buried deep
in the dead man’s shattered skull, it-

fanged jaws dripping carmine as
though in grisly feast.
Karl Reisner’'s husky voice cut

through the somber thread of my
thoughts.
“Do you see now what I meant,” he

said, “wihen I told you that the place
had—changed?”

I nodded grimly. Wien I had last
seen the estate it had been a lushly
green oasis in the drab vegetation of
the Southern California hills. The big
stone house had been surrounded by
the rich foliage of pepper trees and the
graceful fronds of tall palms. But mow
it was a blighted area of death.

The palm fronds were wilted and
black. The thick foliage of the pepper
trees was browmn and sere. There was
an odd symmetry to the blighted area.
Close to the house it was practically
compllete. Then as the circle widened
outward the blighting influence be-
came steadily less virulent.

It was as though in some weird man-
ner the house was a central point from
which issued an invisible miasma so
poisonous that it brought death to ev-
erything within its aura.

I felt Alice’s slender body shiver
against my shoulder. The night was
sharp with the chill of late Spring, but
there was another and indefinable
coldness in the air. It was a chill as
stark as that which fills the eternally
lightless void beyond the stars.

For a long, shuddering moment I
felt that somewhere in the dark bulk
of that stone house SSomething
crouched in hideous waiting, a Some-
thing of such nameless and albysmal
evil that its very presence numbed the
brain with crepitant dread. Then I
shook off the eerie feeling angeily, and
turned to face Karl Reisner.

“Youw brougiht us down here by phon-
ing Alice of some vague evil that was
threatening the place,” I said impa-
tiently. “When we met you in the vil-
lage you refused to give any details,
telling us to wait until we arrived and
saw for ourselves.

“Wee're not waiting any longer. If
there is real danger lurking in that
stone pile, we’re going to know what
we're facing before we go any farther.
You're telling us all about it—here and
now!”

Reisner nervously ran the tip ef his
tongue over dry lips.

“Alll right, Bartlett,” he husked, “I'll
tell you. It's that aceursed thing that
Gordon Herron dug out of that Mayan
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tomb! For three solid weeks Herron
and I lived out here with that ghastly
black abomination. From the first day
we knew that we were facing Some-
thing utterly beyond all normal ken,
but we refused to admit the imecredible
truth, even to ourselves,

“We went on about our work, with
every passing day hammering the
dread knowledge deeper into our
brains. The Black God was in some
nameless and blasphemous manner
alive with an unspeakably hideous life
of its own!

“It wasn’t a tangible thing that you
could put your finger on,” Reisner
continued, his low voice trembling.
“[t was a feeling deep in your soul that
all the time the God was standing there
waltdhfinigg you — alive, sentient, wait-
ing!

“Its very presence seemed to focus
vast forces of unknown evil upon the
estate, as a burning-glass focuses the
rays of the sun. The trees around the
house withered and died. The servants,
with the exception of Mack Delmar,
the gardener, left en masse.

“Hemrom, Delmar, and 1 sickened
with a slow illness that seemed to be
sapping the basic essence of Life itself,
but we stubbornly stayed on. Then
finally there came the time when the
hideous hunger of the Black God had
to be appeased. It fed—and its vic-
tim was Gordon Herrom!”

WK PAIT a minute!” Allan Grove
ww exclaimed. There was dis-
dainful eontempt upon his sardonically
good looking face. "Gordom's death
was gruesorme, yes, but it was mothing
but an aceident. The stone figure top-
pled over, and its weight crushed him.
You're not telling us that the Black
God voluntarily moved, are you?"
“Yes,” Reisner answered tersely.
“Yow don’t know the real truth of what
happened that night. Wihen I entered
the house 1 found the Black God stand-
ing upright in its usual place. The
body of Gordom Herron was huddled
at its feet. There was nothing but a
ghastly cavity where Herron’s face had
been. And the Black God’'s fanged
mouth was deeply stained with fresh-
dried blood!

“I couldn’t tell the authorities that
story, of course,” Reisner said drearily.
“They’d have called me a madman.
They might even have accused me of
killing Gordon Herron myself.

“L did the only thing I could do. 1
toppled the statue over so that its fall
crushed what was left of Herron’s head
beyond recognition.”

“Tihat happened over a week ago,” 1
said bluntly. “Wihy wait till now to
tell ws?"

“I waited for the same reason that I
hid the real manner of Herron’s death,”
Reisner said desperately. “I simply
didn’t dare come to you with such a
weird story. But I coulda’t keep it to
myself any longer,

“There’s stark incarnate Evil in that
demoniac stone thing, Evil that will
strike hideously again if it is not de-
stroyed. Your wife and Allan Grove
are Gordon Herron’s sole heirs. The
responsibility is theirs.”

For a moment we sat in stunned si-
lence. My brain was a dazed mael-
strom of conflicting thoughts. With
the blighted estate staring me in the
face and the cold aura of eldritch evil
about the place clesing in over my con-
sclousness like a ehill shroud, I couldn’'t
shrug Reisner’s stery away.

I looked down at the clear blond
beauty of Alice's head nestling against
my shoulder, and I wished with all my
heart that I had never brought her on
this eerie midnight errand.

"Persomally, Reisner,” Allan Grove's
hard, flat voice broke the silence, “I
think you're either drunk or crazy. But
you've hauled us out here to this Ged-
forsaken place, and we might as well
go on and have a leok at this black
bogey-beast of yours. Unless my little
cousin and Her Husband object?”

I felt the hot rush of blood to my
face. It was only the restraining
pressure of Alice's slim fitngers wpon
my arm that kept me from turnlng and
taking the swing at Greve’s supereili-
ous face that I had been lenging te
take for years.

Instead, I allowed Grove’s taunt to
goad me into doing something a thou-
sand times more foolish. I crashed the
car into gear and grimly headed it
down into the valley and up the other
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slope into the estate.

We swung through the stone pillars
of the gate, and passed Mack Delmar's
cottage. The darkened windows
showed no sign of life. We followed
the winding driveway on into the area
of blighted vegetation. Evil seemed
to close around us in surging waves of
chill menace as we neared the house.
The palms of my hands were clammy
with sweat as they gripped the wheel.

Ten yards from the house we
rounded a sharp curve between tall
hedges of withered evergreems. Alice
cried out in startled terror. My foot
trod savagely upon the brake, bringing
the car to a jolting stop. There in the
narrow, graveled roadway just ahead
was the grotesquely sprawled body of
a man.

We got out of the car and ap-
proached the body. The brilliant glare
of the car’'s headlights revealed it with
pitiless clarity. Alice got one brief
look at the shuddering horror before
I had time to sweep her into my amms
and turn her head from the sight.
Reisner, Grove, and 1 stood looking
down in white-lipped silence at the
ghastly fragment of what had once
been a man.

The entire face had been literally
bitten owtt. as one would bite a chunk
from an apple. Wihere the eyes, mose,
mouth, and cheeks should have been
there was nothing but a gapmg bloody
cavity of unspeakable horror. Blood
stained the thick shock of grizzled
grey hair and splattered the dead man's
faded khaki coveralls. The clothing
and the hair identified the corpse as
that of Mack Delmar, gardener of the
estate.

EISNER'S gaunt face was livid
with fear as he lifted his eyes
from the mutilated body.

“Tihe Black God!"” he chattered be-
tween trembling lips. “The Black
God has fed agam"™

I stared at the stone bulk of the
house looming just ahead. The yawn-
ing gates of Hell would have been pref-
erable to that bleakly silent house, yet
I knew that we had to go in.

My voice was a hoarse croak in my
throat as I said, “Weslll go inside and

look at the God."

Reisner started to protest, but I cut
him savagely short.

“We have to go in there!” I rasped.
“It's the only way we can ever be
finally and definitely sume!

Allan Grove’s face was sickly grey,
but he followed us as we slowly walked
up the driveway. The porch floor rang
hollowly beneath our feet. We opened
the front door and stepped through a
small entrance hallway directly into
the large high-ceilinged room that had
been Gordom Herron’s study.

For a moment we stared into gloom
that seemed to throb with eldritch

menace. Then the lights blazed as
Reisner’s finger foumd the wall-
switch.

Alice’s breath hissed in a sharply in-
drawn gasp. Allan Grove swore in a
sibilant whisper. I felt the hair at the
base of my skull bristle erect.

The Black God stood in front of the
wall opposite us. It was a silent, im-
movable, apparently lifeless piece of
stone—yet upon it was horrible and
damning evidence of its grisly guilt!
Fresh-dried blood smeared the bestial
obscenity of the Thing's snout, and
torn shreds of flesh still lingered on the
fangs of the hideous mouth!

We advanced slowly toward it, our
steps the stiffly mechanical progress of
hypnotized birds approaching a deadly
snake. We came to a halt in the center
of the room. I forgot even the ghastly
significance of the blood-smeared
mouth in the starkly overwhelming
horror of the Black God itself.

It was carved from a single block
of some jet-black stone whose oddly
lustrous sheen was unlike any rock
that I had ever seen. It was a little
over seven feet in height and must
have weighed at least a ton.

The body was roughly human. Sav-
age power was carved in every line of
the thickly muscled shoulders and
torso. Set in the center of the massive
chest was an egg-shaped gem whose
malignant scarlet fire seemed to orig-
inate deep within its owm core,

The ape-like arms ended in hands
that consisted of three curving talons.
There was no base to the statue, It
rested upon wide-splayed feet.
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The face was the crowming horror of
the Thing. It seemed incredible that
any human sculptor could ever have
conceived the unearthly evil of that
visage. It was a nightmare of obscen-
ity that could only have been borm in
the reeling chaos of some other and
elder world of abysmal malevolence.

The head was low skulled, utterly
bestial. The open jaws of the long,
hideous snout were lined with curving
fangs. Abowve the thick upper lip were
the fliaring holes of wide nostrils. The
face was devoid of all trace of eyes or
sockets, yet oddly it gave no impres-
sion of blindness. You felt that it had
never had eyes because it had never
needed them, that it saw with other
and weirdly alien powers of its own,

INUTES mustt have passed

while we stood there staring in
hypnotized silence at the grimly mon-
strous stone Thing, our brains reeling
and numb from the surging miasma of
nameless evil that poured from it.
Then from somewhere there came a
sound that snapped our dazed senses
back to a realization of our surround-
ings. It was the hoarse cry of a man
in the last extremity of terror!

Wirenching my gaze away from the
black statue's baleful fascination, I
stared around me and started in
shocked surprise. There were only
three of us in the moom.

“WHere's Reisner?” I asked blankly.

Grove shook his head in hewilder-
ment.

“I don't know,” he said dazedly.
“He was right behind me a few minutes
ago.“'

My gaze roved on past Grove, then
stopped abruptly as it fell upon a door
in the far wall. 1 was certain that the
door had been closed when we entered
the room, but now it was half open.

“Were does that door lead?” 1
asked Alice.

“Dowm to the basement,” she an-
swered in surprise. “But there’s moth-
ing down there except some—"

Her voice broke off squarely in the
middle of a sentence as from some-
where below us there came again the
sound of a man’s outcry. I saw the
faces of Allan Grove and Alice go

ashen white, and I felt horror’s icy
fingers sweep coldly down my spine.
There was no mistaking the lideous
nature of that cry. It was bubbling,
gurgling, as of a man choking upon h
own bload !

We hurried over to the door. Just
short of the threshold I reached a hand
to Grove’s arm and halted him.

“Wee're unarmed, Grove,"” I reminded
him tersely. “Better equip ourselves
from that junk there.” I gestured to-
ward a cluster of weapons on the wall,
souvenirs of one of Gordon Herron's
many jungle treks.

Grove took down a sword with a
long curving blade like that of a scimi-
tar. I selected a wooden mace, with a
heavy knobbed head. The feel of the
weapon brought new confidence to me
as we stepped over to the doorway.

We stood there a moment, listening
in tense silence. Tihere was no sound
from the black gloom of the depths
below.

“There’s a switch on the left wall,”
Alice whispered.

I snapped it on. Yellow light from
dusty bulbs revealed a fllight of stone
steps leading dowm into a basement
that was little more than a long, half-
finidieed corridor. There was mothing
to be seen in the limited area visible
from the door.

“Reisner! Karl Reisner!” I called.
“Are you down there?"

There was no answer. We started
cautiously dowm the steps, Grove
and I abreast, Alice close behind us.

The stairs ended at a wooden floor.
The air was dankly chill, with a musty
scent of decaying wood. Tiers of piled
packing-cases lined the walls, some of
them empty, others comntaining relics
from Herron's trips of exploration. We
advanced slowly along the narrow aisle
between the cases toward a door in the
far wall.

We passed through it into amother
room, a small chamber approximately
twenty feet square. Several tall piles
of packing-cases towered precariously
against the walls in here, their contents
stone fligures and panels from Mayan
tombs. We searched the small room
for a few minutes, then came to a halt,
baffled.
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At that moment, with heart-stopping
abruptness, the lights went out!

ITCH darkness surged in upon

our dazed senses like the stifling
folds of a giant blanket. Wiith the
darkness there came a sound that
brought stark gibbering horror!

Somewihere in the room above us
there were footsteps, not the ordinary
light tread of normal human feet but
ponderous clumping steps made by a
Thing of colossal weight as it strode
stifly upon feet of solid stone. Pri-
meval terror numbed my quivering
senses in a dazed stupor as I realized
the incredible truth.

The Black God was again stalking
through the might!

For a dread shuddering minute that
seemed eternities long, the three of us
stood frozen and motiomless in the
dense darkness, listening with hypno-
tized fascination as the clumping au-
tomaton-like steps crossed the floor to-
ward the basement door.

Then as the unseen Thing reached
the door, our tension suddenly broke.
I heard Allan Grove mumble lnysterical
curses through quivering lips. He
turned and fumbled for the door. He
passed through it and raced in blunder-
ing flight into the case-lined aisle of
the room beyond.

I swept Alice’s slender figure close
to mine, holding her tightly lest terror
should drive her into blindly following
Grove’s example. Flight in that direc-
tion was stark madness. It meant
rushing straight into the grimly-
taloned hands of the stalking stone
horror.

I felt Alice's body shudder in my
arms. The touch of her slim fifigers
upon mine had the coldness of naked
fear.

“Steady, darlimg!” I whispered
huskily, trying to put a reassurance
into my words that I was far from feel-
ing. “As long as we stay back here we
still have a chamce.”

I groped for the door and swung it
shut. My fumbling fimgers found the
latch and slipped it into place, though
I knew the utter futility of the act.
That grimly stalking stone colossus
could shatter the flimsy barrier with a

single sweep of one of its black arms.

We retreated to the far wall of the
little room. I placed Alice in the shel-
ter of a niche between one of the piles
of cases and the wall. Then, mace in
hand, I stood in front of her, tensely
waiting.

The stifling darkness blotted out all
trace of vision, but we did not need
sight to be aware of what was happen-
ing. The sounds that throbbed tinrough
the blackness told the story all too
clearly.

There was the slow ponderous tread
of the Black God'’s feet as it descended
the stairs, stone feet clumping solidly
upon stone steps. There was the
lighter sound of Grove's shoes scuffling
over the flioor in his mad ffiht.

Heavem alone knows what fatal
quirk in Grove’s terror-crazed brain
sent him racing headlong into the arms
of the advancing Thing. They met, ap-
parently at a spot near the bottom of
the stairs.

Tihere was a sharp ringing clang, as
of Grove's scimitar striking forcibly
against stone, followed by blurred,
vague sounds of a hand-to-hand strug-
gle. Allan Grove screamed once, a
shuddering cry of gibbering terror.

His voice was abruptly blotted out
by a grinding, crurmbining sound of in-
describably horrible timbre. A gur-
gling moan bubbled through a liguid-
choked throat, then died away into si-
lence. There was a dull thud, as of a
lifeless body falling limply to the flibaor.

Next came the sound that I had been
dreading with every shrinking fiber of
my soul — the ponderous thud of the
Black God’s stone feet as it again re-
sumed its ghastly marci!

The last fHakerimg spark of hope
died in my heart as I realized that
Grove’s death had not appeased the
Thing's grisly hunger. The monstr sus
march of the thudding footsteps was
progressing straight toward the door
of the room in which Alice and I
crouched, helplessly trapped!

ERIE menace pulsed through the

4 smothering darkness in waves of
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rhythm of the stiffly clum feet as
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they advanced toward us. The insen-
sate stone body came onward in a mon-
strous and horrible manner that was
alien to every law of a sane and mormal
world.

It reached the door. The stone feet
came to a halt. For a long breathless
second there was a tautly vibrant si-
lence. Then sound exploded with cata-
clysmic force in the close comfines of
the small room. A hurtling stone arm
crashed into the barrier. The fliimsy
latch snapped as though struck by a
battering-ram. The door swung vio-
lently open.

A small oval spot of red light glowed
luridly in the opening. The rays
struck full in my face. My eyes
blinked blindly in the ruddy glare. The
source of the crimsom light was the
gem on the Black God’s chest.

Behind the fiery jewel I could dimly
see the towering outline of the mighty
stone fiigure, topped by the fliatemed
skull of its hideously bestial head.

For an interminable second of crepi-
tant horror the Thing stood motion-
less, its eyeless face fiixed upon us as
though wattbhipig us with some eerie
sense utterly alien to all Earthly life.
Then one of the great splayed feet
stifly rose and the Thing stepped
across the threshold.

Grimly and inexorably it advanced
upon us. Evil, abysmal and imcarnate,
floveedd from the Thing in a surging
flomd of soul-chilling malignance. My
brain reeled, numb and shaken beneath
the impact of that dread aura of stark
malevolence. I stepped forward to
meet the stalking fifigure.

The glowing jewel approached my
eyes until ft wa3 so near that my daz-
zled vision could no longer discern
even a hazy glimpse of the stone body
behind it. I lifted my heavy mace
and swung with all my strength at the
spot where I felt that the loathesome-
faced head should be.

The blow never landed. Am umyield-
ing solid stone arm met my wrist with
a paralyzing force that sent the club
spinning harmlessly from my limp fiim-
gers.

A taloned hand of lustrous black
stone lashed out through the crimson
murk. I jerked my head to one side

but the hand caromed off my cheek
with a force that sent me reeling.

The Thing was upon me before I
could recover. I struck blindly with
both fists, then winced In pain as they
glanced futilely off the skim-tearing
surface of living stone. Again a Jus-
trous black arm swung ponderously to-
ward my face, and this time I had mo
chanee to dodge.

The blow struck my forehead with
stunning force. My body huntied back-
ward into a precariously piled heap of
cases in the corner. The pile collapsed
with a splintering crash, but I was too
dazed to scramble clear.

The last thing that I heard was
Alice’s high-pitched scream of mortal
terror. Them the falling cases crashed
upon my head and shoulders. White
flarise exploded in my brain in a blind-
ing sheet followed instantly by a black
oblivion that blotted out everything.

Y first waking sensation was of

pain. My head throbbed. Ag-
ony grated through my left side with
every breath that I drew. An imtoler-
able weight was pressing upon my
chest. ] opened my eyes. They met
only smothering darkness.

My arms were partially pinned at
my sides. I managed to twist them
free sufficiently to explore the darkness
around me. I was lying face upward
on the flioor, half buried beneath the
brokem packing-cases and their stone
comtents.

It took long minutes of muscle-
wrenching work before I managed to
work myself free of the splintered de-
bris, and wriggle clear. My body was
an aching mass of bruises from head
to foot, but the only serious injury
seemed to be in my side. The persist-
ent grating pain there told of broken
ribs.

I searched my pocket for matches.
I found just one, and it was broken.
Its flame lasted for scant seconds be-
fore it scorched itself out against my
blistered ffingers. The brief flare lasted
long enough for me to see that I was
alone in the small room.

The Black God had gone. And with
the monstrously stalking figure of ma-
lignant stone, Alice had vanishedl
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Stark dread closed over my heart
with icy fimgers as I thought of the un-
speakable fate that might have befallen
her. My steps shuffled over the fiwor
with frenzied haste as I groped for the
door.

Imagination limned vivid and terri-
ble pictures in my tprtured braim—
images of the clear, fliwless blond
beauty of Alice’s lovely face, and dread
memory of the horrible faceless frag-
ment that had once been Mack Del-
mar.

I groped my way along the case-
lined aisle of the next room. My foot
thudded solidly into something lying
limp and motionless on the fibear. My
lips spoke a whispered prayer as I
knelt and explored the thing with grop-
ing fiingers.

A mighty wave of relief surged
through my heart as my fumbling fiim-
gers met a stiff collar and tie that were
unmistakably masculine. My ffirgers
passed on up over the chin. Then
abruptly I snatched them away with a
strangled exclamatiom of abysmal hor-
ror.

The sight of the faceless mutilations
that marked the Black God’s dread
path was horrible enough, but to run
ene’s fiimgers into one of those unspeak-
able facial cavities in the darkness was
a shock that brought my reeling brain
perilously close to the brink of shriek-
ing madness,

My body retching in umcontrollable
nausea, I staggered to my feet and
blundered on through the blackness to-
ward the stairs. My foot struck the
bottom step.

At the top of the flight a faint line
of light marked the crack of the door.
From somewhere beyond the door
there were faint sounds, as of some-
one or some Thing moving around in
the room albove.

There was a low rumble of conver-
sation but the words were indistin-
guishable. I groped my way cau-
tiously up the stairs. The door opened
outward into the study. It was slightly
ajar, but the crack was too narrow to
give any view of the room beyond. I
gently pushed it open several inches
more. The sight that was revealed
numbed my heart with cold horror,

The monstrous form of the Black
God dominated the scene. The tower-
ing figure was in its former place in
front of the wall, but it no longer stood
erect upon its splayed feet. It mow
leaned far forward at an angle so great
that the only thing which restrained its
headlong plunge to the floor was a
thick rope looped around its massive
neck.

TRETCHED on the floor beneath

the grisly menace of the stone co-
lessus was Alice’s helplessly-bound fiig-
ure. Her pesition had been caleulated
with filendish nleety. Wheen the lean-
ing figuie ot the Black Ged was re-
leased te finish its forward fall, its long
Bestial sneut wowld strike with horri-
ble aceuraey squarely inte Aliee’s un-
protected face!

The rope around the Black God's
neck passed on up over an iron hook
fastened to the ceiling rafters, then
down to a strong steel spike driven
deep into the wall. The rope was
looped around the spike in a moosed
knot that needed only a single jerk at
its free end to come loose and send the
stone figure hurtling forward on its
deadly plunge.

And, standing with his hand almost
within reach of the knotted rope, was
the human monster who had been re-
sponsible for the grisly horror of the
night’s events. There was no mistak-
ing the tall gaunt fifggure. It was Karl
Reisner!

Alice’s face was deathly white as she
stared up into Reisner’s eyes, but her
voice was pluckily steady.

“Wihy are you doing this to me,
Karl?"” she pleaded.

“I have no choice in the matter, my
dear,” Reisner rasped. “It is either
your life or mine. You and Allan
Grove were Gordom Herron’s sole
heirs. An accounting of the estate to
you would reveal that the accounts had
been looted of considerable sums.

“The shortage would Imevitably be
traced to me and the authorities would
then guess the real truth about Her-
ron’s death, that I killed him when he
threatened to send me to prison for the
theft. But with you and Grove elim-
inated, the accounting would be post-
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poned long enough for me to cover all
traces of the shortage.”

I stepped up into the room. Every
muscle was tensed in an agonizing ef-
fort to keep from making the slightest
sound. The spot where Reisner was
standing was nearly thirty feet from
the basement door. I crept toward him
with the slow and infinite caution of a
stalking jungle cat.

“Mack Delmar suspected the truth
about Herron’s death,” Reisner’s husky
voice rasped on, “but he was too canny
to act until he had proof. The fool
waited too long. I killed him just be-
fore I went to the village to meet you
tonight, then mutilated his face to
make it appear that he had been slain
by the Black God.”

As I stealthily advanced upon Reis-
ner, I saw on the floor beyond him the
discarded costume that had been worn
during the attack upon us in the base-
ment. The body and cleverly built-up
headpiece were sheathed in a black
stone-like material. The soles of the
shoes were lead-weighted like those of
a diver.

The facsimile gem upom the chest
still shone red from a comcealed bat-
tery. Beside the suit was a bolo, its
heavy blade stained dark with blood, in
all probability the weapom which had
so horribly muttlated the faces of Mack
Delmar and Allan Grove.

I could see now how easily Reisner
had duped us into playing directly into
his hands. When we entered the base-
ment in answer to his cry, he had prob-
ably been hiddem among the packimg-
cases in the room at the foot of the
steps.

After we passed on into the smaller
room he slipped back upstairs, donned
the Black God costume, snapped off
the lights, and descended for his mur-
derous attack. He had made just one
mistake in his carefully-planned pro-
gram thus far, and that was when he
had left me for dead beneath the pile
of fallen cases.

HAD covered half the distance to
where Reisner was standing when
Alice saw me. Her swift-drooping eye-
lids instantly hid any telltale gleam of
hope from her captor. Wiith lightning

alertness and superb courage, she
helped me in the only way she pos-
sibly could, by trying to keep the
fiend's attention diverted until I could
get within striking distance.

“You can’t get away with your plan,
Karl!” she said desperately. “People
believed you when you attributed Gor-
don Herron’s death to the Black God,
but they’ll never believe that three
other persons could have died the same
way."”

“Wihy not?” Reisner rasped, his
voice tense with the sadistic madness
that surged through his veins. “The
fools of the press built the Black God
up into a supernatural fiigure about
which anything will be believed.

“I have cleverly added to its aura of
evil mystery, even to the extent of in-
jecting poisonous chemicals in to the
sap of the surrounding trees. Wihen I
tell my story of the God stalking mur-
derously through the house tonight,
leaving me the only survivor, I will be
believed. No one will—"

Reisner’s words broke abruptly off.
Some faint sound of my steps must
have warned him for he whirled
swiftly around while I was still a full
six feet away.

There was no time to rush him. His
hand swung too perilously close to the
knotted rope that would release the
stone statue. I left my feet in a hur-
tling headlong tackle.

We crashed to the floor together.
Reisner clawed for his pocket with his
right hand as we scrambled back to our
feet, but I was upon him before he had
time to complete the motion.

My fists ripped into his face in a lash-
ing attack that staggered him. He
caught himself, and fought back with
a savage ferocity that momentarily
held me at bay. Tihere was surprising
power in that tall gaunt frame.

But he no longer had the protection
of the stone-sheathed armor that had
given him such an overwhelming ad-
vantage in our basement battle. This
time my fists struck solidly home, and
their ripping punishment swiftly began
to tell.

He gave ground before the blows I
rained in his face. Beyond him I saw
Alice jerking and rolling her bound
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body with desperate efforts, had man-
aged to writhe safely clear of the lean-
ing Black God’s menace.

I shot a thudding left home to Reis-
ner's mid-section. As he sagged from
the blow I caught him with a smashing
right on the side of his jaw. He pitched
backward to the floor at the base of the
leaning statue.

In the heat of the battle I had for-
gotten his previous effort to get some-
thing out of his pocket. I remembered
it too late. His hand again fllashed for
his pocket, and came out with an auto-
matic pistol.

I flung myself forward, but his shot
caught me in mid-stride. Smashing
pain raked my side as the slug fur-
rowed across my ribs. 1 staggered
backward into the wall.

Reisner rose to one knee. His skull-
like face was a contorted masque of
demomiac triumph as he carefully
steadied the pistol for the next shot.
Wiithh pain-glazed eyes I watched the
lethal black hole of the muzzle swing

inexorably into line with my heart.
Then the fiingers of my right hand
touched a dangling rope end.

Memory of what that rope meant
flashei  with lightning  swiftness
through my racing brain. I jerked it
savagely, then flung my body to one
side just as Reisner fined. The bullet
ripped harmlessly into the wall within
scant inches of my hody.

Reisner looked up in time to see the
Black Ged start forward in its deadly
plunge. He tried frantically to scram-
ble out of the way, but his foot slipped.
He sprawled on his back, squarely in
the Black God's path.

Reisner screamed, a cry of stark hor-
ror that ended abruptly. The falling
statue struck with a weird and terrible
accuracy. Whhat had been Karl Reis-
ner's face vanished in a hideously
pulped cavity in whieh the statue’s
blood-smreaed sneut Auzzled deep, as
though the Black Geod was actually
glutting its hunger in ene of the grisly
feasts that Reisner had simulated.
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' DGAR COYLIE braked his road-
ster to a halt in the well-kept
driweway and curiously

glanced up at the old house towering

above him. It seemed scarcely to
have changed in six years. A great,
old-fashioned mansiom. lonely in its
helght on the slope of Grey Mountain,
far above the little village in the valley
below. . The driveway was carefully
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raked, and the little garden was well
tended, but bushes still grew thickly
on the slopes nearby.

Coyle, as a boy, had feared those
bushes. They had been so dark, so
menacing, as though they harbored in
their shadowed depths all the ghastly
figures that haunt a child’'s dreams.
Often, peering down fearfully from
his bedroom window, he had imagined
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that alien eyes were glaring at him
from below; in the night, when dogs
howled from the village, Edgar Coyle
would awake shuddering with terror.
For instilled in him by Lymnch, the
hunchbacked, superstitious butler, had
been the tale of the Coyle curse—the
werewolf legend.

But now, Coyle thought, he had out-
grown such foolishness. He was com-
ing home, for the first time since a
night six years ago, when a bitter ar-
gument with old Everett Coyle, his
grandfather, had ended with the
younger man’s stalking out of the
house, declaring that from then on
he would support himself.

That he had done. But with the
years his old hatred of the taciturn,
morose old man had changed, faded
and dimmed. He himself, he knew mow,
had been at fault also; intolerant
youth and opinionated age lhad
clashed. In response to his grand-
father’'s pleading letters, Edgar Coyle
had come home. “To shake hands once
more before I die,” the old man had
written.

Smiling somewhat sadly, Coyle
swung out of the car and hurried up
the path. As he rapped the old-fash-
ioned bronze knocker he was wonder-
ing who would answer the door,
whether old Lynch was still presiding
over the household.

Yes. It was Lymch, framed in the
doorway, his gigantic, humped torso
monstrous above dwarfed legs. The
swarthy, wrinkled face, stubbled with
grey beard, was thrust forward. Spark-
ling, jet-black eyes peered into
Coyle’s own.

“Domn’t you know me?"” Coyle asked,
grinning. “Hello, Lynch "

E man drew back, his face twist-
ing into a mask ot fear and ha-
tred. His voice came raspingly,

“Aye, I know you, Edgar. Your
grandfather said you were coming.
Yau Feedi!”

Startled, Coyle stepped back. Was
Lynch mad? Whast had happened to
change him so?

“Lymnch,” Coyle protested, frown-
ing. “WHmit’s the matter, man? Is amy-
thing wromg?™

The hunchback shut the door care-
fully behind him and stepped out on
the porch. His hands swept out,
caught Coyle’s shoulders. Black eyes
stared searchingly. Amnd fear crept
into them.

“Yes, man, something’s wrong.”
Slowly Lynch nodded. “Hawve you for-
got all the old tales I told you? Ed-
gar, you're a Coyle. Does that mean
nothing to yow?"

Coyle stared in astonishment, re-
pressing an impulse to laugh.

“You mean the curse? Lynchl!
Afiraid of me? Wihy you've kmown
me since I was a atipy!™

“Youw're no child now.” The humch-
back’s face was sombre. “You're twen-
ty-three. The curse falls when a
Coyle's of age. Amd you have the yel-
low Coyle eyes, wolf’s eyes, that can
see in the dark.”

“Comme on,” Coyle said brusguely.
A little surge of irritation mounted
within him. “Tell my grandfather
I'm here. At least he won't be afraid
of me.”

“Tie fool,” Lymnch whispered, his
voice hoarse with passion. “Tihe mad
fool. No, he’ll not fear you; he does-
n't believe, either. But I fear, for I

know! Amnd I'll save you both. Go
back to the city, Edgar. You must,
you st

For a moment Coyle considered ar-
guing further with the old servant.
But impatience won. Shrugging, he
moved aside, intending to brush past
Lynch. Agaim iron hands gripped his
shoulders.

“Youw'll not, then? By God—" The
great fimgers dug remorselessly into
Coyle"s fitash. “Yow'll not come in this
house. Not with the curse on yow!”

Wiimciing with pain, Coyle tore free.
Lynch blocked his path. He fllung out
a great arm, pointing to the roadster.
But Coyle came forward, head bent,
fists ready.

The hunchback crouched. His arms
swung apelike. His hairy face was a
twisted dievil-mask,

“Lynch!” The cry came from near-
by. A girl’s voice, low and command-
ing. The hunchback looked awround
quickly, and Coyle followed his gaze.

A girl was standing at the corner of
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the house. She wore riding clothes,
swung a crop carelessly against her
leg. Level grey eyes, fringed by lashes
golden as the girl’s hair, watched the
two men.

“Who are you?” she asked. “Oh—
your eyes—" She broke off swddenly.
Flushing, she covered her embarrass-
ment. “I'm sorry. Youw're Edgar
Coyle, of course.”

“I'm not ashamed of
grinned. “Yellow eyes are a family
trait. Thanks for coming just mow,
Lynch and I—" He hesitated, not
wishing te invelve the old servant in
trouble; but Lymeh shrugged impa-
tienitly.

“He must go back to the city, Miss

'em,” Coyle

Denison. He rmusx.”
“Whmt?” The girl stared. “But
why? Yowmr grandfather has been

talking for days about you. You'd
planned to stay for a week, he said.
Can't you—"

“I"ve no intentiom of leaving,” Coyle
broke in. “Lymch insists on it.”

“Lynch! Yow've no migiht—"

“My right and my duty,” growled
the hunchback harshly. “Yow see his
eyes? Walif's eyes! He can see in the
dark, as all the Coylles can. Amd d'you
know why? Sure you know—iit’'s mo
secret around here. The wvillagers
know why every Coyle must live alone
after’s he's of age!"

E girl's brows contracted. Her
lips parted, but Lymch gave her
no chance to speak.

“There's an old sayimg—

‘One shall be spared, for he is the lock;
One shall be spared, for he is the i

Two shall be deomed, be they Ceyfe ¢lan,
Bgﬁ the blesd of Wol iR the VEiAs of map:
Allone the Eoyles are safe: But when
two Coyles meet, the gate is unlecked
—the gate of hell! Amnd the werewolf
funs with the pack agam!"

“Stop it, Lynch!” How well Coyle
knew that deep, powerful veice!
Swiftly he turned. Everett Coyle, his
grandfather. The old man had chamged
not at all. His snowy mane swept baek
from the wide forehead, and his bushy
eyebrows were tangled above the yel-
low Coyle eyes, blazing now with
anger.

“Stop it! You superstitious foel,

get in the house! I should have ex-
pected something like this.” Mutter-
ing, the old man watched Lynch sham-
ble out of sight. Themn his face was no
longer forbidding.

“Edlgar, I'm glad—" The two wrung
each other’s hand, and the younger
man felt a deep thankfulness that he
had heeded his grandfather’s call.

After a moment old Coyle turned
away. His voice was unsteady as he
spoke.

“I'll get the others. I want you to
meet them. Come in the house. You,
too, Alma,” he said.

Comfortably esconced on an old-
fashioned sofa, the girl smiled at
Coylle.

“I guess we’re introduced. Alma
Denison. Boarding with your uncle

Coyle looked surprised. *“I didn't
know—surely he dioesmt—"

“¥iedll, not a regular boarder. Didn't
you know about Nova Colony? Your
grandfather started it, and his money's
backing it. Lucky he’s got plenty of
dinero, for certainly it's showm no
profit!” She caught herself. “I mean,
it's an artistic colony, with only a few
members. They all live here with
your grandfather, who’s backing them
—formed a corporatiom, in fact.”

Coyle grunted. He was not entiirely
pleased by this news, although he
could not have said why.

“Are you in on this — Nova Col-
ony?" he asked the girl.

“Oth, no. I'm really spending my
vacation here. Mr. Coyle was an old
friend of my father's, and, well, father
died, and a stenographer doesn’t make
a fortune. Your grandfather asked me
to spend my vacation here. It helps a
lot.” She smiled confidingly. Some-
how Coyle was glad that this girl was
not a member of Nova Colony.

He glanced up quickly. His grand-
father was ushering three men into
the room. Introductioms were made.
It was plain that Everett Coyle
thougit highly of these three.

YLE catalogued them in his

mind. Norman Arndt—author.
A bronzed, pleasant-faced man who
seemed curiously young despite the
streaks of gray at his temples.
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Clyde Di Mario—a slender, mervous
man of indetermimate age, with a thin
dark face and a needle-tipped black
moustache. Amnd Ralf Kain, who was
a sculptor—very big, very blond.

Di Mario, a painter, had a number of
packages under his arm.

“I’'m going to the village,” he an-

nounced. “There is mail to go. And
some canvases. Have any of you
mail?"

“Not me,” the blond Kain said. “I've
been expecting a letter though. Ask
for it, eh?’

“See if my dictaphome records have
come in yet, too, Di Mario. I ordered
some two weeks ago. and they haven't
arrived,” Armdt said, shrugging semi-
tragieally. “"I'll be reduced to wsing
my typewrriter soon, and I'm much too
lazy. 1 do all my writing vocally,”
he grinned at Coyle. “Miss Denison
is good enough to transcribe it for
me."

Di Mario, with a glance at the
darkening windows, hurried away.
Everett Coyle looked after him, his
shaggy eyebrows raised.

“He does not find our company stim-
ulating, I fear,” he observed in his
deep bass

“No," Armdt grunted. “He won't
be home till elevem or twelve. Cards
and drink—theyll keep him busy.”

Later Coyle was to remember those
words. The rest of the evening was a
pleasant, confused haze—coditaills, a
dinner served by the sullem Lynch,
cigars and idle talk—and fimally bed.
As always at night, a strong wind blew
noisily around the house; peering
dowm at the bushes, Coyle chuckled
to hirmself.

No wonder he had been frightened
by them as a child. Certainly the
black shadows took strange $hapes,
but they were merely wind-tossed
shrubs. Still, he did not envy Di Marie
his journey back from the village.

He was sleepy, very sleepy. Almost
before his head touched the pillow the
black abyss of obliviom swallowed him.
Dreams came. e

Strange dreams. Dreams of moon-
lit forests, and shadows, lean, furtive
shadows that slipped noiselessly from
tree to tree. Strangely in the dream

he seemed to be running with the
shadows, running on four legs!

The dream changed. There were
vague, inchoate flashes, a visiom of the
moomnlit slopes below the house, with
bushes tossing wildly in the silver
glow, and a small figure pledding
along the road. A fiigume he mecog-
nized. Di Mario

In the dream Coyle ran to meet the
artist. Ran—om all fours! Ran, and
leaped, and saw Di Mario's face, a gro-
tesque horrible mask, drop beneath his
onslaugit, saw blood ribbom across
swarthy skin! The rest of that ghastly
dream—

Coyle did not care to remember!
Shuddering, sweating with horror, he
awoke to find sunlight slanting across
his pillow. Someome was kmocking
loudly at his door.

Slowly Coyle got out of bed. There
was a dull ache in his head, and he saw
with a shock that his pajamas were
stained with earth and torn in several
places.

“Wh's there?” he called weakly.

“It's Kain. Come out, mam—Di
Mario’s been kiillladi!™

Ice gripped Coylle. He sat down
weakly on the edge of the bed.

“WiHeat? Di Mario—killed?” he
gasped.

“Yes. Wiill you come diowm?"

“Right away,” Coyle called. "I’ll be
right there.”" After a brief hesitation
the sound of footsteps receded down
the hall.

Coylle’s eyes were shut against the
throbbing ache in his skull. Slowly
they opened. He peered at the hands
resting on his knees,

ANDS that were stained red! A

sickening charnel odor of the

abattoir crept into his nostrils, and he
was suddenly sick and giddy.

“Good God,” Coyle gyroamed.
“WHedt's happened to me? What—
what have 1 dome?"

A glance into the large mirror did
not reassure him. The haggard, hol-
low-eyed image that faced him sent
him hurrying te the bathroom to re-
move all trace of the ghastly red stains
that befouled his hands and face. He
made a hasty toilet, and presently de-
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scended the stairs.

There seemed to be no one in the
house. A buzz of excited comment
came faintly from outside. Coyle
went to the door. His shaking hand
found a cigarette, lit it.

A group of men was gathered about
something in the road, something that
lay sprawled in the shadow of a
thicket. As though drawn by a lode-
stone, Coyle moved forward. The
thing was covered over by a blanket,
but blood had seeped through in a
great, shapeless stain.

“Di Mario,” Coyle said tonelessly.
“Wheatt—mwat killed ninon?™

Faces were turned to him. One he
did not recogmize, lean, lamterm-jawed,
with sharp colorless eyes. Am old
man, but one with the whipcord body
of youth.

“Tris is my grandson,” Everett
Coyle said. His voice was emotion-
less, but his yellow eyes were umnat-
urally distended.

“Edgar, this is Sheriff Dakin.”

Dakin acknowledged the imtreduc-
tion with a grunt.

“Dunno what killed him,” he ob-
served. “"Ajnimal, maybe. There's

plenty of tracks here. Looks like dog
or coyote or wolf tracks.”

And now Coyle saw them in the
dust. Impressions of pads, the claws
extremely prominemt. His &twmach
gave a little jump.

This was immpossible—impossible,
unless one granted the reality of
ghastly legends of another age! Yet
was it merely superstition? Was not
a familiar medical term today llycan-
thropy, a form of mania in which the
patient thinks himself a wild beast?

Shuddering, soul sick, Coyle moved
aside, noticing the furtive glances the
others gave him. Someone laid a hand
on his arm. He looked up quickly.

“Allma,"” he said. “I-—you shouldn't
have seen this.”

“I found the—I found him,” 8he

said. Her face was white, but com-
posed. Her grey eyes searched his
own. After a moment Coyle’s gaze
feli.

Everett Coyle, his strange eyes
dwelling on his grandsom’s face, ap-
proached.

“Edgar,” he said slowly, gripping
the younger man's arm. “Whemt kept
you so long? Ware you asllegp?”

“I—yes. 1 was asleep.” Coyle
found it difficult to meet the old man's
steady stare. Everett Coyle turned to
the girl.

“Wiill you excuse us, Alma? I want
to—"

Nodding understandingly, the girl
went toward the house, and Everett
Coyle led his companiom in amother
direction. Screened by thick bushes,
he turned to face his grandson.

“I was late getting up this morn-
ing. We all were But I was the fiirst
one up, and I saw something under
your window, Edgar.”

Coyle’s face was white. With an
effort he said, “Under my window?
Was someone trying to get im?"

“Tiherre were tracks under the win-
dow,” the old man said very softly.
“Walt tracks.”

SO W TTHAT do you mean?” Coyle
ww whispered through dry lips.
“Im God’s name—wthat do you nmecan?”

“I'm no fool, Edgar. Nor am I su-
perstitious. But I think a wolf, or
something like a wolf, came to the
house last night. Tthat, alone, would
not matter greatly; wolves can be
killed. I—" The old man hesitated.
His bearded lips were retracted in a
grimace of pain.

“I found other tracks under your
window,” he went on ffirdlly. “The
tracks of bare feet. I noticed a little
scar—triangular—om one heel. I re-
member when you got that scar, Ed-
gar, as a boy. You stepped on a broken
bottle.”

Coyle stood unmoving, mad
thoughts racing through his brain. His
lips formed a word which the other
recogmized.

“Lycanthropy. Yes, that's what I
feared. 1 destroyed your footprints,
Edgar, but—" The patriarchal face
was a tragic mask of agony and pain.
“Edgar, don't make me believe this.
I thought all the tales were supersti-
tions, because of the Coyle eyes. They
seemed like the sort of legends that
are the outgrowth of any peculiar in-
herited characteristic. But this ter-
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rible iimsze tyy—"

Coylle looked away.
distinctmess he was recalling his
dream, if a dream it had been. Some-
how it seemed, now, less a dfeam than
a memory. Lyeativhpplpy! Frightful,
mania in which the victim, believing
himself a wolf, goes forth by night to
slay, to slake his red thirst!

Now Coyle remembered medical his-
tories he had read, cases of men who
had crept through midnigiht shadows
to wreak ghastly butchery, mea who
had ended their lives in insane asyl-
ums, dumb save for the bestial yells
and snarls that came from their
throats.

Amnd in Coyle's brain, like a cracked
phonograph record, there whispered a
mad little phrase. Ower and over—

“I am the wolf. I am the wolf.”

Night came down slowly. A pall of
silence seemed to hang over the house.
All day it had existed, ever since Di
Mario’s mangled corpse had been
taken dowmn to the village. Tomorrow
men would set out with guns and dogs
in pursuit of the man-killer.

“A timber wolf,” the sheriff had said
wisely. “Omce in a while we still get
'em around here. Prob’ly half starved,
and Di Mario must have been drunk,
or it'd never have heppened.”

All day Coyle had been conscious of
eyes watching him. Lymch’s eyes,
wide with terror and something like
hatred. His grandfather’s yellow
eyes. Inscrutable eyes of blond Ralf
Kain, the sculptor; speculative eyes of
Armdt the writer.

And Alma Denison’'s grey eyes, a
little puzzled, a little worried. But
not afraid. Somehow it would have
hurt Coyle a great deal to have read
fear in the girl's cool gaze.

They ate in silence. Finally Coyle
could no longer endure the furtive
glances cast his way. He pushed back
his chair silently and took his demi-
tasse into the gardem. The cool breeze
was pleasant on his filuishedl face. He
sipped the coffee slowly.

Presently a sound made him turn.
Allma Denison was beside him.

“Weelll drink ours together, eln?”
she smiled, making a grandiose ges-
ture with her tiny cup. “If you—ol!”

Wiith dreadful

A stone turned under her foot, and
the girl nearly fell. Coyle caught her
just in time. For a moment she lay
in his arms unresisting, her coel eyes
smiling into his. And because the man
could not help it, he bent his head,
pressed his lips on those scarlet, al-
luring ones.

Swiftly he drew back.

“I'm sorry. I shouldm’t have—"

But the girl was still smiling. “I=
rather liked it, Ed,” she whispered.
“Homever, it seems we get no coffee.”

Coyle scarcely glanced at the shat-

tered cups. “I mean it, Alma. 1}
shouldn’t have kissed you. Wiill you
—forget iitt?"”

The girl's eyes fell. “Of course. If
you wish,” she murmured.

Silently she turned back to the
house, and as silently Coyile followed
her.

N uncanny drowsiness seemed to
have settled over all of them.
Coyle had thought that he would
not be able to sleep, but when the
others, blinking sleepily, had retired
to their rooms, he, too, felt a dull heav-
iness opptess his mind, a lethargic
languor that made his mevements an
effort.

Buttoning his pajama coat, he
moved to the window and stopped,
staring. Themn he lifted the shade, and
saw the heavy shutters that barred the
window. Shutters that were immov-
able! He slid open the window and
tested them, but they scarcely creaked
under the pressure of his hand. Some-
how a little breath of relief touched
Coylle. He turned away, and hesitated
as a knock came on the door.

“Edgar?” It was his gramdfather's
voice.

“Weamntt me?"” Coyle asked slespily.
“Come im."

But there was no response. Only
the click of a key turning, and the
sounds of footsteps padding softly
away. Grinning wryly, Coyle went to
the door and tested it. Locked. Ev-
erett Coyle had taken steps to preotect
his grandson—and himself.

Sleep came to Coyle presently. It
was not the lethargic slumber of the
preceding night, but a broken, uneasy
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sleep. There came again to him the
eerie visions he had already experi-
enced, the moonlit forests where black
shapes ran furtively.

A tiny thread of sound, elfim-thin,
ran through his dreams, a vague whis-
pering, faint and far away. It grew
louder, and receded, and swelled
again. And now Coyle seemed to see
the sleeping form of his grandfather,
bearded face pale in the moonlight.
Coylle was moving closer, a dreadful
hunger stirring within him,

Shrill, piercingly, a scream rmipped
through the mists shrouding Coyle's
mind, bringing him back to full con-
sciousness. The room was dark, but
unerringly Coyle’s hand went to the
lamp at his bedside, switched it on.
There was an odd sensation in his ears
and a voice was murmuring something.

He sat bolt upright, staring at the
thing his hands had brought down
from his head. Earphones! From
them a rubber tube ran to a black metal
box beside the bed, on which a dark
cylinder revolved slowly. It was a
dictaphomne.

The ghost-voice was quite audible
now. Coyle's eyes widened as he lis-
tened.

“—moomlit forest — black shadiows
are moving there, running swifitly—
you are running with them—and mow
you are in Everett Coyle’s room, mov-
ing closer to him. You are watching
his throat. A little gesture, and red
blood will spurt owt—"

Wiithh a horrified exclamatiom Coyle
dropped the earphomes. He wumnder-
stood, now. Something he had read,
long ago, came back to him. A scien-
tific experiment on educatiom during
sleep.

Affter the patients slept, Coyle re-
membered, an adapted dictaphone had
given informative lectures, carried by
earphones to the sleeping minds of the
subjects. And on awakening they had
remembered the lectures almost word
for word!

A trick, Coyle realized that mow,
had been used to create in his mind a
dream-memory of something that had
never occurred. Tihe whispering
voice of the dictaphone had suggested
to Coyle the weird visions, while

someone had gone forth to slay, ruth-
lessly, bloodily.

Coyle’s mind worked swiftly, ana-
lyzing and fifiting together the frag-
ments of the puzzle. Someome who
was familiar with the werewolf legend
had killed Di Mario, and had atitempt-
ed to frame Coyle, even to the extent
et making him believe in his own
guilt. Semeone whoese voice, distort-
ed and unreeegmizable, had whispered
deadly suggestion frem the dicta-
phemne.

GAIN the cry came, faint, des-
pairing. Coyle had almost for-
gotten what had awakened him, but
now, hearing the terrified scream from
below, he leaped from the bed, curs-
ing. His bare feet made no sound &8
he crossed the room, tried the door.
It was unlocked. Ewerett Coyle had
left the key in the lock, and the mur-
derer had easily opened the door when
he had brought the dictaphome to
Coyle's room.

Dowmstairs a door slammed. Swiftly
Coyle raced dowm to the fiirst flbwr.
The hall was empty, dim in the moon-
light. Stealthily he tried a door.

The room beyond was empty. The
next two proved equally disappoint-
ing. But beyond them—

Quietly Coyle drew the door open,
peering through the crack at a dimly-
lighted cellar and old rickety stairs.
The place was a maze of dust and cob-
webs, and the accumuilated rubbish of
years littered the fiitaar. A single elec-
tric bulb hung from the ceiling, its
faint radiance gleaming on the mearly
nude body of Alma Denison as she lay
crumpled on the ground.

Hurriedly Coyle went dowm the
stairs. The girl's filmy mightdress
hung in shreds, and a dark bruise dis-
colored her temple. But she seemed
unhurt. Beside her, however, lay a
rake, the tines discolored with clotted
blood, to which shreds of flesh and
hair clung. The weapon that had mu-
tilated Di Mariio!

As Coyle stared, Alma’s eyes
opened, and she cried out sharply, her
horror-riveted gaze on him. Drop-
ping the blood-stained rake he knelt
beside her.
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“It’s all right, Alma,” he told her,
“Wiat happened? Are you—"

She swayed toward him, faint with
relief.

“I—I domn’t know, Ed. 1 woke up
when I heard someone moving around
in the hall, and when I opened the
door he—he saw me.”

“Wlh@?h,

“I don’t know. His face—he had a
woman’s stocking over it, with just
eyeholes cut in it. He caught me, Ed.
I tried to get back in my room, but he
was too quick. He dragged me down
here, although I fought him all the
way, and then he must have kmocked
me unconsciouws. My head—" Her
fingess went up to the livid bruise.

Coyle’s lips tightened grimly. He
straightened as a sound came to his
ears. His head turned swiftly.

Tihe door at the top of the stairs was
opening.

A black, hunched figure stood there.
It was the hunchback, Lynch. His
grotesque face was twisted with some
unfathomable emotion.

He came down the steps slowly, his
gaze never leaving Coyle. The wrin-
kled, red lids were drooping, but the
hunchback’s eyes were glittering and
fixear].

“Lynch!” Coyle said sharply.

The man stopped at the foot of the
stairs. Amazingly a tear rolled down
his creased, black-stubbled cheek.

“Afn, God—Edgar!” he whispered
hoarsely. “I couldn’t believe—even
though I knew the curse. But mow—"
His glance went to the half-nude girl.
“Your—yau're a wild beast, Edgamr!™

Sheer agony was in the Ihumchback’s
voice as he almost shouted. “I'm go-
ing to kill you! I must, like I'd kill a
mad dog! You—"

He moved forward on his stumpy
legs, great arms dangling. Before
Coyle could move, the girl leaped to
her feet, interposed her body bhetween
the two men,

“Stop it, Lynch!
n't do this.”

“Eh?” Lynch stopped, staring. “He
didn't—"

Wiithowt warmiimeg it happened.
Stark fear sprang into Alma’s eyes;
Coyle shouted a futile warning.

He's not—he did-

OMETHING had emerged from

the darkness beneath the stair-
way—a fhan, fmasked, swinging a
hatehet in a sheft vielows are. The
FUFeFous weapen erashed dewn ef
the nUAchBacks nead.

Horribly the man’'s head was split
almest in half under that terrible blow.
Wiithh, a Brittle erunching of bone the
hatehet's blade blt deep, and the body
ef Lynch steed for an intelerable, age-
leng morment, still and wmmoving.

The hunchback toppled. Blood
spattered on Alma and Coyle.

Coyle wrenched his gaze from the
shambles at his feet. A sharp com-
mand from the killer made his tense
muscles relax. Am automatic was
aimed unwaveringly at his heart,

“Back up,” a cold voice requested
with ironic politemess. "“Agsimst the
wall. That's it. Now we’re quite com-
fortable ™

“Yow devil!” Coyle whispered.
“You're responsible for tlnis?"

“Of course.” the other said. Coyle
tried to pierce the stocking-mask, but
the features beneath it were umrecog-
nizable. "Of course I'm mresponsible.
But don’t blame me. You started it."

“IP—mimt d'you mean?” Am amaz-
ing thought was growing in Coyle's
mind. “I started it—by coming here?"

“That’s it. It doesn’t really matter
now how much you know, for you'll
both be dead in a few minutes. Or
even sooner.” He thrust the gun for-
ward.

“You killed Di Mario?” Alma asked.

Coyle blessed her. From the corner
of his eye he had seen an empty beer
bottle lying on the head of a barrel
scarcely a foot away. He shifted his
weight immperceptibly.

“Yes,” the masked man admitted. “I
killed Di Mario. Amd tonight I'm go-
ing to kill a few others, just as 1'd
planned. In fact, more than 1I'd
planned, for if you hadn’t imterfered,
I'd not have found it necessary to dis-
pose of Lynmcih, or either of yeou.
Lynch and the girl would have been
witnesses against Edgar Coyle. And
you, Me. Coyle, would have died In
the chair or gone to an insane asylum.”

“But why?” Coyle asked desper-
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ately. “I've never harmed you, as far
as I know. What—"

“Harmed me?” There was bitter
rage in the man's voice. “Not yet.
But you would have. As long as your
grandfather hated you, he wouldn't
leave you a penny of his fortune. But
you had to come back; the old man
softened up and was planning to
change his will. Change it in your fa-
vor!”

“But who—" Coyle stopped sud-
denly understanding. And Alma's
voice confirmed his suspicions.

“So that's it. Ed, do you know what
your grandfather’s will says mow?"

“Telll him,"” the killee mocked. “Tell
him!"

“His fortune goes to the Nova Col-
ony! Di Mario, Arndt, and Kain, for
them to administer between them-
selves for the furthering of the
colony.”

“Exactly. But why should I share
the money? I'll handle it myself—as
the sole survivor. Nova Colony!” the
masked man chuckled. “Fools! Once
I get my hands on old Coyle's
money—" Again the gun swung up.

“Youm can’t expect to get away with
this,” Coyle interrupted hastily. “The
others will hear the shot—"

The man laughed with genuine
amusement. "Drugged,, HEKdigar,
drugged! Just as they were last might.
The coffee—"

Realtization came to Coyle. That
explained why Alma and he were
awake now. ‘Tiheir coffee had been
spilled in the garden. Amnd Lynch?
Possibly the man's iron constitution
had enabled him to fight off the drug's
effect. The hunchback’s eyes had been
heavy, Coyle remembered.

WIFTLY he acted. The empty
bottle was clese now, for he had
been edging stealthily in that direc-
tien evet since he had seen it. With
ene switt movement he flung himself
aside, elutehing the bottle by its meck.
He flung it with desperate accuracy.
The killer’s gun blazed, and a bullet
thudded imto the wall. But Coyle's
aim had been good. The electric bulb
popped and went out as glass shat-
tered. Instantly the celllar was

plunged into darkness.

Very silently, very swiftly, Coyle
moved. The killer was quiet, obvi-
ously waiting for the others to betray
their positions by sound.

A metallic clatter sounded, and a
snarling oath. Then the rickety
woodem stairway jarred ominously as
two bodies fell against it.

There was a scuffle, a suddemn expul-
sion of breath, and the thud of a body
collapsing. Presently a match fifimed.

“Ed!” Alma ran forward, her face
alight with relief. “You're—you're
safe! I was afraidi—"

“I'm okay,” Coyle grinned wryly.
“A few bumps and bruises. But our
friend here is out for the count.”

“Oh! Who is it, Ed? Tihe mask—"
Coyle saw a candle on a shelf near
by, and lit it.

“Dom’t you know? I managed to
make a pretty good guess. You see—
either Armdt, the writer, or Kain, the
sculptor, could have used a dicta-
phone. But —remember the wolf
tracks found outside the house? There
were the tracks of my owmn feet there
too, although I hadn’t walked where
they were.”

“But how, Ed?"

“Plaster casts, of course. The killer
made casts of my feet while I was
asleep, and used them. The wolf
tracks—well, he either employed the
same trick, or else moulded pads from
clay, and then made the casts. Amd I
remembered that Kain was a sculptor,
and that would be right up his alley.
See?” Swiftly he bent and stripped
the mask from the murderer’s face.

The girl drew back, shuddering,
into Coyle’s arms. “You're—you're
right, Ed 1t is Kain. And—the mearly
won, too. R we hadn’t been lhudky—"

“Lucky?” Coyle chuckled. “No
luck about it! After the light went
out, I simply picked up the rake,
knocked the gun out of his hand, and
piled into him,"”

“But ow—"

“Tihe ancestral curse,” Coyle
laughed, tightening his arm about Al-
ma's waist. “Kain forgot abeut that,
or he wouldn’t have waited as he did.
He forgot that the Coyles—the were-
wolf Coyles—can see in the dianik!™



Bob Barret Ferrets Qut a Gthastly

The RAZOR of

CHAPTER I

Rettarm of the Dead

ERE were seven of us making
that tough, back-breaking por-
tage through Canadian wilder-

ness from a tributary of the Mackenzie
to Peace River.

Jacques Lawval, the gnarled old
French guide, trudged with his party
of four, thirty feet ahead of Larry Con-
roy and myself. A leather sling from
the bow of their canoe was suspended
over his left shoulder. The men with
him alternated taking turns at the stern

sling of the canoe. Conroy and I, Bob
Barret, sweated at the slings of our
owm.

The faint trail we’d followed at flirst
had petered out altogether. Now it
was just the grim, ugly business of
weaving with the heavily laden canoes
through fairly thick brush.

We should have paused and struck
camp at least an hour ago. But there
was a storm looming up. Lawval was
trying to make the shelter of an aban-
doned cabin that, he claimed, was less
than a mile from where we were now.

We trudged in silence. Lightning
occasionally crackled across the heav-

A Haunted €abin in the Canadian Wiildermess



Secret in a Desolate Scene of Madness!

By CHIARLES

Awuthay of ‘“YMwvder on
Parade,”r “Curverns of
Howarr,” ete.

A wild, inhumam shridk came fram the doemway.

GASTON DUBROIS

ens, with its ominous avcompaniment
of distant thunder. There wasn't
a breath of air. Sweat trickled into my
eyes, moistened my palms, soaked my
clothes. The strap of the canoe felt
like a mustard plaster across my shoul-
der and back.

“Tihere’s the damm cabin—to the
right!” one of the men ahead yelled
suddenly. “See iitt?"

I glanced right. Sure enough, just
barely visible through the brush and
the thin screen of young spruce, I saw
a small log cabin. A patch of blackish
water showed beyond it.

Laval, I thought, evidently had mis-

calculated the distance to the cabin.
Then I heard the guide’s voice, high-
pitched shrill,

‘“Whon Dwu, no! That is not the
place. I did not t'ink we come by so
close. Stop there? But no, no, na”

Burly Domiimick, at the stern of their
canoe, lowered his end. His sweat-
drenched, beefy face was ugly with re-
sentment.

"Why not?” he rasped.
wrong with that calbim?"

Laval was rapidly jerking his head
from Domimnick’s face to the cabin. And
I saw that his eyes, beneath the slaggy
grey eyebrows, were rolling with some

“What's

Gives Habitation to

8

Unspeakable Honroms|
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inexplicable terror. His face was white.

“The breath of hell, m'sies,” he
panted, “eet hangs over that place. We
must go way—quiick!™

“Wihat d'you mneam?™

Sweat glistened on Lawval’s broad,
hickory-hued face.

“Tihe spirit of ver’, ver’ wicked man
live there, m'sien. Because Gaston Du-
brois—he get the curse of God for the
terrible t'ing he did.”

“Whemat crazy gibberish is this?” Do-
minick snarled.

The lanky, hook-nosed, lantern-
jawed man who had been imtroduced
to me as McFarlanme said in his start-
ling effeminate voice:

“This wicked Gaston Dubrois—
what’s he done, Laval?”

The old Frenchman again glanced
fearfully toward the cabin.

*Gaston—he drink too much, mi'siew.
A bad man. One night, he get ver'
drunk. He takes razor. He go finst
where his wife sleep. He slash wit’ the
razor—so!” Lawal scraped his tihamb
across his throat. "“Them he go where
his daughter sleep. Againm he slash
wit’ the razor.”

“Niice old guy,” drawled Clark, a
chubby little man with the bland face
of a cherub and the cruel eyes of a
cheta cat.

N a whisper, Laval began elalorat-

ing on the gruesome details.

“Gaston—ihe don’t stop wit’ cuttin'
t'roats of his wife and daughter. He
go more and more crazy when he see
the blood. He slash, slash, slash wit'
the razor. Tihe mounties who find the
bodies say they t'ink Gastom mebbe try
to skin the womemn like animals he catch
in his traps.”

I found myself staring at the fourth
man, the man they called Sturm. He
was a thick-necked Dutchmam with a
body like a hogshead mounted on ab-
surd stubby legs. His thick lips were
parted, and he was wetting them with
the tip of his tongue. Relishing that
horrible stwny!

“Wthat became of
Clark asked casually.
ties catch Hinm?*

“Qfh, Gaston don’t run away.

the old devil?
*Did the moun-

He cut

his own t'roat too. His son Jean escape
when Gaston go crazy wit’ the razor.
He bring back the mounties.”

There was a brief pause, then Do-
minick’s harsh voice cut in.

“A good yarn, Lawval, but I'm tired.
Had enough hiking for one day. So
we’re stopping over in that cabin,
Gaston’s spirit womt bother you near
as much as the toe of my boot can. Go
on, lift up your end of the camoe!"

Laval hesitated, terrible imdecision
on his broad, brown face. He glanced
dowm at the burly man’s big clenched
fists. Wiithout further commemt, he
heaved upward at the canoe slimg.
Domiimick lifted the stern.

As Conroy and I trailed behind the
others toward the cabin, a curious sense
of foreboding came over me. A warn-
ing instinct of lurking peril and menace
tingled my spine.

Maybe it was the electricity in the
air. Or the terrific feeling of ex-
pectancy that charges the atmosphere
before an electrical storm. Or perhaps
the effect of the spine-crawling story
of the murderous maniac slashing with
the razor. But as we neared the cabin,
I felt my nerves tightening, tightening.

Who, I found myself wondering
again, were those four men trudging
with Lawval ahead of me? The burly,
brutish Dominick; Sturm, that wad-
dling mass of ugly blubber; hook-
nosed, soft-spokem McFarlane; Clark,
with the face of a cherub and the eyes
of a devil. They were city men, ob-
viously. Wihat were they doing here
in the heart of the Canadian wilder-
ness?

Conroy and I at least had an under-
standable motive. We were shooting
wild life and nature scenes for a Can-
adian travelogue. But I couldn’t ac-
cept the explanation that those four
men were simply on a shooting and
fishingg party. Wihy go so far North?

We were with them only because of
an unfortunate accident. Our own
guide had sprained his back. He held
out just long enough to bring us to
Lawval’s cabin. We had hoped to hire
Laval to replace him. But Lawval had
already been engaged by that quartet.
The best he could do was to suggest,
we trail along with his party until we
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hit Peace River, a distance ahead.

Then I became annoyed at my own
thougits, suddenly feeling like a pry-
ing, gossipy old woman. Who those
men were was, after all, nene of my
business.

E were quite near the cabin

now. It was built close to the
edge of what looked like a smmall lake,
and finall dying rays of the sun cast a
crimsom tint on the blackish surface of
the water,

We lowered our canoes on a kind of
crude little pier built at the water edge.
Jacques Laval lighted his stubby black
pipe, then suddenly turned to Do-
minick. There was a strange glitter
in his eyes.

“You t'ink,” he said, "mebbe I make
up that story about Gastom Dubrois,
eh? You come wit’ me, and I prove
it to you, miwiem."”

"How?"” Domimick asked curiously.

“You come wit’ me. Inside Gaston's
cabin. I show you.”

And he did, thirty seconds later,
when we crowded in the main room
of the tiny cabin. Gruesomne, horrible
proof. As added protection against the
bitter Northerm winter, Gaston Du-
brois had lined the inner walls with a
kind of greyish clay. There were great
red-browm stains om that clay mnow,
especially above two of the bunks.
Other stains—these dark red—mwaere on
the white pine planking of the fliwor.
Dried blood!

“Tihe moumnties,” Lawval explained
“they burn blood-soaked mattresses
and blankets after they bury the bhodies.
But they can do not’ing wit’ the walls
and fidar. Here is where he kill his old
woman."”

He pointed to the left bunk, then
traced with his fimger the trail of blood-
stains to a solid patch of browmish red
a few feet away.

“He drag her—there! Tihen he pick
up razor agaim—"

A wild, inhuman shriek from the
doorway spun us about as if we were
puppets operated by the same control
string.

Then a tremendous clammy paw sud-
denly seemed to clutch my heart,
squeezing, squeezing.

A nightmarish figure stood just in-
side the doorway. The figure of a tall
horribly emaciated man. Rags, in-
describably filthy, partly cowered his
skeletonlike frame. Stringy black hair,
matted with earth, came down owver his
forehead, and the crafty cruel eyes of
a madman peered through it.

The lower part of his face was con-
cealed by a matted, filthy beard. A
black beard, just below where his chin
must be it was caked with what looked
like dried blood. Amnd the same red-
dish substance stained his clawlike
hands, his forearms.

Even as we stared at him, all of us
paralyzed, utterly incapable of sound
or motion, one of those clawlike hands
darted beneath the rags covering his
chest. It emerged an instant later,
brandishing aloft a glittering straight
fazor.

“It is Gastom Dubroeis!” Laval
screamed. “Gastom Dubrois — back
from the grawe!

The creature’s lips parted, exposing
broken black teeth.

“@s—cEeaston Dubroist” he said in a
curious half chant. “My razor—eet is
still ver’ sharp. You bettaire go *way
—soon. Or I Keel!”

A peal of maniacal laughter followed
the warning. Wiith the swiftness of an
animal, he turned to the door, darted
througi it.

“I’ll get him!” Clark yelled.

E was standing nearest to the

door. Tugging at his hip pocket,
he plunged in pursuit. A moment
later, I heard shots—one, two, three!
Them Clark burst into the cabin.
Smoke still curled lazily from the snout
of his awtomatic.

“Johnny,” he said to Domimidk, a
plaintive, incredulous note in his voice,
“you know I never miss with the gat.
Not at twenty feet, anyway. Amd he
wasn't much further than that when
I began pumpin’ lead at him.”

“He got away, eh?"

“Right. I can’t fiigger it out. Don’t
see how I could’ve failed to plug him.”

“He is dead,” Lawval said hoarsely,
his face twitching with terror. “You
cannot kill the dead, m'siew. Gaston
Dubrwiis, put in a murderer’s grave two
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years ago—he laugh at bullets. We
must dig up his grave. We must drive
a stake through his black heart. That
will keep heem there.”

“Do you know where the mounties
buried him?” asked Clark.

“But certainly. I help dig the graves.
Come, I show you.”

CHAPTER 1I

Danthh Strikes Again

O we trooped out on this mad,

macab¥e mission of driving a stake
through a corpse buried two years ago.
Laval led us to the rear of the cabin.
Then he stopped short, pointing with a
vielently trembling hand. His mouth
was opemn, but he seemed incapable of
uttering a sound. He was literally
frozem, paralyzed with terror.

There were two mounds of earth be-
hind the cabin. Two graves. Between
them yawmed a shallow pit, fringed
with loose earth. Am open grave.

“You see?’ Laval screamed sud-
denly. “He—come out of his grave.
He_'n’

“Now wait a minute, you old fool,”
Dominick growled. “Yow saw Dubrois
buried in that grave by the mounties?"

“Ohis, m'sien. He was dead, his t'roat
cut from ear to ear.”

“Dead men,” said Domiimick, “don't
crawl out of their graves. The moun-
ties must have only thought he was

dead. Buried him alive. Then he
clawed his way out again.”
“But I tell yow, m'sies,” Lawval in-

sisted shrilly, “Gastom Dubrois wmas
dead.”

“The moumnties,” Clark contributed
hesitantly, “are pretty bright boys.
Seem@ to me they wouldn’t make a
dumb mistake like that. Amnd I told
you, Johnny, that I pumped three slugs
at him.”

Domiinick laughed, derisive laughter
in which McFatlame and Sturm joined.

“Alll right, Chris,” he sneered, “start
holding hands with Lawval. Yow're in
his class now. Myself, I got a bright
idea, folks. This is supposed to be a
hunting party, isn’t it

“I,” McFarlane said softly, “am get-
ting an inkling of what you’re driving
at, Johmmy.”

“Youw would!” said Domimick. “A
mad Frenchmam chasing around with a
razor ought to supply a lot of fun,
gents. It's a cinch that he's still
around somewthere. How about a little
man-hunt, just to break the monotony,
you Kkmaw 2"

McFarlane smiled slowly. Sturm
made throaty noises that reminded me
of an eager and excited pig. Clark,
evidently forgetting his qualms a min-
ute ago, said emtinusizstticlly:

"Hedll, Johnny, you always were the
brain guy of this outfit. Sure, that
oughta be a lot of fum.”

“How about you and your friend,
Mr. Barret?” Domnimick asked, turming
to me. “"Woould you care to join wus?”

I glanced at the open grave.

“Tihe madman’s razor,” I said slowly,
making no effort to conceal the amtag-
onism in my voice, “as I recall, did Jook
awfully sharp. No, I think I prefer a
swim right mow.”

“A most prudent young man,” Dom-
inick drawled. “But your swggestion
of a swim first is rather excellent.
Waulld you consider the lake polluted
if we joined yow?"

Open invitation to a brawl was in
his voice, his eyes. I chose to ignore it,
turned on my heel. I gestured Con-
roy to follow me and walked down to
the pier at the water edge.

“I wouldn't antagomize that gang too
much, Bob,” Conroy whispered mnerv-
ously. “They're vicious devils.”

“Qfh, I'm not worried about them,” I
said. “There’s something else that—
well, that’'s making me feel jittery as
hell.”

“I know,” said Conroy. “Something
in the atmosphere—somrithing evil, sin-
ister. I keep catching myself listening,
listening. If that madman with the
razor isn’t Gaston Dubkois=theh Whe
in hell is he? And that epen grswe="

LOOKED sharply at Contoy. Only
then I reallzed that he was secared
stiff. His lips were white, and there
was a brightness in his eyes that I
didn't quite like. He was a tnild, meek,
plump little man, A swell photog-
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rapher, but I really hadn’t known him
long. Picked him up in Hollywood
when I got the travelogue assigmment
form the Mammotth Films.

“Steady,” I said, and checked what I
wanted to add because the others mow
joined us on the pier.

Silently, we began removing our
sweat-soaked clothes. Clark umdressed
first. He had the smooth, evenly pad-
ded body of a Polymesiam. I heard the
splash as he dived in, then a shouwt:

“Boy, it's grestt!™

Then the rest of us plunged in. The
water was cold, and delightfully re-
freshing. Splashing in it, the fatigue
and discomfort of that tough portage
leaving my body, I couild have laughed
at the sinister tension of the past few
minutes.

The grotesque figure with the razor,
Laval’s gruesome story, the empty
grave, my clash with Domiimick and the
proposed man-hunt—it all seemed
strangely unreal. It wasn’t long before
we were whooping in that cold water
like school kids playing hookey in some
swimming hole. Domiimick was good-
naturedly trying to duck Clark, and the
smaller man retaliated by splashing
water in his face.

Glancing at the pier, I saw that
Sturm hadn’t plunged in yet. That
hogshead body of his was hideous in
the nude. Masses of shapeless blubber,
greyish-wihite, hairless. A smalli leather
pouch showed darkly against the white
of his chest. It was suspended by a
leather thong encircling his thick meck.

He raised the little bag now in his
cupped hands, and for a moment 1 had
the impression that he kissed it. Then
I saw him stoop to move one of his
boots a bit further from the edge of
the pier. Water geysered in a huge
splash as he dived in clumsily. I won-
dered where Laval was. The old guide
hadn’t walked dowm to the pier with
the others,

It was getting quite dark mnow.
Thirty feet from the pier was a kind
of rude float, built for Lord knows what
mysterious purpose. Conroy was hang-
ing onto it. I thought I'd swim over
there and back, then get out.

As I struck out for the flloat, I passed
Sturm, treading water. He appeared to

be fumbling at the thong on which the
leather pouch was suspended. Then he
suddenly threw himself on his back and
lashed out with both feet.

A vicious, unexpected kick, it caught
me full in the pit of my stomach. Drove
the air out of my lungs. Forced me
to double up in a paralyzing cramp. I
yelled something, flinundeised, thrashing
my arms helplessly, went dewf.

Still in that paralyzing cramp, my
knees practically touching my chest, I
must have gone down like a rock.
Dowm, dowm, dowm, in water that be-
came progressively colder as I contin-
ued sinking. Then there was a soft jar.
I felt my right hand teueh and sink #nte
fhi slime that formed the battem of the
ake.

VIEN in those terrible few seconds

while I lay helplesg on that slimiy
bottorn, blackness about me, a score
of feet of water above me, my lungs
already bursting and tortured for air,
my brain was lucid, still free from the
paralysis of panic. I knew I had to
break that cramp—or die!

I tried. Tried to bring my hands to
my stomach muscles and massage
them. I succeeded only in clawing at
my flesh. Then I suddenly felt my legs
jerk out. Instinct prompted me to
make the proper muscular move when
my brain hadn’t realized yet that the
cramp had left me.

Twilce again I kicked out convul-
sively. Then I shot up to the surface,
gasping, gulping great lungfuls of air.
Between myself and the flloat, ghastly
in the darkness that intensified every
second, I saw Sturm’s gross, white
body. He was swimming toward the
floatt. The others, realizing that some-
thing was wrong, were also converging
on the fiat.

Blind, mad fury coursing through my
blood, I struck out swiftly after Sturm.
I meant to grab the gross animal and
give him a taste of what drowning felt
like. But Sturm reached the flloat be-
fore I could overtake him. He grabbed
at the side of it just as a vicious streak
of lightning snarled across the heavens.

It revealed Sturm hanging by one
arm at the side of the ffomt. Conroy,
several feet to the left of him. Clark
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and McFarlane on the opposite side,
neither having reached the raft yet but
quite close to Sturm. Dominick was
near Conroy.

I continued swimming in the second
of total blindness following the light-
ning glare, when my spine was sud-
denly chilled by a horrible gurgling
scream. Near me, and to the left. The
crash of thunder drowmed it out an in-
stant later.

My oustretched right hand touched
the warped wood of the flsat. Then I
felt something hot bathe my left shoul-
der and arm. I glanced up—at horror.
At horror that sickened me to the point
of nausea. At horror that I knew would
haunt me for my nights to come.

Sturm’s blubbery bulk was above
me. His left arm was still hooked on
the float, and he hung from it. But the
upper part of his torso was no longer
greyish-wthite, Blood crimsoned it.
Blood trickling in tiny joined rivulets,
forming a hideous web on his chest.
Blood which had its source in a tiny
jetting fountain at his throat.

His jugullar had been cut, and I could
gauge the dying beats of his heart by
the rhythmic spurts of blood.

Even as I stared at him, his head fell
back, back. It widened the frightful
wound in his throat. Like some hide-
ous red mouth, opening in a macabre
grin, drooling crimson saliva, that
woumnd leered at me. Mocking, fantas-
tic, grotesquely horrible.

The leather pouch was no longer
dangling at his chest. The razor which
had slashed his throat, I found myself
thinking in that momemnt of frozen
stupefaction, must have severed the
thong which had supported it.

The razor! Gaston Dubrois, the
murderous madman whom the grave
could not hold, living up to his grisly
warning?

SAW Sturm’s body begin to sink

as his hooked artn slid off the edge

of the flbat. Instinctively, I grabbed

him, one arm around his shoulder and

under his armpit, my other hand climg-
ing to the fltmt.

Revulsion gorged me as I felt again

the heat of his bloed on my fliesh; as I

heard the throaty gurgle still emanat-

ing from his opened mouth. He stiff-
ened suddenly, with such violence that
he almost tore my grip at the side of
the float. Tthen his head went back, and
again I saw the lips of that frightful
wound widening, widening. Leering at
me.

Someome was saying in an awed, in-
credulous whisper: “My Godi” Re-
peating it over and over again. It was
Clark, I saw an instant later, his teeth
drawn back over his lips, his mostrils
dilating.

Thenm a bulky body loomed up over
me on top of the ffat. Dominick.
Standing there motiomless, water drip-
ping from him, staring, staring.

“Grab hold of him, will you?” I
shouted, my owm voice strange in my
ears.

Domiimick grabbed Sturm’s arms. He
tugged at them while I pushed from
below. Between us, we managed to get
him up on the flvat. I ducked, and
washed off the gore which had splat-
tered on me. Conroy extended his hand
to me when I was about to climb up.
The others were already on the ffomt.

“Wait!" 1 said.

My right hand had come in contact
under water with some object on one
of the submerged beams of the fftmt.
Treading water, I lifted the object,
looked at it—and almost dropped it
with disgust. It was a straight-back
razor.

Bright and shiny, free from rust, that
razor couldn’t have lain long on that
submerged timber. Obviously it was
the razor which had slashed Sturm's
throat. Wikelded by whom ?

CHAPTER II1
The Mam wniith the Bladk Beard

ND that was the question that I
asked myself again when I
climbed up on the float and stoed over
Sturm's gory body. The fat man was
dead now. A long minute dragged,
none of us saying anything. Just stand-
ing there, staring at Sturm.
His right hand, I noticed, clutched
the thong from which that little leather
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pouch of his had dangled. The razor, as
I had guessed before, had cut the tiromg
when it slashed his throat. His fifigyrs,
closing convulsively from the terrific
pain, must have caught one of the sev-
ered ends as the pouch began sinking.
The pouch was clutched tightly in his
hand, the cut thong dangling.

I was still holding that damned
razor, and I took a better look at it mow.
Scrolled in black letters on the bony
handle was a French trademark. “Lille,
Erance,” was printed beneath it. And
on the opposite side, scratched deeply
into the bone, was the mame—"Gaston
Dubrois!”

Wiithout a word, I handed the razor
to Domiimick. He looked at it, saw the
name, nodded grimly.

“Yeeaith, that mad dog has lived up to
his promise. Must’'ve been hiding near
the float here. Cut Sturm’s throat,
placed the razor on that timber and
swam ashore. Swam under water prob-
ably. But you and Sturm had a fight
out there. Why?"

I simagged.

“It was no fight. I swam past him.
He was fumbling with the thong of
that pouch of his, saw me and kicked
me in the stomach. Damm near
drowned me."

Domiimick passed the razor om to the
others. Conroy, the last man who got
it, shuddered and dropped it on the
float near Sturm’s body. The tense,
awkward silence continued. There
seemed nothing to say; no comment
to make on this appalling murder that
had been commiitted under our very
eyes.

Then Clark said jerkiilly:

“I pumped three slugs at him at
twenty feet — and missed! And the
moumnties don’t bury for dead amybody
who could still be humg."

Domiimick glared at him.

“No, damn it!" he snarled. ‘“The
dead—stay dead! Warm blood was in
the arm that slashed Sturm with that
razor."”

Clark shrugged, stooeped over
Sturm’s body and picked the leather
pouch from the dead hand. I saw
Clark’s hand close tightly over it, open,
close again. _

“Johnny,” he whispered to Dominick,

“Johnny, it's—gomel” he exclaimed.

M bare!”’

The float rocked as Domiimick actu-
ally leaped toward Clark.

“Let’s see it!"” he shouted.

Clark handed him the pouch. Domi-
nick felt it with his fiingers, straightened
slowly. His voice was low, even,
deadly as he said to McFarlane:

“Yeah, Mac, it's empty. The guy
who slashed Sturm’s throat helped him-
self to it.”

“To what?” I asked. “What was in
that pouch? Sturm kissed it before he
dived in. Or I thought he did.”

A GAIN SILENCHE. But silence
Ammmpe@grtahit with sofne sinister sig-
nificance. Clark, Domiimick, McFarlane
—they were all staring at me, saying
nothing. Them Dominick drawled
casually:

“Of, it was a good luck charm that
all of us believed in. Still do, for that
matter. We'we got to get it back, eh,
boys?"”

“Yout're damn right we do,” Clark
said, his voice thick with passion. “We
seen the guy at the cabin. The guy
with the razor. The guy who killed
Sturm. The guy who swiped that good
luck charm. Let’s start lookin’ for him.
I'll get the rat if I have to spend the
rest of my life in this damn country.”

“That goes for me, too,” said Mc-
Farlane.

“#wid me,” Domimick gritted.

He was the first to dive off the fimat.
The others followed him. I saw them
reach the pier, climb up, feverishly be-
gin to dress their wet bodies.

“Bob!” I heard Larry Conroy say in
a choking whisper. “There’s a quart
of liquor in my duffel bag. I need a
drink as I have never needed one in all
my life. For God’s sake, let's get
ashore. Away from—from this thimg.”

He gestured at Sturm’s gory body,
his hand trembling, his face grey with
terror.

“You swim behind me, please,” he
added. “So that you can warn me if
he comnes after me—wiith a razor.”

“You needn’t worry about the razor,
anyway,” I said lightly trying to reas-
sure him. “Because it's might here on
the—"
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And then the words died in my
throat.

The razor which I had seen Conroy
drop on the float near the body was no
longer there.

Gone!

In vain I tried to convince myself
that it must have fallen between one
of the spaces in the plankings, or slid
off when Domimick’s leap had rocked
the flbatt. Somehow I kept seeing in
my mind the murderer’s bony claw
reaching for it from the blackness of
the Jake.

No matter which way 1 faced, I
seemed to feel on my back the cruel,
glittering eyes of the madman.

O ERAH," T said, my ewm veies
M. none too steady, 'let's gst
ashore." , _

The swim back te the pier Wasn't a
pleasant experience: | could have made
it in nething flat. but 1 dutifully stuek
behind Eonrey. When he climbed up
finally, every nerve of my bedy W
and quivering, we made anether wgly
discovery.

Jaegues Laval had run away!

Cursing, furieus, Domimick imformed
me of that pleasant fast: [t meant that
we were completely lost somewhere in
the Canadian wilderness. For nene of
us had the faintest idea of where we
were, exeept that we were at least twe
hundred miles from the nearest settle-
ment.

“But we'll worry abeut that later,”
Demiimick said: “Yowu still don't want
to join this man-hunt of eursd"

¥Hlasm't it occured to you,” I coun-
tered, “that someome ought to stay
here? To guard our canoes and sup-
plies? And to forestall the excellent
possibility that this homicidal madman
might return to the cabin? Besides,
how do you expect to catch a man who
must know every square yard of this
part of the coumtmy?™

“I’'m gambling,” Domimick ssaid
grimly, “that he's crazy enough to at-
tack one of us. Tthat’s point one. Point
two: he came ashore somewthere. Soft
mud fringes the shore of this lake. It's
bound to show his footprints. Maybe
we could track him dowm, if we
get at it quickly.”

LARK, followed by McFarlane,

walked baek from their canoe.
Tivere were three fladhlighiss under s
armpit. He distributed them. McFar-
lane was swinging a big blue .38 by t..e
trigger guard. The bony hilt of a
knite pretruded from his belt. There
was alse a knife in Clark’s belt, and an
automatic in his right hand.

“Now look, guys!” said Dominick.
“WEeire starting out in three directions.
“I'll take the shoreline going left from
here. Youw, Mac, explore that fimger
of land that juts out into the lake. And
you, Chris, cut across that point, and
work your way to the right. If you
pick up his tracks in the mud—and you
must, sooner or later—fire a couple of
shots. Welll join there and try to
track him dowmn. Rememiber that you're
bait for him, so be on your toes. Let's
go!”

They moved away, preceded by the
spots of their searchlights, in the direc-
tions Domiimick has designated. Three
efficient, deadly bloodhounds! I wasn't
as skeptical now of their ability to track
down the madman.

That is, if the rain, which threatened
to come down any moment now, held
off awhile.

Larry Conroy had already put on his
clothes.

Only mine and Sturm’s now re-
mained at the edge of the pier. Con-
roy was rummaging for the bottle of
liquor in the canoe. It didnt take me
long to dress, but when I joined him at
our canoe, the quart bottle was almost
a third gone. He was already swaying
on his feet.

“Better go easy with it,” I warned
him. “A long night ahead. Did you get
your gun out?"

He slapped the pocket of his mack-
inaw. I found my own heavy army .45,
thrust it in my pocket. And it was then
that I felt the first drop of rain. It
forced my next immediate move. These
cameras and film boxes had te be pre-
tected.

The rain came on with almost un-
believable rapidity. A savage, hissin
deluge maybe thirty seconds after
felt the first drop. We succeeded in
getting most of the equipment into the
cabin. I left Conroy there, now so
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drunk that he was useless, and ran
back for the last box of film.

All hell had broken loose. The mad,
wild fury of the elements wes terrifly-
ing. Lightning zigzagged continuously,
ever to the deafening crash of thunder.
Thhen, as I stooped over the film box,
a particularly vicious lightning bolt
split the heavens. An instant of white
brilliance, objects concealed by the
darkness leaping into stark prominence.

And then my fists clenched, I drop-
ped into a half crouch and my heart
tattooed madly against my ribs. It is
hardly credible that the eye could re-
cord so many visual impressions in that
one instant. But every detail of the
frightful scene before me on the filvat
remained indelibly impressed on my
mind, though I had had just an imstant’s
glimpse of it.

In darkness again, the rain pounding
at me, I could still see in my mind that
stooping figure on the fitet. The man's
back was to me. I could just see the
lower part of his nude body, and his
hands. Because of the frightful thing
they were doing, those hands had
caught my eyes, held them.

E right hand was holding a
-bleody razo¥, which had just c¢om-
pleted a downward stroke along
Sturm’s paunehy stomach. A deep
slash. I had considered horrible the
wound in Sturm’s throat; the weund
in his stomach reached a peak of nau-
seating horrok for me that I couldn't
have dreamed possible.

I jerked out my automatic. Crouched
there awaiting the next flash of light-
ning. It came only a few seconds later.
But I didn't squeeze the trigger of the
gun. Not then, anyway. I recall that
I yelled something; that 1 had the im-
pulse to close my eyes—and couldn't.

Only the diseased mind of a drug
fiemtl could have conceived the scene
that I saw now. It tugged at my
sanity.

Both hands of the man stooping over
Sturm’s body were thrust into that
frightful gash in the corpse’s albdomen.
And before merciful darkness blotted
out the horror of that scene, I saw
those gory hands jerk out again.

Only then I fired, blindly, wildly,

jerking six times the trigger of the
automatic. Amnd kept jerking the trig-
ger, half mad now, at least a dozen
times more, although the magazine was
empty.

Then a third flash of lightning. Only
Sturm’s slashed body was now on the
flosatt !

CHAPTER IV
Quiideeand—QQ@etick Death

DON’T know how long I stoed

there in the blinding rain. It
abated after awhile, ita very fury wear-
ifg it eut. Seftened to almost a drizzle.
Lightning was ne lenger as frequent,
and the thunder sounded like distant
fiFigg en a far-oft froft.

I found the fiashlight which I had
put away at the point of the prow of the
canoe where it had escaped soaking,
walked to the edge of the pier and di-
rected a beam of light on the fimat,
Only the grisly horror eof Sturm's
body!

A peculiar sound swung me about.
At first I thought it was only the prod-
uct of my imaginatiom. Them I heard
it agaim, louder this time, lifting itself
above the swish and patter of the rain.
It sounded like a high note on a fiuke,
or the first protesting wail made by a
new-borm infant.

It seemed to be coming from the
right somewihere, past the cabim. Some
wild animal or bird? No, there was
something human about that sound. I
moved in that directiom. It had stopped
for awhile, then picked up again, this
time much closer.

I identified it suddenly and plunged
forward with the flashiight. It was a
moan of pain. A tortured sound racked
from a humamn being in terrible agony.
Then my light picked up a figure
sprawling at the foot of a huge spruce.

Black beard, filthy matted black hair,
rags clothing an emaciated body—it
was the madman who had brandished
the razor at us from the doorway of
the cabim!

He breathed with a short gasping
sound, and every once in a while his
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body would jerk convulsiwely. It was
then that the piteous moamn of pain
would escape his lips. He was obvi-
ously wounded—and badly.

I approached him, dropped on my
knees near his head. His eyes, bright
with pain, looked up at mine. Then
his lips began to move.

“Yow are bad men.” he said in
French, a language which, luckily, I
spoke almost as flluently as English.
“You shoot me. You steal my razor.
It was my father’s razor. I am his only
son. Have I not the right to keep it,
m sleur

“But certainly,” I said, while a thou-
sand questions ran through my mind.

“I only frighten people with the
razor,” he wemt on. “I do not harm
anyone. I only wamt people to keep
away. Or they may tell the police.
The police will take me back to the
crazy house. Maybe I am crazy some-
times, m'siatu. But lived in the woods
all my life. I choke when there are
walls around me.”

I now remembered Laval telling us
that Dubrois’ son, Jean had called the
moumties after the murder. Thhis, then,
must be Jean. Jean, whose mind had
been unhinged by the tragedy. He'd
probably escaped from an insane
asylum, returned to this place of his
birth. And he had devised with the
cunning of a madmam a damned effec-
tive way of forcing people to give the
cabin a wide berth. By acting as the
ghost of his murderous father.

“But you are a bad man too. Jean,”
I said. “You killed that fat man in the
water."”

E black eyes widened.

“I do not kill anyone. m’sieu,” he
said plain€ivélgt Killtenyease I ersiguscabe
prispMdaiitlyehe rakde!l Wow Aidybecelie
PieoRd ey Nisthiegtaz ah chaeThgnave drig
thélecdpin anhdighodbidagieg Butfrae
t8H APAIWRH tRE BiP HWos®e-is Re'tright
iall seealig th¥heakisr NaFsieds et righs
iy SRaHes's e csAEP bedtSitHZor It TRE
polickatbekstheeether Barl razor.  The
PONFG 1o4kdtheettlder BiF the tall man
wity théadigrefded- heBrhutiendélh WRD
PFhtladBe atid C1atk Rodld Be 8™ 1iM e

Ramene, kb Clark WRoddihe theadbidie
Q}@g}."ml_who had shot the madman,

after all.

“How do you know that tall man
stole your razor, Jean?" I asked.

“I saw him, m'siew. Wihem the little
man shoot me in the back, I do net fall.
But I drop my razor. [ run a little
while, then I hide in back of a tree. I
watch the place where I drop my razor,
because I do not want to lose it. But
Big Nose—he picks it up. He hides
it in his sleeve.”

His voice was weakening now, 80
low that I could just about make it
out.

“Liittle man and the big strong man
find me here whemn it rains hard. They
get angry whem I tell them about Big
Nose stealing my razor. They say they
will kill him, and they go off to look
for him. Them Big Nose runs by here.
He is scared because he knows that the
other two are looking for him.

"I ask him if he will give me back
my razor if I tell him where he can
hide and kill the other two men. He
says yes. So I tell him that if he will
go up this trail here he will comme to a
cave. Good place where to hide. But
he don't give me my razor. So, misieu,
I do not tell him that you must walk
close to the wall when you enter the
cave, because there is quicksamd in
front, and you die quickly if you do not
know abouwt it.”

“Amd Big Nose—he wemt to the
cave?"” I asked tersely.

“Ofh, yes, m'siew. He is surely dead
now. Like the other two."

"“Tthe other two?" I shouted. “Have
you sent them to the cave, too?"

“Yes. They go by again, chasing
Big Nose. Tihey stop and ask me
where he wemt. I plead with them to
give me some water, because [ have
great pain. Strong man—he kicks me
in the face. Little man—he pulls out
a knife and says he will cut my heart
out and let me see it if I don’t tell him
where Big Nose went. So, m’siew, I tell
them. They are most surely dead, t0e.”

I leaped to my feet. He’d said that
a trail led to that cave from here. My
flasthligght found it a few seconds later;
a barely discernible path. I raced
along it, the underbrush on either side
tearing at my wet clothes,

Tihe trail wound for quite some dis-
tance. Once I lost it, and spent a fever-



THE RAZOR OF GASTON DUBROIS 91

ish minute or two trying to pick it up
again. Them a huge rock loomed dead
ahead of me. There was a six-foot
opening in it—a tunnel leading into its
interior.

DIRECTED a beam of light into

the black opening—and almost
dropped the fiHshiight. In the dead
center of the spot of light was some-
thing which, perhaps, supplied the
crowmning touch of horror. It was a
hand, protruding from what looked to
me like solid surface.

A broad, powerful hand, (fifiygers
hooked talonlike, veins standing out
like cords along the back. A heavy
gold ring was on the third fiimger. Domi-
nick’s ring. Domimick’s hand. And
even as | stared at it, slowly, slowly,
it sank beneath the surface.

I fled from that evil place. Crashed
and tore like the madman I was then
back down the trail. Jean Dubrois’ cry
when I passed him brought me to my
senses a bit. He was propped up on
his elbows, his eyes rolling with pain.

*Telll me, m'siew,” he said whem I ap-
proached him, “is it just, m'siew, that
I should—lose mmy—razor?™

His body arched still higher. Then
blood suddenly gushed from his nose
and mouth. He was dead when the
arch broke and he dropped back to the
ground.

Slowly, I walked back to the cabin.
Larry Conroy was sprawled out on the
flowr dead drunk. There was still a bit
left in the bottle. 1 killed it and felt
much better. Driven by a force
stronger than myself, I walked out on
the pier and stared at Sturm’s body.

There were certain facts I now knew,
but I still hadn’t the key to the deviltry

of the past hour. I knew that MicFar-
lane had cut Sturm’s throat, since he
was the one who'd picked up the razor
where Jean Dubrois had dropped it. He
had sneaked it into the water with him,
murdered Sturm, and returned later to
slash open the corpse. But why had
he done that?

Obviously, there was something in
that pouch carried by Sturm that was
damned valuable. The men knew
about it, for I still recalled their con-
sternation and fury when they found
the little pouch empty. They were cer-
tainly much more concerned with re-
covering that object than in awemging
Sturm’s musder.

I remembered now several gueer
moves that Sturm had made. His fool-
ing with the pouch before he dived in.
And fumbling with the thong later,
when I had caught him at it and he
kicked me in the stomach. Was Sturm
attempting to remove the pouch then?
Fake losing it in the water? But if the
pouch was emppyy—

Then I suddenly recalled something
else: Sturm moving his boot from the
edge of the pier before he dived in.
Possibly . . . damn it, was it possible
that he'd taken that opportunity to
drop the object into his boot? The boot
that was on the pier a foot away from
me?

I stooped swiftly, picked it up, thrust
my hand inside. My fiingers closed on
something hard. I withdrew it from
the boot and directed the fishligfitt on
it. A diamond the size of a thumb nail
— a glowing, gorgeously beautiful
thing—lay on my palm! Am apparently
flamibess stone, it must be worth close
to fifty thousand dollars!

UNDERSTOOD now. Understood
the devilish cross and dioublecress
that had been played here tonight.
Sturm apparently had been emtrusted
with that diamond; a diamend owned
by the four of thern. He was going to
fake losing the pouch in the water. He'd
evidently been ready to remove it when
he saw me looking at him. Panicky,
he’d lashed out with his feet,
McFarlame, in the meanwihile, having
picked up that razor, had the bright
thought of slashing Sturm’s throat and
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appropriating the diamond for himself,
with the mad Frenchman eventually
serving as the goat. Wihem he saw that
the diamond was not in the pouch, and
heard me say that Sturm had been fum-
bling with the thong before he kicked
me, he guessed what Sturm had been
trying to do. But he hadn’t guessed
correctly what Sturm had done with
the diamond. He thought the fat man
had swallowed it—as McFarlane him-
self had probably intended to do. An
idea that I, myself, had given him when
I had said I had thought Sturm was
kissing the pouch. That had shown
plainly enough that Sturm had had the
thing near his mouth,.

Slashing open the corpse had been a
desperate attempt by McFarlane to re-
cover the diamond from where he
thougiht it was lodged — in Sturm's
stomach.

How Clark and Domimick got to-
gether when they found Jean Dubrois
—perhaps they’d met when they en-
circled the lake — would never be
known, of course. But the moment
they’d found the madman shot, they
realized he couldn’t have been the
killer. And when the Frenchmam had
told them that McFarlane had picked

up the razor—wwell, they logically as-
sumed that he had not only murdered
Sturm, but had the diamond as well.
Of course, they promptly went gunning
for him.

Treachery upon treachery, with ev-
eryone of them meeting a horrible
death. Through Jean Dubrois, who re-
sented the theft of his father's second-
best razor. The poor madmam who
was perhaps the sanest man of the lot.

And Jean Dubrois (as the mounties
brougiht by Jacques Laval the following
morning from a frontier outpest, ex-
plained to me) was responsibie for that
quartet meeting just what they de-
deserved. For they were wanted for a
particularly brutal murder of a wealthy
womam in whose ring that huge dia-
mond had once glittered. They'd gone
North supposedly on a hunting party
because it was the only way they could
temporarily evade a police dragnet set
out for them,

Those two moumnties still probably
think I'm crazy, too. For 1 was re-
membering a poor crazy man’s last
words, and I must have musingly said
them alloudi:

“Telll me, m'siew,—its it just, mn'view,
that I should—lose my—razon?™
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=And Takes the Last Trick
in a Guesome Game
of Murder |
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C. BLACKMON |
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“
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NIGHT, my dear friends,
ends our Last Man Clulb—
ith me the last mam!"

A bubbling chuckle welled in the red
fatness of Hollbert Gresham’s neck. It
shook the pink folds of skin along his
jaws. His eyes, tiny blue glass chips
in a red-veined, bloated face, circled the
black table at which he sat,

Flickering black candles in siler
holders gave the only light in the som- “
ber room. Black china, glassware and
silver was arranged at the table for five q
diners. The black plates contained
food, the black glasses drink—yet but
one of the five chairs was occupied.

Four ef the chairs were draped with
felds ef funeral black crepe.

The fifth chair was Holbert Gre-
sham’s. He sat at the head of the black-
spread table, alone in this special room
of the Gresham country mansion. 41 drink a toast fio all of ypsu.

98
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Directly before him on the table was
a long-necked bottle filled with a dark
red, sparkling liquid. The bottle bore
the label of an expensive foreign wine.

“Tamiight, my dear friends, Holbert
Gresham drinks a toast to all of you—
and my wedding next month to Sybil
Manvelt”

Gresham’s heavy lips warped into a
loose, mocking smile as he looked
about the table.

“But tonight, I want to talk to my
dear, dead friends. I want to tell all of
you that I planned this night five years
ago. 1 planned it the day we five
formed our Last Man Club—the day
each of us willed our estates to and ob-
tained insurance policies in the favor of
the survivors. That day I planned to
be what 1 am tonight—the last mam!™

Again Gresham’s bubbling chuckle
sounded in the room. It had a horri-
ble, gloating quality about it. His fat
hulk shifted to a more comfortable po-
sitian. Elbows on the table edge, he
pointed a fat fiinger at the nearest chair
to his left.

“You were the first to go, Monte
Weetstone."”

Gresham’s smile broadened, but
there was no hint of mirth in the
grimace.

“Ome night about four years ago, you
were alone in your home, Wetstone.
Your family and servants were out. A
man whom you knew came to see you
and you let him in. You talked with
him for a few minutes, then his attitude
made you realize the purpose of his
visit.

“You knew death had marked you
for her own. You tried to scream and
to reach the telephone. Them he shot
you. Just one shot, aimed for your
heart. That skinny body of yours went
stiff, not hunched over any longer.

“Your yellow eyes almost popped
from your skinny face. Your ffirgers
clawed at the hole in your chest. Crim-
son spilled out and smeared your
hands. Your mouth opened to scream,
and blood gushed out. It streamed
down over your chin. It was bright
red and frothy. Then you fell—dead.

“Tihe man who shot you got away
and was never found. The gun he used
was never located. Your estate was di-

vided between the sunviwors—Kenley,
Yorke, Manvel and myself. We went
to your funeral. The papers printed
columns about our Last Man Club,
about our undying friendship and all
that rot.

“Tiney took pictures of this special
room I arranged for the meetings of
our Club.”

Gresham’s thick arm swung, indicat-
ing the somber walls of the room, its
black draperies and furnishings. His
head mowved slowly as he looked about
at the other three crepe-draped chairs.

“I know all of the details about Wet-
stone,” he said hoarsely, “because I
shot hiim!™”

IS voice died out, and a silence

came into the room. It was a
strange quiet. Moment by moment, it
seerned to become fmore profound—the
silence of forgotten tombs. Them Gre-
sham spoke agaln.

“I was terrified for weeks, afraid to
go out of the house and afraid to stay
home. Not—" The pink folds of flesh
along his jaws shook as he mowed his
head from side to side. “Nwot because I
regretted killing you, Watstone. Not
that. Your death meant a matter of a
hundred thousand dollats to me.

“Iihe murder was too simple and
easy. It wasn't complicated emough.
There were too many chances of my
being caught. A chance of someone
seeing me leave the house—a hundred
things. I planned the next more care-
fully. It was yours—Omrwedl Kenley. It
was a masterpiece.”

Gresham’s thick fiingenrs made a pyra-
mid. His tiny eyes centered upon the
second chair to his left.

“You were killed accidentally, Ken-
ley. Your owm carelessness brought
about your death. Yow, David Yorke
and 1 went upstate on a duck-hunt.
Our duffle was in the back of Yorke's
car. We reached our destination and
were unloading. You beeame careless
with your shotgun. It was iR the Baek
of the car.

“Alll of our guns were supposed to be
empty, but yours was not. You rade
a wisecrack at Yorke, standing beside
you, and pulled your gun teward yeu.
It went off,
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“The trigger was caught in the duf-
fle in the back of the car. That mild,
academic face of yours was a red horror
when Yorke caught your falling body
and eased it to the ground. I was at
the front of the car, out of danger and
entirely beyond suspicion.”

Gresham chuckled throatily. It was
a hideous sound in the room. The pink
tip of his tongue swept thick lips.

“It was a sad affair. No one could
account for your gum being loaded,
while mine and Yorke’s were not. Just
carelessness, a sad accident. Your fam-
ily was prostrated by the tragedy. So
was Yorke,

“He almost went mad, thinking of
your blood on his hands, of your shat-
tered face almost touching his. He
didn't want to take his share of your
estate, Kenley, but he did, fiiradlly. I re-
member the amount each of us re-
ceived—one hundred and seventy-five
thousand dollars. A sad affair.™

Gresham’s thick fiingers lifted the
black glass beside his plate. He gulped
for a moment. His greedy swallowing
was the only sound in the room.

“But no one,” he continued, putting
the glass down and wiping his month
with a black napkin, “no one suspected
me of loading that gun and arramging
it to fire when you pulled it from the
car, Kenley. It was a sad accident.
Wiith you gone, David Yorke, Jaffrey
Manvel and myself were left. The
Theee Musketeers, the mewspapers
called us. One for all and all for one.
it was all quite touching.”

Gresham’s big hulk shifted again.
He leaned heavily on the table. His
eyes sought the last chair on his right.

“I used an entirely different method
on you, Yorke. I wasn’t there to see
you die, but the men I hired to kill you
said you begged for life like the pot-
bellied coward I always knew you to
be. Wawak and yellow. I contacted
those two hoodlums and offered them
ten thousand dollars to kidnap you,
take you out in the country and shoot
you dewm in approved gangster
fashion,

“I paid them five thousand cash the
day before the job and had them come
to collect the other after I knew you
were dead. They came, and I gave

them the package I had prepared. Anx-
ious to leave, they opened the package
in the car several blocks away, amd—"

Gresham’s thick hands spread, pink
palms upward. His fat shoulders
lifted.

“Tihe Police could never fligure out
anyone killing you in a gang war. It
just didn’t fit with that pious, milk-sop
whining of yours. You even objected
to a bottle of wane in the Club, a bottle
to be drunk by the last man.

“There was another thing the Police
couldn’t ffigure—myy the city had an
expensive pavement repair job on their
hands. The surprise of the hoodlums,
too, must have been very amusing. The
package I gave them contained a Mills
hand grenade, arranged to explode
when the package was opemesdi!”

RESHAMWI'S fat body shook with
lauglhtterr for a moment. He
dabbed at his mouth with the black
napkin, took another swallow of water
frora the black glass beside his plate.

“But the most pleasant thing about
it was the fine condition of your estate,
Yorke. Manvel and I divided a little
over a half million dollars. It came in
very nicely, didn’t it, Manvel?”

Gresham’s tiny eyes swung to the
nearest chair on his right. Subdued
laughter made a quaking mass of his
huge body. He drank water greedily
from the black glass and wiped his
mouth,

“Yourr securities were droppimg
daily, Manvel. You faced ruin. Every-
thing you had was as good as lost.
Nothing but a miracle could have saved
you. Then I caused a miracle to hap-
pen, and you had your share of Yorke's
estate.

“It gave you a chance to recover.
You tried frantically to covee your
losses, but the cards were stacked
against you. I stacked them. Most of
your share of Yoirke’s estate came to
me, then you were facing ruln again,
Yorke's share gave you a ehanee to
keep Sybil from me.

“You knew I'd had my eye on your
daughter for months. You knew if you
urged her to marcry me I would help
you. You knew she would have dene
anything for you.”
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Amnger burned in Gresham’s tiny eyes
as he stared at the crepe-draped chair.
His big shoulders hunched over the ta-
ble. He lifted the long-necked bottle of
wine from the table and held it in his
hand.

“Imstead, you tried to play on our
friendship. This wine is a sample.”
Gresham shook the bottle until the
sparkling liquid frothed, “You brought
it here. Wime to be drunk by the last
survivor of the club, you said, Bumk!
It was a peace offering.

“You wanted my help and were too
scared to ask for it. You knew I'd ask
for Sybil. I couldn’t have gained any-
thing by killing you. You wetre broke.

Yet you stood between me and your
daughter. That's why I killed you,
Manvel.”

Gresham drank the remaining water
in the black glass beside his plate,

“It was simple, yet clever. Everyone
knew you were on your last legs. The
insurance policy in my favor had been
canceled. You couldn’t pay for it. You
didn't have money enough te pay feor
anything, so you jumped from yeur of-
fice on the eighteenth floor and com-
mitted suicide. It was a most tragie
happening. Sybil was frantie with
grief.,”

HUCKLING throatily, Gresham
uncorked the bottle of wine and
poured some of it into his black glass.
“She was fortunate enough to have
Hollbert Gresham, an old friend of her
father’s there to console her. It was
quite pleasant, having my soothing
arm about her shoulders, having her cry

on my shoulder. Quite pleasant !’

Gresham passed the wine-filled glass
beneath his bulbous nose and sniffed
appreciatively. Again a laugh shook
the fat hulk of his body.

“No doubt she would have found an-
other comforter, had she known that 1
threw you from your office window,
Manvel,” he said softly. “Ywuwr secre-
tary was in the outer office. She knew
your condition as well as I did, as well
as anyome. I talked to her a few mo-
taents and planted the thought of sui-
elde in her mind.

“Tihem I went in to see my old friend
Manvel, threw him from the office win-
dow and yelled to the secretary that
you had jumped. Simple, and effective.
You turned over twice on the way to
the pavement below, Manvel. Turned
slowly, almost majestically. Then you
struck.

“It made me a little sick for a while,
but that was mistaken for my grief
over the death of a dear friend. The
newspaper articles about our umdying
friendship made a perfect background.
I explained that I'd seen you were
badly worried, that I'd offered to help
you, but you seemed entirely unbal-
anced.

“You leaped for the window. I tried
to stop you, and missed. The secretary
was too excited to notice anything she
said. She admitted that you had been
depressed and vaguely remembered
something about suicide, but she
thougiht you’d said it. It was all very
simple. With you dead, Manvel, I was
the last man.

"I waited six momths and broached
the subject of marriage to Sybil. She
wouldnt think of it at first, but she
finallly said yes—as I thought she
woulld. I have wealth. She needed that
to straighten the mess you left behind,
Manwel. True, she is somewhat
younger than 1 am, but that doesn’t
matter. I want her, and what I want,
I mettr™

The fat fingers of Gresham’s left
hand clenched on the table top, bloated
pink flesh against black cloth.

“We are to be married a month from
tonight. I have already willed every-
thing I have to her. I shall ammounce
our wedding to the newspapers to-



DEATH POURS A TOAST 97

night. The reporters and photog-
raphers are waiting outside. I told
them I would hold the last meeting of
our Last Man Club tonight, that I
wanted one last hour with my dear, de-
parted friends, then all of this would
be destroyed.”

His sweeping arm encompassed the
black furnishings of the mwom.

“Tihere will be nothing remaining to
remind me of you. This room is sound-
proofed, as all of you know. Whhat I
have said here tonight cannot be kmown
by anyome. Now, my hour is up.”

Gresham’s fat hulk lurched erect. He
was holding the glass of wine in his
hand. He raised it.

“I give you as a toast, my dear, dead
friends, my marriage to Sybil Manvel.
I drink that toast in the wine so gen-
erously provided by her fattoenr!”

Gresham brought the black glass to
his lips. His swallowing made a
greedy, bubbling sound. He fifinsdied,
replaced the glass on the table.

“Amd now, my friends, I bid you a
last and, I hope, a long farewelll)”

He started to move away from the
table, then stopped. A queer, twisted
expression of surprise flashed across
his bloated features. His tiny blue eyes
snapped wide. Sudden, terrifying
knowledge flamed] in their depths.

“Manvel! You! You—"

Lowosely, his jerking lips formed the
words. Then his eyes spread wider.
Fat fiingers dragged across his sweat-
beaded face, dug at the collar half hid-
den in the red folds of his neck. A
choked scream of sheer horror swelled
in his throat. His blue eyes spread

wider, staring wildly.
Tihe four crepecdoppdd chairs about
the black table ware now oocupied!

ONTE WETSTONE'S thin fig-

ure was to the left, a horrible,
blood-rimmed hole showing in the
white of his shirt-front. Beside him
was a figure whose face was a red, raw
horror—Omwell Kenley. David Yorke's
broad figure was to the right of the
table, a ragged pattern of crimsoned
bullet wounds across his chest and
shoulders.

To Yorke’s left was a thing that had
been a man, but was now a crushed and
shapeless mass of torn flesh and shat-
tered bone. Before Holbert Gresham's
glazing eyes swam a grisly vision of
two shrieking humans blasted to
atoms. Then his own voice blended
with their screams,

“Manvel! Youw've killed met That
wine—poison—"

Gresham'’s fat fimgers clawed at his
throat. A spasm wrenched at his obese
figure. Terror, stark and maddening,
blazed in his eyes and drained the crim-
son from his veined face. He caught
at the table for support, then fell, drag
ging the black cloth with him.

The long-necked wine bottie tot-
tered, dropped to its side. Dark, red,
sparkling liquid spewed out, soaking
into the black spread of the table. It
dripped from the table edge. Crimson
drops spattered upon the stiffiening
body of Holbert Gresham.

Amnd the merry, gurgling laugh of the
wine ftowing from the bottle was the
only sound in the room.
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plumgped to a homilfiée death off the shewr ppreipiive.

EYES OF DOOM

Hypnotic Death Stalks Atbmoad in an Armuiiemt Island
Castle Wiere Legend Lives Amewl

By ANDREW HOLLIDAY

Auitioor of “iBeathh in the Offfng,” "Chaanslel Huorse,” i

HENRY JOHN KEITH, feel

2 impelled to set down here the

Q details of what occurred at
Crannock Castle, Crannock Island, on
that night of fear, July Seventh,
Nineteen Hundred and Thirty-six.
Even as I write, my pen seems te run
bleed and my hand is elammy with
eold sweat. But that the dead may
rest and the living ge en with names

cleared of guilt,.I must not falter. . ..
* * *

The dinner was to have been a fes-
tive affair, one of celebration. It
started off wrong, though, and the
wine did little to restore thimgs—even
for a little while.

The storm broke soon after we got
to the island; indeed the caretaker, to
whom I'd givem the night off, was
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caught in the tail of it before he got
the motorboat to the mainland.

It wag as severe a gale as ever lashed
that part of the New England coast.
Rain flooded dowm in heavy cello-
phanelike sheets. Thunderbolts split
the heavens. Surging moumtains of
brine pounded the sheer rocky cliffs
along the northeast face of the isle.
And every now and then, snake Jlight-
ning would come gliding toward us
over the peaked tops of the waves.

Incessant thunder made conversa-
tion difficult. But with that we could
have borne, had it not been for what
happened in Grace Severn’s room.

race had looked lovelier than ever
when we met that day. If I hadn't
had good reason, having spent years
in the same vaudeville troupe with
her, to know that she was thirty-four,
I'd have looked at her slim figure and
findly mmodeled blond head and said
she wasn't a day over twenty-three.
As it was, I felt the need of seeing
her and hearing her veice, and se lin-
gered at her reowh, playing with her
pet Seotty, whille she wmpacked.

The dog refused to have amything
to do with me. He retreated when I
grabbed at him, only to charge me,
yapping, the instant I relaxed. I cor-
nered him fimally, though, when he
jumped to the low window sill, and I
shot my hands out to catch him,

OO0 late I saw the unfastened case-

ments swing out on their himges
as he thumped back into them. My
muscles tensed as with a galvanic
shock, when his paws slipped on the
smooth wet stone, when my ffugers
missed him by inches, when I saw the
gaping void where his pert black body
had been.

His broken cry, the sickening thud
of him on the cement courtyard, thirty
feet below, floatedd up to us through
the teeth of the storm. Grace stood
stricken.

I couldn’t meet her eyes.
I said imamely.

She pulled herself together.
hand gripped my shoulder.

“You didn’t mean it, Harry,” she
said. “You go get ready for dimmern?"
She paused. “You might ask Dawviid—"

“Sorry,”

Her
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I nodded, went dumbly on my way.
I knew how she felt; she was too
sturdy a trouper to give vent to her
emotions.

David, it must be explained, was the
son of Jerry Speers, another member
of the old troupe. I'd adopted David
four years earlier when his father
died. He’d been a trifie on the frail
side then, a bit undernourished. But
now, returned after a year on a ramch
in southwest Texas, he was as mus-
cular and bronzed as a frontiersmam—
a dark, handsorne lad of twemty-two.

I found him in his room, told hiim
of the accident.

He understood at once, put his mag-
azine aside. “I'll go right down,” he
said, and started off as he spoke.

My face startled me when I reached
my own room, looked into the mirror
over my dresser. It was the face of an
old man—tired and old at thiirty-eight.
My skin was blanched, bloodless. My
eyes didm’t look right,

The shock I'd just had was partial
cause, I knew. Amd recently I had
overworked, making sure that the hos-
pital I'd built and endowed with a
slice of the fortune a cousin had umex-
pectedly left me was up to specifica-
tlons, I wondered if I was on the
verge of a nervous breslk-down.

Tihe caffein tablets I had would help.
Each of them had the pick-up effect of
a cup of strong coffee without the bili-
ous aftermath of the coffee. I took
two of them to tide me over the
evening.

Much of my good spirits returned
by the time dinner was over. In fact
I was feeling rather elated and was
having some difficulty in keeping my
tongue from running away from me.

I looked across the table at Gaston
France. He didn’t appear too happy,
somehow. Years were beginning to
take their toll from him, silver his
hair. It hadn't been easy on him,
either, sinee vaudeville was definitely
eut and, llke the rest of my company
that nlght, he was teo proud te take
assistanee frem me.

“Gaston,” I said when I caught his
eye, “you certainly outdid yourself
tonight, making this dinner. I'm glad
now that the servants didn’t get a
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chance to arrive and spoil things.
Your hand hasn’t lost any of its old
skill.”

He beamed. “Im the old days, it
was different,” he said. “Meost times
we hadn’t much to cook.”

AJ] OUIDA, the Swami, was sit-

ting next te him. Taj Ouida used
te add the Oriental golor to our show.,
He was a Hindu with certain caste
flghts that 1 sheuld remernber more
about but den’t.

Taj shook his head, showed a line
of fine white teeth.

“Youm were always too modest, Gas-
ton France,” he said, his words pro-
nounced with his usual almost minc-
ing precision.

Gaston’s niece, Marilym, was in the
place of honor at the head of the table.
Her young form, in her white satin
gowm, looked as fragile as a flfiswer.
Her hair was a pale blond—mott the
vibrant goldem shade of Grace Sev-
ern's, who sat at my left. I was lin-
gering hopefully on the thought that
Marilyn and David, whe was at the
opposite end of the table from her,
might find each other mutually attrac-
tive, perhaps discover a more tender
attachment.

I rose with a glass in my hand. “A
toast to Gaston,” I said, “whose re-
sistance I fimally wore down emough
to make him allow me to adopt his
niece today as my dauglintter!

Gaston came to his feet. “To ourv
host, who can give Marilyn advan-
tages that I couldm’t,” he said. He
raised his glass again. “To the happy
death of Marilyn France. May—"

The girl’s face wemt white. The
fork she'd been toying with fell to
her plate with a clatter.

“Uncle!” she cried, drawing a sharp
breath.

Grace intervened. “Yourr wuncle
didn’t mean ynu were going to die,
Marilyn,” she said. “Youw must be on
edge, dear.”

Marilyn looked troubled. “Maybe
I am on edge, and I'm sorry. But I
had the strangest feeling whem Uncle
spoke.”

“You should not have, my lady,” the
Swami told her, his dark eyes caress-
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ingly upom her. “What men call
death is not bitter, nor is it really
death. It is but the sweet passage
from time into the fullness of eter-
nity. It is not death we must fear,
but other things—ewill things. Your
adopted father could tell you such a
tale about this very house.”

Al faces turned toward me.

The conversatiom had taken too ma-
cabre a turn for my liking and I'd
been struggling for a way to steer it
into another channel. The story Taj
Ouida suggested was the last one in
the world I wanted to tell at the time.
I could see no graceful out for me,
though, and that more especially when
Grace, to whomm I'd secretly wowed
atonerent, urged me with:

“Please tell it, Harry.”

It was only a neighborhood legend,
I warned them, and far from beimng
authenticated. I purposely made my
tale as briet as possible, barely sketch-
ing in the main heads.

A century and a half before, it was
said, Sir Elijah Crannock, a hard-
shelled old aristocratwiitih more money
and eccentricities than brains, had
bought this island and built the house
—a solid pile ot masonry rising four
stories and half a hundred feet, some-
thing like a cross betweem a light-
house and a medieval castle,

For some imagined offense, he'd
drivem his young daughter out on just
such a night as this. Wandering in
the storm, driven from the house but
unable to leave the island, she'd
plunged to a horrible death off the
sheer precipice along the mortheast.

IR ELIJAH, it was related, was
thereafter strickem with a
strange malady and suffered the tor-
ments of hell uatil he died by his own
hand. Anmd finally, Crannock Castle,
accursed, had passed from one ill-for-
tuned hand to another until J—like
old Sir Elijah in that I had far mere
money and eccentricities than brains
—bougitt it and was going about re-
building it.
There was a hush when I was done:
a hush that seemed to be both without
and within the house.
The setting, the strange old house
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with its high, black-beamed ceilings
and the bursting thunder-rivem ele-
ments outside, had defeated all my
efforts to make the legend dull and
prosaic. And, as the pregnant stillness
expanded to its full, there came such
a breath-taking crash of thunder that
it seemed that the old house must
surely be shattered by the very vibra-
tlen. And the casements were lighted
up as if By a llving sheet of fllame.

Who originally brought hypnotism
into the talk, I can’t remember. We
were lolling about the same room
where we'd had dinner—the two lower
flooss of the castle were still in the
process of being remodelled. Some-
how, as I look back on it now, we
seemed to be consciously trying to in-
fuse gayety Inte our chatter, but
happy recollections and pleasant top-
ies all seemed to have a hollow ring to
thefm.

Wihen it came to hypnotism, though,
things definitely perked up. There
was no stopping the trend of thought.
Soom an almost violent discussiom was
under way as to methods, power of
operators, susceptibility of sulbjects,
mediums, effects, and what-not. And
1 found myself drawn irresistibly by
the current.

Before I knew it, I'd accepted a
challenge.

Gaston France said I might've had
a mind-reading act in the old days, but
as far as he was concerned he knew it
was a farce. Amnd as far as being a
genuine hypnotist, I never was and I
never could be. To prove his point,
he sat Marily® in 8 chai¥, stoed me in
front of her, and dared! me to go to
work.

Marilyn was a perfect subject; that
much, 1 knew before I began. She
was young, docile, obedient. Ever
since she'd been a child she'd always
looked tipon me as a sort of tin god,
ene who could do anything. More-
ever, 1 was sure—dogmatically sure—
that 1 eould make her de anything I
ehese. 1 felt pessessed that evening
ot strange pewee. Otherwise, I weuld
Aever have aceepted the challenge.

I not only succeeded; I succeeded
easily.

It was no time at all before she be-
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came drowsy. Her light sleep was
just as quickly followed by profound
slumber. She was soon ready to obey
my every command—a mere awtom-
aton at the mercy of my whims.

It was then, after I'd had Marilyn
walk along the edge of the carpet as
though on a tight-wire, that Grace
Severn laughed, somewhat hysteri-
cally, and saiidl:

“Careful, Harry, please. Don’t give
Marilyn any post-hypnotic sugges-
tions like that to do after she wakes
up. She’'d probably try them on the
edge of the cliff, and the yokels here-
abouts would swear it was fulfilment
of the legend you told us.”

A vivid, awful picture of Marilyn
on the brink of the precipice fiksined
through my mind. I shuddered. And
I released the girl from her trance as
quickly as I could.

LEEP wouldn't come to me that

Alght. Wae'd taken leave of each
other and gone te our rooms shertly
after eleven. For half an heur, a half
heur that seerned eens leng, I lay
there en My Bed, listening te the driv-
ing rfain and the peunding sea. Ner
would elesing my eyes keep eut the
gearing fashes of lightning.

Of a sudden I sat bolt upright in my
bed. Sweat broke on my forehead.
Something was happemimg!

The scream was the scream of the
damned. Its utter despair cut through
the booming crescendo of the ele-
ments. Its high-pitched, tremulous
note swept my nerves up to a shatter-
ing peak, only to drop me again, a pal-
sied, shapeless thing.

How I managed to pull myself from
bed, grope my way to the door, stum-
ble down the hallway, I scarcely know.
Sheer necessity must have foreed me.

Everyone else was there, in various
stages of undress. No one could have
slept through that terrifying shriek.
Shivering despite the humid air, faces
blanched with fear, they had come to
seek the company of their fellews.

All, except Marilyn,

We gathered at the door of her
room. Grace didn’t bother to kmock.
Her hand sought the knob at once.
The metal rasped in its helder.
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Grace’s slim &moulder thudded dully
against the panel.

The door wouldn't budge.

At the time no one raised a voice
in an attempt to get a response from
within the room. It seems odd, re-
calling it now. But somehow it didn't
seem 80 to us then. We all knew with-
out being told that grim tragedy had
stalked behind the door, and for some
minutes all we did was stare dumbly at
the massive oaken portal, realizing the
futility of pltting eur puny strength
against it.

David was the first to recover suf-
ficieribjy to think of a remedy. He waé
down to the second floor and back
again before most of us had moved.
In his hand was a heavy axe which
he'd snatched from among the work-
men’s tools. He'd fetched a cold
chisel, too, realizing that even the
sharpest-bladed axe would bounee off
that age-seasoned wood.

Bursting into the room the instant
the bolt was dislodged, we came to an
abrupt halt.

The room was empty.

“Tihe window!"” Gastom cried.

His voice and the casement, swing-
ing back and forth in the driving rain,
started us to life again. We crowded
after him. Half afraid, half expec-
tant, we craned our heads out through
the opening.

A blaze of lightning showed us only
too clearly what we sought. A split
second picture, but one of haunting
clarity: the pink satin mightgown,
splashed with mud, wet and glesrmiing;
pathetic sprawled limbs; the dreadful
white of a girl’s fllesh;; the pale gold
of her hair; and that horrible splash
of red.

I came away,
touched my arm.

“I[s it—" she began.

I realized she hadn’t been to the
window. She'd always had alttiphobia
badly—so badly that it was an effort
for her to close a window, much less
look dowm from a height. I modded
wordlessly.

sickened. Grace

ARILWNN'S poor brokem hody
was beyond human aid. Het
death had been instantaneoms. Even
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before we raced down the stairs, car-
ried her drenched form in out of the
gale, that much was clear. She'd
been spared the suffering that would
have been hers if she'd lingered ; for
medical aid was impossibly out of
reaeh, now that the motorboat, our one
link with the mainland through the
furderous sea, was gene.

She looked like a doll when we laid
her on her bed—a fragile doll with
features delicately molded in wax.
We men came away slowly, leaving
Grace watching by the bed. David
seemed especially hard hit. He acted
as if he were drugged, blinking stu-
pidly at me when I spoke to him.

My own nerves were shot. 1 kept
my hands in my pockets to keep the
others from seeing how I was shaking.
Before I went dowm the hallway, I
visited my room and swallowed a cou-
ple more of my caffein tablets.

Gaston France and the Swami were
arguing heatedly when I joimed them
in the dining room. The sound of
theie raised voices—Gastom's, rather,
for Taj Ouida never seemed to feel
the need of raising his—quickemed my
steps as I came down the corridor.

The two men were facing each other
across a narrow table. I realized for
the first time that, though civil enough
toward one another, they had mever
really been friends. David was sit-
ting off by himself, his face a dull
vacant mask. Which explained why
his veiee hadn't reached me.

Gaston had his jaw out belliger-
ently, “I saw enough ot your doings
in the old days,” he was saying. “All
of it wasn't for show. Youw'te nothing
but a damned heatthen!”

Taj Ouida folded his arms across
his chest. “My people cradled the
Aryan race,” he reminded. “India
will exist when your kind are ferget-
ten.” He spoke coldly. “You babble
and protane things yeu eésuld net hepp
te understand.”

I caught Gaston by the sihoulder,
pulled him about. “Gaston,” I said,
“this is no time for argumemt and
shouts. Youwr niece is lying out there,
dead.”

Gaston's face twisted convulsively.
“Dead!” he spat through his teeth.
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“Dead, and he killed her. He and his
damned mysteries! I could see the
Devil in his face when he asked you
to tell that story tonight. I don’t
know how, but he killed her!”

The Swami made quick reply. “You
seem to be on good terms with the
Evil One that you recognize him so
easily. Maybe the bolted door was no
bar to your steps. Could it be that
you, who toasted the poor child's
death, also wished it?”

The floor rocked under me, hearing
them hurl charges of murder at each
other. Their natural antipathy had
made them forget me. Had they for-
gotten I had hypnotized Marilyn that
very evening—hypnottized her to a
point where she was susceptible to
post-hyphotic suggestion?

I myself had been haunted ever
since I'd first seen her empty bed, with
the fear—more, the growing certainty
—that the thought image of her walk-
ing along the edge of the precipice
had been transferred from my will to
her own. Whhat else could have made
its wag through that bolted door, sent
her threugh the caserments to her
death?

Y NERVES were steadier now.
I couldn’t bring myself to re-
veal my 6WHdpuilbringtimyseléodednet
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back as it were, astonished and amazed
at the boldness of the other. Never
before, for instance, would I have
faced friends and spoken like that.

The split in my personality was still
vague and indistinct. But would it
remain so? Or would the gap widen?

Grace Severn was keeping watch
over Marilyn’s poor dead body when I
passed. There was a strong urge in
me to go lay my troubles, little-bhoy-
fashion, in her comforting lap. I re-
pressed myself, though, and went my
way after telling her that I'd relieve
her in a eouple of houks it she could
held up that leng.

I set my alarm for a quarter past
three, intending to nap that long.
Sleep again eluded me, though. The
thunder and lightning had abated, but
the rain still filvodel dowm in torrents.
It wasn't the storm, howewer, that kept
me awake. If any man ever had a
gullty conscience, I had one and it
was preying, vulturelike, en my mind.

Half past two. I wasn’'t even
drowsy.

In desperation, I reached for my
clock, pushed down the key so that
the alarm wouldm't ring. The storm
had grown in fury again, the light-
ning blazing more brilliantly than
ever. My thoughts were whirling diz-
zlly. Habit moere than anything di-
reeted my fimgeis iR dressing me.

My hand sought the door knob.

The next instant I was gripping it
as fiircelyy as if an electric current had
flomeeld from it into my body. A numb-
ing spasm seemed to contract my
brain.

The scream died in mid-career.

I can only describe it that way. Per-
haps, I should call it a throaty roar
rathe¢ than a scream. But roar or
scream, it broke just as it was born so
that it seemed to hang like an awful
living substance in the damp air,

The others were already coming
into the hallway. I saw their eyes
travel from one to another, imcluding
myselt. They were doing what I was
—counting heads!

Another missimg!

The uncertainty was merve-racking.
Not a second was wasted getting into
that room, but it seemed an eternity
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to me before the cold chisel bit its way
in through the crack and disllodged
the bolt.

Agaim, the empty bed.

Again, the empty room.

Amd dowmn, down thirty feet below
the swinging casements, below on the
cement pavement, stark in the glare of
the fieshing lightning, lay deatln!

ARILYN, fragile thing that she

was, had been a broken doll, pa-
thetically beautiful, it anything, in
death. But poor Gaston, grown heav-
jer with the years, was—God, I will
not go into ghastly detail.

We carried Gaston’s body up and
laid it in the room next to where Mari-
lyn lay. A silent little group we were,
shuffling up the fllights;, bearing within
our hearts a weight that seemed meas-
ureless compared even to that we bore,
panting in our slipping hands. We
came away woodenly after diepositing
our burden on its temperary bief.

My nerves were on the breaking
point. I stole off to my room to snatch
another caffein pick-up. As I came in
front of my dresser, reached for the
box, though, I caught sight of my face
in the mirrer.

I fell back, startled, the box dirop-
ping from my nerveless fiirgers. It was
with an effort that I forced myself
forward again, forced myself to look
in the glass.

I felt myself flush hotly, feverishly.
I became conscious of my pulse. It
was racing. My heart, too, was pound-
ing against my ribs. I tried to lick my
lips, but my tongue was parched and
dry; the contact was almost painful.

Was that—could that be—my own
face?

Hair all awry, standing practically
on end. Skin heavy, puffed, its bloated
surface unhealthily flushed and
blotched with rash. Cruel, sensuous
lips.

The eyes, though, held me. 1 was
all but hypnotized by them. They
seemed twice the size I thought mine
ought to be. Their pupils were widely
dilated. They seerned to swir befere
fne as I met their glassy stare.

My hand went to the mirror. My
fingeyss went over it carefully, hoping
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to find some fiflew. But there was none.
There was no trick. What I saw was
my face; my eyes.

No wonder the little Scotty had
barked at me, had backed through the
casements rather than let me touch
him! No wonder Marilyn had fallen
so quickly under my dooming spell!
No wonder Gastom France and Taj
Ouida had retreated to their rooms
without a word when I'd commanded
it!

Good God, I'd ordered poor Gaston
to go to his room or leave the house!
Could he have misconstrued my com-
mand somehow and in troubled sleep
have plunged on that account to his
death? Was I a double murderer?

I snapped out of my trend of
thought with a jerk as my eyes fell on
my mirrored reflection again. I had
to pull myself together, I realized.
The road I'd been traveling waé
headed for the horrors of madness.

My fingers were already selecting a
couple of my pick-up tablets when I
came to understand what I was doing.
Ot a sudden I determined that I would
have no more of them.

Maybe my nerves did need sooth-
ing; maybe each of the tablets was
only as strong as a cup of coffee. Still,
I was definitely through with them,
definitely through with paying tribute
to whatever devill was inside me,

I filung the box into the corner of the
room, scattering the contents over the
floarr.

RACE had given up her watch

over the dead. She was sitting
in the dining room with David and
Taj Ouida when I came along. All
three of them were sitting close to-
gether as though they felt the need of
each other’s support,

The low tones in which they'd been
speaking died away as I entered.
There was, I thought, a note of c¢om-
passion in the dark eyes with which
Taj Ouida regarded me. Both Grace
and David took their gaze from me at
once. They seemed afraid I might
reach in and read what they were
thinking.

Had they in turn managed to read
my guilty thoughts? Or had they by
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simple elimination fastened the blame
where it belonged? Had they read the

dread implication in these staring
eyes of mine? I wondered and was
afraid.

The draft fibwimg in through the
casements, damp and warm as it was,
made me shiver. I'd already seated
myself, I felt fagged out. I turned
to David.

“Shut the window there, will you
please, David?” I said.

The lad said nothing. But as he
met my gaze, I thought he flitiotied.
Barely perceptible, it was, and surely
involuntary; but he had drawn back
before my eyes. Was the lad afraid
of me?

For nothing better to do and be-
cause words seemed too heavy to
bandy, we watched David rise somse-
what dazedly from his chair, walk
across the floor, a little unsteadily. He
paused halfway there, but continued
on.

When he reached the window,
though, he broke. If we hadn’t been
watching closely, it surely would have
escaped us. We might have supposed
that he'd merely stopped at the win-
dow for a moment to survey the rag-
ing eleetric elements outside,

But, watching as we were, we knew
that the hand with which he grasped
the window frame was not put there
in an idle gesture. He was hobifimg
himself. Wiithim him a silent battle—
a battle to the death—was being
fougiht., We could see the muscles un-
der his shirt stand out like whipcords.

Realization crashed dowm upom my
head.

I flung myself from my chair,
gripped him by the shoulders. He fell
to the flloor ag I flung him roughly back
—away from the open maw of the
casements.

My body was trembling when I
faced the others. Tihe words I spoke
seemed scarcely mine.

“Tie dog, Marilym, Gaston, and mow
David,” I said. “it can’t go on! We
can't let it. We can’t let one go on,
fattening on the deaths of others, no
matter who the person, what the
reason.”

“But what,” Grace asked softly, “can
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we do, Hammy?"

“Do?” I echoed. “Go to your rooms.
Bolt your doors. Lock your windows.
Tie yourselves to your beds, if you
will. T hold myself responsible for all
this. There will be no more of it! Go
to your roomms. You shall see what
I'm going to dio!”

Perhaps I was foolhardy to think of
the idea under the circumstamces—
under any circumstances. Tiat I did
think of it, though, shows how far
gone I was at the time, how desperate.
My whirling brain wasg only too will-
ing to catch at anything, straw though
it be.

OR no help could possibly reach

us for hours. It would have been
sheer suicide for any boat to have at-
tempted tying up at the island. The
sea was still boiling, still threatening
te engulf the little roeky pinnaele 6n
whieh the eastle steed. Thunderbelts
erackled and erashed without ceasing.
And the bursting reserveirs ef the
heavens appeared te be emptying their
eentents iR a selid Mass:

There was strong probability that
my flares mightn’t even be seen on the
mainland. But as I opened my kit and
pulled out my Very signal pistol, one
maniac trend obsessed my mind to the
exclusion of all others:

I must summon aid. I must give
myself up, have myself put saffely
away. There must be an end to the
tragedies of this horrible might.

Tihe pistol appeared in good order,
as it should have been, being a mew
one, bought especially for use on the
island. Tte shells I took from the
box were somewhat clumsy-looking
affairs with their one-inch caliber.

I paused, listening. Something 1
had heard—

After a momemnt the knock was re-
peated.

I stood there like a statue. My
pulse leaped. My heart beat like a
triphammer. Blood roared in my
ears. The walls of the rooms ex-
panded and contracted like rubber
sheets as I stared.

It was immpossiiblie!

Yet it came again, that knock, brook-
ing no denial to its summons.
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Came from the wimdiow!

Someome was knocking on my win-
dow; my window that was thirty feet
from the courtyard below, that was set
in a wall of solid masonry without
crack or foothold in its entire surface;
my window that was more than the
leAgth of a tall man's boedy from the
nearest neighbering windew above,
Belew, 6F to the side!

I walked across the flloor on tiptoe.
The window latch opened silently un-

der my fizgers. I put my foot te the
twin casements, flung them out
sharply.

Lightning flared dazzlingly in my
face. Of anything else, though, there
was no éign.,

Tihe strain of waiting was too much
for me. I went softly to the window,
thrust my head gingerly out. There
was nothing below; nothing to either
side of me. 1 stretched myself out
further, intending to twist my head
around, to look uwpward.

The noose dropped around my mneck
without warning.

It was already tightening whem I
awoke to my plight. I fllung my hands
up to fiight it off. Too late. The best
I could do was grip the dooming rope
with straining fiiggers.

My feet left the flloor of the room.
The window sill caught vainly at my
dragging toes. Amd then, imcredibly,
there was only the rope betweem me
and eternity.

My legs tread the thin air. I swung,
pendulumlike, over the void. Rain
beat my tortured face. Twiistimg the
rope about one of my hands before I
was fully out the window had saved
my neek from breaking strain and me,
perhaps, from instant death. But my
hands felt the numblng eut of the rope
and my arms ached as if they'd been
ripped from their soekets.

Tie rope had ceased being pulled
upward soon after I was clear of the
sill. I knew it was not being lowered.
Still, I myself was moving slowly
dowmwatd, and the noose was tighten-
ing about my throat,

Y HANDS were slipping on
the rope!
They were slipping faster as the
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rain soaked the fibers. Soom, for I
hadn’t the strength to pull myself wup,
I would be hanging by the meck!

Of a sudden I felt the line of thin
twine that had rubbed my chin but
which I hadn’t bothered in my amxiety
to account for, grow taut. It was
givenm a sharp jerk.

And the noose about my neck fell
slackly away.

I cried out hoarsely at that. Some-
how, even that choking noose had
seemed some support as 1 hung there.
And now that the twine had released
the slip knot that held it, I was hang-
ing by my hands alone—my hands that
were slowly slipping down toward the
end of the wet rope.

The rope jerked, sliding me diown
an additiomal precious inch. Am an-
noyed grunt, followed by a low, harsh
chuckle, reached me from above. It
evidently hadn’t been expected that
I'd be still hanging on.

I stared upward, trying to pierce the
darkness.

“You wouldn't take the quick way
like the others, would you?” a voice
said. “Wll, hang on as long as you
want. The rope’s tied, and it's no
extra strain on me. Yow deserve a
few extra minutes of torture, amyway.”

Ligihtning ffiadhed. Framed in the
window overhead, his face stark and
nearly unrecogmizable in the harsh
glow, I saw him. I had refused to
identify the voice, but now there was
ne doubt. I all but released my grip.

“David,” 1 said brokenly. “David,
what have we—I—ewer done to you
that you would do tiniis?"

His voice beat down out of the dark-
ness. “You would've ruined me if 1'd
let you, you damned hypocrite. Lead-
ing me to expect that I'd be a million-
aire some day, and then sending me
away to a ranch so I'd be out of the
way and you could squander a for-
tune, endowing hospitals, buying this
hell-hole, adopting that stupid litile
filAny whe theught 1 wawwt geed
eneugh for her, willing the rest ef the
feney away te pesple like that damn’
HAele ef Rers' 1 weuldmt have Rad
eneugh {8 pay my debts if 1'd let yeu
get away with it

“Tihe only decent thing you ever did
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was to take the responsibility for the
deaths and practically promise to com-
mit suicide. I knew you were still
acting the hypoorite, though; that's
why I decided to use the lariat on you
as I did on the other twe. You
damned KWypocriitie!”

Lightning flashed again as he fim-
ished. But it wasn’t David’s twisted
lips I saw, nor his hard eyes. The
rope where it was stretched tightly
over the sill beside him was holding
my unwavering attention, adding mew
alarm to my bottomless despair.

The sharp-edged stone was cutting
through the rope.

Wiitth every move I made, with every
bit I slid, with the slightest motion
the gale gave my twisting body, the
strands were being parted—ome by one
—inexorably . . .

The scuffle in the room above and
Grace’s cry from withimn my own room
came together, as though set off by
the same charge.

F THE struggle overhead, I could

only surmise that Taj Quida had
set upon David and that the two were
battling it out. Grace, I feared
though, had fallen in a faint; for after
her short cry, I could neither see nor
hear anything withim the room.

I was past caring now, anyway. The
strain had been too intense. The re-
action was setting in. It could only
be a matter of mimutes, perhaps sec-
onds, until the rope parted or my
numbed hands slipped dowm those last
inches. My holding onto the rope was
automatic rather than imtemtional.

Only vaguely do I recall those fimal
seconds.

I had wronged Grace. It was she
who with the speed of desperatiom had
flumg dowm to where the workmen's
equipmemt was kept, found the rope
with which to rescue me. It was she
who, hanging boldly onto the swing-
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ing casement, threw a loop out about
my doomed body.

There had been no room for hesita-
tion or for second thought. Her sav-
ing coil caught me in the nick of time.
Her knots about the bedstead within
the room held, groaning—butt held—
when my weight made the cable saw
the top of the supporting casement.

Her quick decision had saved me
from the fate of the body that hurtled
down past me from the fourth flber,
dark and screaming, as I hung there,
footless but safe at last, waiting only
for Taj Ouida to come and help her
drag me inside.

“He fell,” Taj Ouida told me, meet-
ing my gaze with inscrutable eyes. “It
is perhaps better.”

Only on one point were my imstincts
right, and then partially. Later chem-
ical analysis showed that tablcts dosed
with minute quantities of atropim had
been substituted for my own mild ones
of caffein. No womder I hadn’t been
able to recogmize myself with my sys-
tem charged with that powerfull stim-
ulant and my brain semi-delirious
fremn its befuddling effect! I ean 6nly

uegs that David switehed the tablets

ecause he was afraid te have me
elear-Readed while hHe was werking
eut Ris devilish plet.

I taxed Grace afterwards, asking
how it came that an altiphobiac like
herself had dared do what she did in
getting the rope about my swaying
body.

“Tihere are times,” she said, “wihen a
persom has to forget to be afraid.” She
smiled.

The Swami, too, had a ready amswer
when I wanted to know how I could
reward him.

There was a light in his sorfiber
eyes. “If I may quote a saying that
is old in Lahore,” he said, * 'Let him
who wishes an heir take unto himself
a wiifie’ "
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CHAPTER I

Fiend Imasimate

E home of Abmer Hilton was
situated in a none too populous
region several miles from Phil-

adelphia. It stood in solitary mag-
nificence in its own grounds—a pass-
ably prosperous looking place, its
nearest neighbors being a dozem sim-
ilar homes at regular distances. To

A Complete
Nowvelette
of
Ticking Doom

back and front there was nothing but
wild, open country—the former look-
ing over rugged moorland to a distant
hill; the latter towards the smoky line

The Tortured Beat of a Palpiitating
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on the horizon that denoted Philadel-
phia itself,

Wiitthiim the dilapidated, diepressing
interior of the Hilton home, Abner

|

Hiltom sat scowling at his broken,
dirty nails. The intermal surround-
ings were as fillthy as he was. Weak
daylight fiideringg through the bhalf
drawn Vemetiam blind glanced on
faded, rotting wallpaper. It touched
the spare furniture of the plaee, the
frost substantial artiele belng an un-
usually leng deal table previded with
sleping weoden Funnels an either side.

In the room beyond, turned by the
poor, half insane Hilton into a bed-

Heart Tolls the Tocsim of Disasterl
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room, the same drab daylight fell on
muddy grey tangled sheets and dust
caked floorboards.

Gloom, depression—sutbhuman mor-
bidity. AIll these things stalked the
jetty shadows of the horrible place
and filledl both the rooms and Abner
with a certain hellish meaning.

He was waiting—waiting for his
young niece to visit him. He had mnot
seen her since her childhood. She was
worth a fortune in money and he
wasn't worth a dime.

The thing to do then was to kill her,
very skilfully, and throw the blame
onto her fiance Courtney Wayme, a
young Philadelphiam engineer. Once
it was done he could have the money
for himself under the will of his dead
brother, the girl’s father,

For months he had brooded over
the idea in his rotting little retreat.
She would come, surely. The outside
of the house looked quite prepossess-
ing. The neighborhood was fairly se-
lect and quiet. Finally he had written
a letter. His one time culture had en-
abled him to write it very convineing-
ly, expressing the urgent wish to see
Her and eohvey a confldential message
whieh had been left in hls keeping by
her dead father.

Yes, it had been a very clever letter.
. - . And now he sat, a tattered, um-
shaven fiigure, eyes glowing with the
unholy light of murder-lust—waiting,
waiting. She would be here any time,
now. For an instant his gaze shuttled
te the battered alarm clock on the
mantel; it was just three o'clock, the
time appointed. Tihat meant . . .

E jumped to his feet atbmuptly

with a sharp and triumphant in-
take of breath. There was a knock on
the front door. The tap of a woman's
hand, beyond doubt. Just the sort of
tap Mary would give, he reflected.
Dear, sweet child. . ., He chuckled
viciously to himself as he moved
along the dusty hall, then fliligjimg
back the massive bolts he wrenched
the door open.

His hungry little eyes filashed over a
young woman modestly attired in a
warm winter overcoat, goldem hair
peeping from beneath her hat. She
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was just as pretty as she'd been as a
child, he decided. Not quite so luxuri-
ous in clothes as he had expected;
there wasn't even a car visible in the
drive. Evideatly she had come by
train to the local statiom. ... All
these thoughts took perhaps two sec-
onds as he surveyed her, then she
started te speak—but he imterrupted
her with a raised, skinny hand, mo-
tioned inslde the drab hall.

“Come in, my dear,” he imvited
gently, but to his irritation she drew
away mervously.

“No—mno, thank you.
wanted to know iifi—"

“Yes, yes, of course—I'm your Un-
cle Abner. Come along im.”

“But I1—*

Hilton’s lean jaws snapped together.
There was no time for argument,
Reaching forward suddemlly he
clutched the girl round the waist and
flung his free hand over her mouth to
stifle her cries of fright.

“You darned little fool!” he pamted,
dragging her within and slamuming
the door. “Do you want the whole
damned place to hear you? Wiy can't
you do as your Uncle asks and—2"

He stopped, momentarily surprised.
The girl had fainted in his arms. For
a moment he stood glaring down imto
her ashen face, then staggering be-
fneath her weight he carried her into
the living room and laid her on the
leng deal table.

Rubbing his skinny hands together
he looked at her closely, puzzled for a
while over the apparent cheapness of
her clothing as he wrenched the over-
coat from her unconscious form. For
a8 girl worth a fortune she wasn't
dressing halt as well as he would have
expected.

Still, that didn’t mattter—ewvidently
the countryside was no place for
fineny. Besides, what did clothes mat-
ter anyhow? His main object was to
be rid of her and put his predeter-
mined plan inte actien.

Waorking with the swiftness of
movements long rehearsed he tightly
bound her wrists and ankles te the
underside of the table legs. A piece
of filthy rag thrust between her teeth
and tied securely inte pesition ef-

I only just
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fectually gagged her. Amother length
of rope secured across her neck held
her head tightly.

“A fortune, eh?” Hilton muttered,
surveying her helplessly trussed
form. “We shall see, Mary, my dear
. - . We shall sesl!"

Turning, he strode through the dim-
ming daylight to the rickety sideboard
and pulled a long carving knife and a
saw from the left drawer. Gently he
laild them dowmn beside the girl,
rubbed his palms softly together in
ghoulish anticipation. Grunating im-
patiently he lighted an eil lamp and
placed it on the heek over the table.

His actions were deliberate—the
brutal, inhuman actions of a fiend.

IRST he sliced the knife down

the girl's clothes, tore them away
frorn her body then bedded therm doewn
in the empty fire gate. His eruel eyes
rested for a while gn her lisaerm naked-
ness under the dull lamp glew.
Brokem teeth glinted in a gheulish
smile as he feund she had rfécevered
eonseiowyness and was trying des-
perately te raise her piniened head.

“Oth, no, my dear,” he said gently,
glaring into her terror strickem face.
“It is of little use trying to scream
now—the gag will take care of that.
It's my turn! Not a trace will remain
by the time I'ma fimishedd with yeu.
Mary Lillian Digby will vanish off
the face of the eartth!”

The girl struggled again, threshed
and twisted as far as the ropes would
permit, pulled her head upwards until
the constrictiom of the cord set the
veins bulging in her forehead. Then
again she relaxed, dumb, staring blue
eyes fixed en Hilton's grinning face.
Suddenly he turfed away and went
inte the adjeining kitehen, breught
forth twe large buekets and placed
ther at the ends of the table runnels.

Complacently he nodded, picked up
the wickedly pointed kmnife—then
drove it with all his strength between
the girl’s heaving breasts, gave it a
left hand twist that struck ¢lean
through her heart.

There was a faint moan from behind
the gag., then her struggles ceased.
Blood began to well from the kmnife
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wound in her breast. Unmoved, Hil-
ton smiled. Wiithh a steady hand he
withdrew the blade and began te cut
swiftly, hacked and carved until at
last he had removed the heart itself.
Eyes bright with madness he laid the
bluish organ gently te ene side, sucked
breath ever his broken teeth in sadis-
tic glee.

Again he returned to the mamgled
thing that had been a young woman.
He worked ceaselessly until perspira-
tion drenched him from head to foot,
worked to the sound ot blood drip-
ping from the runnels into the
buckets. Time and time again he
traveled with them inte the fitlyy
kitehen and emptied therm inte a tub.

So, little by little, he dismembered
the body, cut away the legs, arms and
head, left only a bleeding torso with
a gaping ragged hole where the heart
had been torn out. Panting hard from
his exertions he stared at the dismem-
bered organ.

“At least you can never beat
again!” he muttered. “Not even in a
dead body! It is safer with the heart
removed—detached. . . .

He brooded over that, then sudden-
ly looked up with a start as there
came a heavy pounding on the front
door. For an instant he hesitated,
staring at the pulped mess on the ta-
ble. Then quickly wiping his hands
on a filkhy ragp he sped through the
crawling shadows of the hall and
opened the door gently. The dying
light fell en a young, well-dressed
fman with a elean shaven face and de-
termined blue eyes.

“Wedll, what do you want?” Hilton
demanded iirritably.

“You Abmer Hiltom, sin?"

“Certainly I am. What of it?"

“I believe Mary came along to see
you this afternoon? 1 saw her come
in as a matter of fact, a little while
ago. I thought I might as well join
her. I'm Courtney Wayme, her
fianese.”

“Oih, I see!” Hilton’s face lighted
with sudden understanding. In the
gloom the young man failed to motice
the subtle craftiness that crept into
it. “Pray core in, young mam—I've
rather been expecting you. Yow must

"”w
!
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excuse the dim light but umhappily
the current is off—a fuse, you kmow.
I'm an old man and dom’t know much
about these things."

“Maybe I can fix it for you, sir,”
Wayme remarked, and stepped iinto
the sihadiows.

Tthe instant he did so fear crawled
through him. The damp, odorous air
was heavy with the reek of human
blood; the whole place stank like an
offal dump. Abmer Hiltom felt his
powerful young hand close on his
arm.

“WHeere is Mary, sir?"” his voice de-
manded from the dark.

“Rigit ahead,” the old man
chuckled. “We were talking in the
lamplight, owing to the fuse. Go on
—right ahead dowm the passage to
that door there. You can see the
light.”

Waymne hesitated for a momemt, then
obeyed. In a few momemnts he gained
the open doorway and started into the
dreary surroundings. Instantly hlg
eyes alighted qn that ghastly horror
on the table. The room was like a
charnel house; the glow of the softly
swinging oil lamp in the hall draft
cast its dimness on things that sent
his appalled mind tumbling madly in
the depths of hell.

“Mary!” he screamed imsamely.
“Oh, God! I'm mad! Timat can’t be
Mary tihere—"

“That is Mary,” Hilton reassured
him, closing the door softly and mov-
ing towards the fifiegdece. “Mary—or
what remains of her! You didn’t ex-
pect it, did you? Thanks for coming
like this—it’s saved me the trouble of
sending for you.”

Wayme's voice cracked in hysterical
horror and fury over the words ripped
from his lips.

“You ffeand! You fillthy, murdering
devil?! Youw've killed her—evem dis-
membered her body—mutikted her
face! Oh, God, why didn’t I get here
sooner—"

“Thhat is Mary, but you killed her!”
Hilton said tonelessly. “I will ar-
range that lattenr—"

He broke off as Wayme made a sud-
den violent leap towards him. It was
the very action he had been expect-
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ing. Instantly his hand came up from
behind his back and was revealed as
clutching the heavy iron poker from
the grate.

Wayme never realized clearly what
happened, as he pitched senseless to
the filthy, blood spattered flidomr-
boards. .

CHAPTER 1I
Henarihbatas of the Slain

AYNE returned to his senses

with the realizatiom that he
was fiirmly bound te the heavy old-
tashioned fire grate. His eyes, blurred
with the pain froth his damaged head,
stared drunkenly at the daneing, leer-
ing faee of Abmer Hiltom in the lamp
glow.

Wiith a low snarling laugh the old
man came forward, shook his skinny
fist malevolently.

“I waited until you mecovered,
young man,” he said throatily. “I
wanted you to see everything right
through to the end! You might as
well—the police will want to accuse
you.” He wenat closer, hot fetid
breath blowing in Waymne's face.

“Do you realize what I'm going to
do to yow, Courtney? I intend to
break your will—turm you by slow de-
grees into an imbecile! By torture—
by mental anguish, by whatever means
I can and as soon as I can! Clever,
isn't it? Amd well worth it!

“You see, with you and Mary both
out of the way—you as her murderer,
in a fit of insanity, it leaves only me
to collect. So good of you to follow
Mary here. Now wadcln!™

Waymne didn't answer. He felt al-
ready that his mind was on the verge
of cracking under physical pain and
the added horrok of gazing. Yet gaze
he did, with fascinated nausea, as the
inhuman Hilton continued his werk.

The knife carved fiwbbilly into the
resistless flesh of the thing that had
been a worman; the saw grated vi-
ciously over bone. Every sound of it
went through Wayie's bedy and
brain as theugh he were the vietim.

By slow degrees through what
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seemed endless hours he saw the
corpse carefully cut into pieces and
thrust into a heavy sack. Then Hilten
became filercelly active. Lifting the
buckets of blood he vanished ifite the
kitchen and there ecame the seund ef
running tap water. When He re-
turned he was rubbing His Hhands
eomplacently.

“So easy to dilute the blood to the
consistency of weak dye and pour it
down the sink,” he breathed vemom-
ously. “That is what the police will
find you did! I will tell them that.
You cut the body inte sections and
fmade it unrecogmizable, hoping for
the perfeet erime. The remains will
be bufied iR the garden. Refmember
that!”

So saying he seized the sack and
pulled it along the ffoowrboards to the
back door, leaving behind him a smear
of blood that deeply stained the
boards. Wayme watched glassily,
stunned with horroe. He would not,
could not believe that he was seeing
all that remained ef Mary being car-
ried away in that sack.

He screamed at the thought—raved
and cursed with impotent, khelpless
fury, wrenched and tore at his ropes
with the ferocity of a madman but all
to no purpose.

Thirty minutes later Hilton ve-
turned, the sweat of exertion dewing
his lean, brutal face.

“Hard work, digging,” he said
ominously. “She’s well bedded down
—a good four feet. Amd when she
went dowm my chances of imheritance
went up. Understand? Say some-
thing, you idiot—say something!” He
struek him savagely in the face with
the flat ot his hand, but Wayme re-
mained silent. His mind was utterly
Aumbed.

In a daze he watched the old man
complete the details—watched him
clean the table and flidamrboadds with
caustic, swab out the pails, and then
set fire to the clothes in the grate.
Tutning at last from the glowing
ashes he indicated the bloodstained
k_rélfe and saw lald carefully en one
§lde.

“Ewvidence!” he breathed malicious-
ly. “Ewidence when the police come
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—evidence that you did it! You killed
Mary Lillian Digty!”

Wayme remained mute; his head
drooped between his shoulders with
the heaviness of wmconsciousness.
Hilton went forward and examined
him closely, convinced himself it was
not a trick. Only then did he Joosen
the ropes, seize the young man by the
shoulders and drag him inte the filittiy,
dark apartment that had onee been a
second drawing reem.

Wanikiing swiftly he rebound his an-
kles and wrists—spread-eagled him on
the barren fltowr. Skipping back into
the kitchen he brought hammer and
massive curved staples, fastened the
ropes around them then drove them
deep into the boards.

UESS that’ll hold you,” he mut-

tered, reflecting—then again he
went to the kitchen and presently re-
turned with a large can of water,
slightly punctured in the base to per-
mit of the water dripping threugh
drop by drop.

Wiith fiendish ingenuity he fas-
tened it to the old electric light fiix-
ture above, carefully arranged it so
that the drops fell steadily on the
forehead of the pinioned, wmconscious
man.

Torture—absolute and vicious—tor-
ture calculated to break a man’s mind,
not from pain but from the @gonizing
anticipatiom of each icy drop through
endless hours.

The intense gratification at the
thing he had done did not abate in
Abmer Hilton the next day. Affter a
few hours of sleep — remarkably
peaceful considering the inhuman
brutality ef his erlme—he entered the
second drawlhg reom te survey his
prisener, dimly visible iR the light
drifting threugh the eRinks iA the
drawn Vemnttian blind.

He found Wayme conscious again,
still tightly bound on the flloor, face
drawn into tight, weary lines of suf-
fering, water dripping down it frem
the almost empty €an over his head.

“You—you inhuman fiéad!” He
muttered the words thickly. “Yeu
devil? Do you think you can get
away with thiis?”
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“I know I can,” Hilton replied af-
fably, rubbing his hands. “[’m sorry
I can’'t make the room wammer—un-
fortunately there is no ffireplacee in
here. Nor can I offer to release you.”

Wayme glared at him dully. His
body was already numbed and stiff
from his immowable positiom and the
icy draft blowing under the door.
Only his head seemed to have feeling,
felt near the bursting point with the
leaden dropping of the icy cold wateT,
more searing than molten metal. His
jagged nerves were keyed into intense
agony of expectancy for every drop.

“Sorry, too, that I can’t offer you
anything to eat just yet,” Hiltom went
on sardonically. “I have little to
spare, but I'll see you get enough to
keep you alive until the police come.
Water, though, you can have in
plenty,” he added grimly. Wiith that
he went out and refilled the can, put
it back in place, and left the tortured
man to himself again.

So, throughout the day, Wayne swf-
fered exquisite tortures, he felt his
mind slipping little by little wunder
the terrible strain. Abmer Hilton
waited in fiendish expectancy for
something to happen—ibut mothing
did.

He had expected inquiries for both
Wayme and Mary, but neither came.
Instead a host of invisible presences
seemed to watch him silently in dire
and horrible reproach for the sin on
his soul. Maost of the fears he dis-
missed with a sneering grin on his
feral lips.

Once he glanced through the rear
kitchen window towards the spot
where he had buried Mary's remains,
and beheld it untouched. Then he re-
turned to commune with himself in
the shadows.

ATE in the afternoon he moved

into the second drawlng reem,
cut Wayme's limbs free froem the
staples but none the less kept him
securely bound.

“I'm going to be merciful to you,”
he said thickly, delivering a kiek in
his aching ribs. “I'm giving you a
respite; tomorrow I'll resume the
treatment. In the end I'll break you!
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“WHen the police come I'll say it
was you who attacked both Mary and
me. Understand!” His bitter little
eyes glared in the flickering light of
the lamp in his gnarled hand, hurled
mental suggestioms into the torture-
weary mind of the man sprawling on
the flowr. . . . All ideas of escape
were still-borm in Wayme's brain, He
could hardly even think, so overcome
was he by exhaustion.

Hilton left him at last and so, for
two more days, the ghastly business
went on. Wayme was alternately tor-
tured and released, given only emough
meager food and water to keep him
alive in order that he would be able
to speak when the law fimally caught
up.

Amd, just as Hilton had hoped, he
was hardly master of his own will any
longer—almost did believe by the end-
less hours of implacable Ilnypnotism
the old man indulged in that he had
killed Mary. The horror of her death
and the continued torture had become
a crushing obsession slowly warping
his mind.

Only at times was he aware of him-
self, realizing with leaden helpless-
ness that nobody would be concerned
about his disappearance. He had been
on a vacation from his normal work
in any case and only Mary Kknew,
Mary! Merciful God!

It was on these occasiomns of self-
assertion howewer that he tried with
pained weariness to work free of the
ropes holding his wrists. The staples
holding them were fairly roeugh; in
time he might break through his
bonds. But it would take days.

On the third night, puzzled by the
continued absence of action, Hilten
went to bed early, lay awake gazing at
the darkened, chilly roem. Themn at
last he turned on his side amidst the
dirty sheets and closed his eyes.

The silence was still disturblag him
—even Wayme in the adjoining reem
was curiously quiet, working sillently
and laboriously in the dark em {he
ropes that held him, frayln% away the
tough thickness little by Ilttle with
muscles that were cracked and aching.

Then, as he lay sileat, Hilten heard
something. Thete ecerept inte his
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senses a dull, ticking sound, heavy
with apparent distance.

Tick—tick—tick. Wiith the meas-
ured beat of a metronome, gradually
becoming louder. Very slowly creep-
ing up by imperceptible degrees, un-
til at last the faded walls of the entire
reom groaned with the pulsating mys-
tery.

Thud—thwud. Thud—thwd. Rhyth-
mic, insistent, inhuman.

At last Hiltom sat bolt upright in
the bed. One skinny hand clutched
the dirty tattered shirt that served as
night attire. Staring wildly into the
gloom he listened with twitching face
muscles to the still resolute beating,
for all the wokld like a gigantic human
heart.

Heart? That thougiht knifed into
his rotten brain. Instantly his mem-
ory was transferred to the heart he
had cut out of the girl. He had cut
it out to be sure life could never re-
turn, and mow—

Clammy sweat drenched him as he
listened. His breath rasped over his
stumpy teeth. There was no way of
telling exactly where that awful
sound was coming from. It might be
to one side, above or below—he could
fiet determine. It seemed to fill all
§paee.

Throb, throb, throb. . . .

“No!" he shouted hoarsely, leaping
out of the bed. “No! S®gp!”

And instantly the sound ceased!

The whole house seemed to become
mute, horribly silent after the tortur-
ing rhythm of the beating.

Wiitlhh dragging footsteps and sweat-
drenched face Hilton moved to the
adjoining room and twisted the door
key with trembling fiinoers. All was
guiet within. Waymne lay like a log
in the dim gloorn, stirred only slightly
as a mateh flared in Hilton's quaking
hand. The eld fman's Heatse veiee
eame 8 him.

“Courtney, you heard it?” he de-
manded thickly. “Youw heard that
beating ?"

“I heard nothing,” Wayme muttered
dully, and relaxed again.

For a moment the old man stood
gazing at him, then he went out.
Wayme lay silent for a while after
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he had gone, wondering what he had
been talking about. He certainly had
heard nothing. Then once more he
set to work on the laborious task of
fraying through his ropes.

In the meantime Hilton returned to
his room and waited a long time in
the shadowed gloom, but the mysteri-
ous sound was not repeated. At last
recovering some of his courage he
clirmbed into bed, nerves tensed for a
recurrence of the sound.

Presently he heard it, very soft and
low, that measured beat sweeping up
from nowhere.

Louder and louder became the tick-
ing, mad, nerve cracking tempo. Hil-
ton shot out of bed once more, again
screamed for it to stop—and as before
it obeyed. Waakly he staggered to
the front hall doo¥ and opened it,
stared out toward the dimness of the
drive,

Slowly he crept outside and looked
about him, down past the many rear
out-houses with their sloping reofs.
There was nothing unusual visible—
only a quiet, dark irmmmensity.

He knew not how long he stood
shivering in the night breeze. His
next clear remembrance was of being
back in his bedroomm. He crawled back
onto the bed at last and lay in frigid
horror for the return of the beatimg—
but the night passed gquietly and he
awoke again te the grey glimmerings
ot an ashy dawn.

CHAPTER 111
“Whyy Did Yo Kill Me?”

HAKIEN by the experience of the
night Abner Hilton felt like a
trapped animal. Though he did not
believe in the supernatural, though he
inwardly boasted that he had no ¢on-
science, he could not altogether rid
himselt of the remembrance of his
crime. Time and time again the visien
of the slain girl rese up before him.
In his mind he could again hear the
sloughing of the knife as it carved
her flesh, the grate of the saw against
her bones.
He scraped together a scanty meal
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and then went in to his prisoner with
a few crusts and some water. Wayne
looked at him dully, but behind his
back his hapds were slowly pulling
away the remainders of his frayed
rope. A night of rubbing on the fivor
staple nearest to him had out them
through. They gave way just as Hil-
ton was bending towards him.

Instantly his fingers closed round
the old man’s skinny throat, sent the
meager meal hurtling through the air.
Hilton was pulled down to the fitwor
with Wayne’s fingers crushing hard
into his leathery neck.

Waymne wished desperately he could
get to his feet, but his bound amkles
prevented it. His only hope lay in
strangling the old man where he was
—but in that he was doomed to failure.
Wiith a sudden vicious twist Hilton
wriggled sideways, brought round his
foot with all his strength and kicked
Wayme violently in the ribs.

He gasped with the suddem pain,
desisted in his effort to get to his feet
—and in that momemt Hilton acted.
He had the advantage in every way.
Wayme was bound and weak from his
ordeal; Hiltom was free and furiously
energetic.

“8So you thought you'd escape, eim?"
he breathed venomowslly. “You
thought you’d fool me, huh? Well
you womn’tt!"

Wiith that he dived away and
snatched up the heavy, dirty plate on
which he had brought the food. Even
as Waymne tried to get up the plate
came down on his head with stumning
force, edgewise. He sank down
mutely, blood streaming from a scalp
cut.

“It was you who plotted that heart
beating stunt!” Hilton screamed.
“You! I don’t know how, but you
did it! Yow’ll not do it again, Court-
ney. Damn you, no! I'l kill you
first!"

Savagely he rebound his wictim's
ropes, spread-eagled him back in his
old position. Then he refilled the can
and stood looking at the umconscious
figure in vicious glee.

“You can stay that way until I want
you! Wiithout food and without
water—at least to drink! No more
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leniency—no more lemierray!"”

And with that he stamped fificeedly
from the room, slammed and locked
the door.

Only once did he return, and that
was towards evening. Wayme was
half consciows, muttering supplica-
tions for release. The old man’s feral
lips twisted in an unholy smile; his
only response was to make sure the
water can was refilled then he went
into his bedroom to pass the might.

But the instant he entered the
gloomy shoddiness—for the oil in his
lamp was exhausted—he felt a stramge
fear clawing at his heart. The mem-
ory of the night before returned to
him. He sat on the bed edge, listen-
ing with one ear half cocked for some
sound of the heart, but instead there
came something else, something that
sent the blood crawling in streams of
ice through his withered body.

“Afbmer Hiltonm, why did you kill
me?"

The merest whisper, an ice cold
question that seemed to creep from
the Unknowmn. It started Hilton's
heart racing madly, set crawling fiin-
gers of ghastly fear clutching at his
vitals.

“Mobaer Hilleon, wity did yeowu kil
me?”’

T WAS stronger this dife—a
woman's voice calling softly,
mournfully, from an incredible dis-
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tance. As in the beating of that emiig-i mTest mm M
=~

matic heart it was impossible to guesé
the exact source of the sound.

“Why did you kill me?” Words
dreary with anguished reproach.

He leaped savagely to his feet and
stared madly round him in the dim-
ness. Viciously he struck a match,
but the fliukeringg light revealed no
change. It went out and scorched his
fingasss.

“Irmagination!” he panted hoarsely.
“Imagination—or merwes!™

“No, Abmer Hilton—meitther imag-
ination or nerves, but the voice of the
woman you killed,” the voice an-
swered somberly.

“You slew me, carved my body into
pieces and buried the remains! You
tore out the heart—but in the heart
there is not life—only in the mind.
The mind lives on. In the end I will
destroy you, as you destroyed me!”

Wiitm a pallid face he listened to the
words, heart racing agonizedly
against his skinny ribs. Her voice—
the voice of Mary Lillian Digby—
speaking from hell knew where!

Suddenly he found relief in action.
As before he made straight for the
second drawing room and stared in
palsied fear at the bound fiigure of
Waymne. He certainly was not re-
sponsible.

Mad with fright he left him and
blundered outside into the half
clouded moomligitt, glared about the
sodden grounds of his home with the
eyes of a maniac. Just as on the pre-
vious night there was nothing to dis-
turb the aching quiet.

Breathless, shaking with fear, he re-
turned inside at last, bolted the heavy
front door with fingers that were
oddly brittle. Cold creeping waves of
superstitious fear were clawing at his
evil heart.

As he tottered uncertainly down the
hall, striking match after match to al-
lay the crushing dark, he tried to con-
vince himself that it was all imagina-
tion. That he hadnt heard amything.
It was some trick of Courtney
Wayme's; it had to be!

He twisted round and fumbled allong
to the second drawing room again,

(Continued on page 1IH)
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passed inside and examined the
spread-eagled man closely, was forced
to admit as before that he was noit re-
sponsible. He was a silent, stupefed
man, water trickling down his ashen
face from the slowly dripping can.

Very quietly Hiltom withdrew again
into the abysmal dark of the hall,
nearly wept with rage and fear as he
found his matches were exhausted.
Waakly, knees like jelly, he clawed
his way back into the main living
room and steed for a while in the
jetty gloomn, eyes starifig at the hazy
grey ebleng where the windew lay.

Turning he searched for the rickety
chair ana dropped his leaden Jlimbs
into it. Spittle was drooling un-
heeded from his quivering lips; sweat
drenched his skinny body. The com-
plete ghastly fear ot a swpernatural
unknown had him in its grip.

For nearly an hour he sat there and
heard nothing. A blank nothing that
hemmed him in like a living, avenging
presence. Tihe only sound he once
detected was a long drawn out groan
which he knew came from Courtney
Wayhe as he returned te conscious-
Hess.

A third look at the bound man con-
vinced him; he was still there in the
very dim moonligit fiitering thraugh
the blind. In some odd way he was
glad of the man’s presence; it did
something to alleviate the terrible fear
numbing his being.

An hour later quivering, brain numb-
ing reaction set in. Wiitlh heavy feet he
scraped along to his bed and lay face
down upon it, trying to muffle his ears
to the dreaded sound he was afraid to
Hear. Softly, gently, came the re-
sufed beating of that heart—and
abeve it the awful, sepulehral veiee.

“Atbner Hiltom, it is dark and cold
in the grave you dug for me! I can-
fnot rest. I am returning to life, to the
land of mortals, to ask you face to
face why you killed me! 1 am net
dead, Albner Hiltom. I am alived! Lis-
ten te the beat of the heart you éut
away ! Listen e it, gathering pewer !

Shaking like an aspen Hilton lis-
tened—could not help himself. The
voice ceased and the subdued rhythm
of the heart became swifter, Jouder,
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Pat, pat, pat, pat. . . .

“You hear, Abner Hilton?" the voice
breathed. “I live! I have come back
from the grave to ask why you killed
me! Look in my grave! Dig down
deep and you will find I have gone!
Dig! Doig!”

CHAPTER IV
Tiee Remaines Whadk!
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fixed, incredulous eyes were chained
to a figure walking slowly towards
him along the uneven ground.

It appeared to be the naked fifggure
of a wormam, arms extended towards
him! Amnd as she came nearer he could
behold quite clearly against the white-
ness of her skin the black marks at the
joimts of her legs and arms where he
had eut them from the body! One
other, round the base of the neck, held
him mute.

Making hardly any sound she
quietly advanced, coming nearer and
nearer, and still he stood parallyzed
with numbing shock.

“Albmer Hiltom, you killed me!"” she
said at last, in the same dreary grave-
ridden voice he had heard in the
house. “I have come back—to ask you
why you did :itt?”

Wiitthim six feet of him she stopped,
a Jovely but forlorn fiigure, hair mov-
ing slightly in the mild wet wind.
Clearly he could distinguish the
graceful curves of her body, the
rounded formmations of her breasts—
but upen one of them was a dark pateh
=a hele where he had terh eut the
heart to rhake sure she wowld never
eome back.

Never come back! That realization
burst in his diseased mind like a bolt
of living fire. He found action at Jast
in a desperat®, piercing scream, turned
swiftly and went blundering and gasp-
ing over the uneven g@round—any-
thing to escape the womam who had
fisen to guestion her fate.

Even as he flew over the ground,
driven by insane terror, he could hear
feet racing after him—not the sound
of woman's feet but the heavy clomp-
ing of a nightmare creature,

Thud, thud, thud, like the beating
heart he had heard.

He threw himself screaming
through the front doorway, into the
hall. His fiimgers twisted the key of
the second drawing room door and he
went flying inwards to hucel himself
beside the silent figuie of Wayne,

“Courtmney, in God’'s name save me!"
he screamed frantically. “Save me!
She’'s come back! Mary’s come back
from the grave!” His trembling fim-

¢Contimured on page 120)
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(Comtimued from page 119)

gers wrenched a penknife from his
pocket, slashed through the ropes
holding the tortured man. “Save me,
Courtney! Say you will! It's Maap!”

That jerked something of con-
sciousness into Wayme’s leaden brain.
He stared into the dark, down, at the
dim, pawing, gulping figure on the
flomr beside him. Stiffly he tried to
move to his feet—then his eyes jerked
round at the sound of feet in the hall.
A light was bobbing along it.

LD terror surged through him

too as in the doorway he beheld
the same naked woman's figure that
Hilton had seen—a weoman whe stared
tensely, wounds en Rer rejoined limbs
elearly visible. Almost at the same
ferment the ewner 8f the sterm lan-
tern Beeame visible, pushed the weman
te ene side and charped ferward,
elutehed the sereaming Hilten found
the neck:

In the light of the storm lantern on
the flloor Wayme dazedly watched
wihat took place, saw a powertul shoul-
dered man with a face of frozen hate
clutch Hilton's skinny threat if &in-
ewy fimgeis, erush inte it with all the
strength at his cemmand.

“Kill my daughter, eh?” His bitter
voice knifed in the quiet. “"Cut her
up, would you? My Annie! By Geod,

you filthy butcher, this is where you
go to the hell you dleserwe!”

Hilton tried to speak but the com-
pressing fingerss would not let him.
His miserable body threshed madly on
the filoor. Slowly but surely his strug-
gles became weaker and at last ceased
altogether.

Only then did the man rise up and
kick the corpse violently with his
heavy shod foot, turned, then stared
at Wayne amazedly.

“Yow're alive!” he shouted hoarsely
—and with his words the giel in the
doorway seemed to arise frorm her hor-
rific trance and advanced at a run.

Wayme felt convinced in that mo-
ment that he was going insane at last
—for the girl was Mary! There could
be no mistaking her face. Mary, yes—
naked, with scars of her hideous death
still upon her. Maury!
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His lips moved to utter her name
then even as her white arms reached
towards him he relapsed into dark-
ness and brief rest.

Waymne realized as he came back to
consciousness that he could only have
been senseless a few minutes. He was
lying on his back, all his ropes re-
moved, the face of Mary and her
rugged visaged companion bending
over him., The oenly change was that
she wa€ new wrapped in an overcoat.

“Courtney, dear—Courtney!” she
breathed, gathering him into her
arms. “Thank God you're alive! I
thought you were dead—that was why
I helped Mr. Craven here.”

Dazedly, weakly, Wayne raised
himselt on one elbow and stared to-
ward the light of the lamtern.

“WiHett—mteat's it all about?” he
asked helplessly. “I saw you cut in
pieces by that fiend, Mary—I saw iit!
A moment ago you were naked; I saw
the marks.”

The girl smiled faintly. *“Only
tights, Courtney, marked on the joints
with black paint. Cold, yes—but the
only way to drag this fiiendish wncle
of mine into the open.”

"Come to think of it, I didn't see
your face when—wmthem Hilton butch-
ered you,” Waymne shuddered. "It was
utterly unrecogmnizable, amd—"

“It isn't really so complicated as it
seems, sir,” Craven muttered. *“This
filthyy devil intended to kill Miss
Digby here, but instead he killed my
girl Anmie. She was canvassing this
district for radio set orders. We had
got a little business together and were
deing guite well.”

“Actumlly, Courtney,” Mary inter-
vened; “"although I said in my Jletter
to you that I was coming to see Uncle,
I changed my mind at the last mo-
ment. It seems that Mr. Craven's
daughter arrived at almest the time
for my appointment. Evidently Unele
dida't give her the ehanee te speak;
and net Having seeR me fer years he
fisteok peer Annie for me, Bath of us
Being faif and yeung.”

“That must have been it,” Wayne
nodded drearily. “As for myself I
was afraid for you and came to see if
I could help you when you visited
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your uncle. There wasn’t time to Fl h K'
come to your home first, so I came “s d'ws d
straight here. I saw somebody like
you enter the house whilst I was still Md a'dmss
a distance away; after that I came iin
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By CHAKRA

Famows Mystic Authoriity on Esoteric Lore

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

The purpese of this department is to furmish such entertainmemt. It presents
true stories or horror, mystery and the supernatural gathered from all corners of the
earth and authenticated by reliable persons.

THE DOG THAT KINEW

IKE FLYNMN was an elderly office
man for a road contractor. Be-
cause Mike was rather an insignifi-

cant-looking individual, his employer usu-
ally sent him every Friday for the payroll
money. No one would have suspected that
he carried a large amoumt of money.

But on a fatal Friday he went to the bank
alone. Usually he was accompamied by his
inseparable co iiom, “Spirit,” his dog;
but on this particular dav he left Spirit in
the office although the dog whined to go.
But the animal had been sick and Mike
wanted him to rest. Mike had named his
dog Spirit because, as Mike said, “He sees
ghosts.” Everybody laughed at this, of
course.

The bank teller gave the momey to Mike
and the old man stuffed the thick package
into his inside pociket and was returning to
the office by way of an alley short-cut.
Someone had let slip the informatiom that
Mike was carrying money that day. As
Mike plodded along, a stranger slunk from
a doorway, his arm swung up, and a lheavy
club crushed the old man’s skull.

The police found Mike’s body shortly
afterward. From a card in the dead man’s
pockeit, they located his employer. The con-
tractor hurried to the alley accompanied by
Spirit. Immediiately the dog crouched be-
gside the body of his rmaster and begam to
howil, and would not allow anyome te come
near the corpse.

Suddenly the howiling ceased. Tihe dog
looked strangely into the air, sniffed, and
then with a yelp darted dowm the alley and

around into a side street. Wiith a long leap
he pounced upon a man who was talking to
a young womam on the cormer. Both dog
and man wemt dowm in a noisy, writhing
tangle.

wihem the police reached the spot, the
man was dead—his throat torm opem. The
stolen money was not found om the body;
but a search of the man’s premises revealed
it behind a hidden panel. The dog had been
right.

Whett had he sten?
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HORROR-SCOPES

PRISON WALLS

UITE some years ago, two youmg men
were in jail awaiting executiom. They
had been tried and convicted of murder and
were now to pay the penalty for their crime.
But they both insisted that they were in-
nocemt despite the fact that witnesses had
testified they had seen the two men leaving
the scene of the crime. The fact that it was
night and the vicinity frequented by twamps,
had not interested the judge or the jury.
Identification had been established and jus-
tice had taken its course.

The elder man, Johm Watkins, was ex-
tremely bitter about his fate. He planned
ways and means of escape for both men—
but in vain.

On the eve of the executiom, the governor
had seen fit because of the youth of the
second prisoner, to commute his semtence
to life imprisonmemt. Omn the following day
the other man, Watkiims, was hanged m the
little yard behind the jail, still proclaiming
his immocence.

For several days the surviving prisoner
remained in the jail awaiting transfer to an-
other prison. Ome morming he was gone;
his cell door was opem. The guard who had
slept through the night could give no ex-
planation. Nome of his keys was missing.
But for some reasom, records show that no
effort was made to recapture the escaped
comvict. Merely a “Transfer” was showm on
the prisom bom)lz:s—lbm no record of admis-
sion in the newer prisom can be found. Per-
haps those in authority didn't want to re-
veal the escape.

Years passed. Recemtly the escaped man
told his story to friends. Am old man mow,
he wants to be declared innocemt before he
dies and for his children’s sake.

His explamatiom of the jailbreak causes
friends to raise their brows imcredulously,
for he says:

“I used to sleep most of the time in prison.
That night someome woke me up by calling
my name. [ looked around and the cell door
was opem. I stepped into the corridor and
saw the guard’s keys in the lock. I took the
keys and opemed all the necessary doors.
Then I returned the keys te the guard and
left. I knew that Jehm Waldking retyFRed
frem the grave 8 reseue me, bBeeause I was
33 {RABLeN: 35 He was. 1 always dream 6}
JoRR 8R tHe aRAIversary of Riy &xecutisn.”’

SPIRITWAL EYES

A REPUTABILE business man tells the
following story: Ocnnltists say that
everybody has spiritual senses in addition
to the five physical ones. At birth, a child
is in possessiom of these spiritual senses,
but because of its inability to make use of
them, they become dormamit. A child can
see things that an adult cannot. Wihen I
was a kid I used to see imaginary children.
We romped together and had grand times.

(Comtimued on page 124)
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(Continued from page 123)
But my parents never belleved the tales I
told them.

Once I became seriously ill. I couldn't
sleep and tossed in my bed, burning with
fever. In order to isolate me from my
brothers, I was placed in the front parlor.
There was a gas light in front of the house
and its bearmas shone through the window.

One night—I shall never forget—I
reached the crisis. I was fully conscious
but suffering. It was well after midnight
when my spiritual playmates suddenly ap-

eared. They clutched my body, and lawgh-
ng, lifted me inte the air. As I rose, my
sufferings seermed to drop away like a dis-
carded garmemt. 1 was suspended in the
center of the room. Looking dowm, I saw
my body still lying on the eouch in the ¢or-
fer.

I became excited and glanced about
wildly. At that momemt a policerman came
ambling down the street, paused and peered
intently in the window. screamed in ter-
ror and the children suddenly disappeared.
The next thing I knew, my parents were in
the room. I was lying on the couch, blurt-
ing out the whole story. My mother tried
to calm me by rubbing my forehead.

“IFather,” she gasped, "“the fever—it's
gome. He's going to liwe!”

I still persisted in my story and to make
it more comvincing I told my father the
number on the policeman’s helmet. I could
not have seen it from the couch which was
obscured from the wimdow.

My father just laughed at me and said
that I had seen it on the policeman’s helmet
before and remembered it. Howewer, on my
insistence he agreed to go out and talk to
the officer.

He returned in a few minutes. His face
was ashen. He looked at my mother.

“The number agreed,” he said in a low

voice. "Amd the patrolmamn was just trams-
ferred to this precinct. It was his fiirst tour
of dwty.”

SOUTH AMERICAN MAGIC

YOUNG man returned recently from

South America and has a remarkable
story to tell of his escape from the head-
hunters of the Amazon. Shoktly after he get
out of college he joined an expedition inte
the head-hunting country. His empleyer
was subsidized by a museum, commissioned
to seek data and souvenits eff any kind that
might be of value.

But two momths in the jungle were
enough for the young man. He left the ex-
pedition and started down the river toward
the headquarters port where he would get
a boat back to the United States. But the
following morning he was taken captive by
a band of natives. He was led to the chief
and ordered to disrobe. He believed they
were %@ing to beat himm beeause He saw
whips in the hands ef twe native guards.

Suddenly one of the natives cried out and
pointed to a red birthmark on the white
man’s shoulder. The leaders of the tribe

CANDID CAMERA CATCHES CO-EDS ™



gathered and looked at it. And as they did
so they backed away and looked at the

n with loathing as though he were
an evil power of some kind. One by one
they disappeared into the jungle leaving
him alone. The last one to leave was an
old man who slapped some mud on the
birthmark and then darted away.

The Americam found his way back to the
river and his boat, and the next day arrived
at his destination. In time he reached the
United States. Wihen he told his friends
about his experience, they seemed to doubt
him, so he kept his story to himself.

As the birthmark was just behind his
shoulder, he seldom noticed it. He would
have to hold a mirror in a certain position.

One momrming, that part of his shoulder
began to itch. He held the mirror to look
at the spot, and to his surprise, the red
birthmark was no longer visible. The skin
wae a bit different on the spot, but it was
no longer the uglﬁ red color. He thought
it so strange that he went to a doctor. The
doctor could not explain, but the doctor did
tell the young man to speak to a certain
professor who knew much about South and
Central America.

The lad told his story to the professor,
who examined the spot on his shoulder. A
magnifying glass had to be used to see the
form of the birthmark. As the professor
studied it, he remarked: *“I have seen a de-
sign which closely resembles this mark, on
the walls of an old Mayan temple near Yu-
catan. I have noticed that natives back
away from it whenever they see it. It must
be some mark of evil. Hmwmm,l my boy,
it saved your life and therefore is a mark
of good luck for you.”

But no one has been able to explain why
the red birthmark gradually disappeared.
Medical science has no record of any cure
of such marks. Amd since the mark has
gone, the ydluig man has had several very
fortunate breaks including the winning of a
large sum of momey in a comtest. Wihere his
luck had been bad in the past, it now is re-
markably good. He believes the old mative
did him a great favor,

THE DIAMOND CURSE

IN France during the World War, drink-
ing water had to be chiorinated. The
chlorine mixture came in small glass tubes,
and one man was commissioned to put a
tube in every bag of water that hung in the
company street or billets.

A regimemt of artillery was stationed in
a small town called Vayres. A certain
widow of that town had a large dii@mond
which her husband had given her. 8he
treasured that diamomd more than her life.
One unscrupulous soldier managed to steal
that diamond from her purse wnen she was
giving the man a drink of water at her home
one aftermoon.

She didn't miss the diamond until that
night in a small café, where Fremchmen
gathered with the soldiers. She did not

(Cmttmlmeedi on page 126)
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Barher Finds Oid
Book in Trunk
Selis It for $4,000

A small town barber discovered an old copy
of “Pilgrims Progress” in a trumk that had
been unopened for years. He hoped to sell
it for a few dollars. Imagine his joy when
he was offered more than $4,000.00 for that
one bookl This is cited from rare book annals,
as one of the many such cases. The American
Book Mart, Nationally known buyers of old
books, will pay $4,000.00 for each copy of
the same edition. They buy thousands of dol-
lars worth of books annually —they want
certain old school books, Bibles, story books,
poetry, histories, travel, almanacs, letters,
newspapers, magazimes, etc. Many books even
as recent as 1981, wanted. A single book
hidden in your old trunks, attic or basement,
may bring you $25, $60, $100, $500 or even
$5,000 each for ecertain books. Better inves-
tigate new! Send 10¢ today to American
Book Makt. 140 S. Dearborn Street, Dept. 268,
Chicago, 1ll, and they will send you latest list
of old books they want to buy and prices they
will pay!
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AND HAY FEVER
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Tha Famous EUROPEAN
ASTROLOGER

Professor Sakibol Lakajat

He will state who are your friends an
who your enemiza. If succeas and i-
ness await you in marfiage and speculs-
tion: &lso information regarding travels,
iliness, happy and unhappy times and a
gréit deal more interesting decails.

Royal Persomalities Have Been
Astonished at the Wonder of His Great Knowledge
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(Continued from page 125)
know whom to suspect, although she felt
that it had been stolen. She was sure she
hadn’t lost it.
8he reported the loss to the captain of the

company in the village. He ordered a
search.
The guilty soldier, who was carrying the

diamo! suspected what was about to hap-
pen so he hid the diamond in a chlorine
tube and dropped it in the water bag in
front of the mess hall.

A thorough search and questioning of all
soldiers failed to produce the dimmond.

That evening, shortly after dark, the sol-
dier went out to the water bag and reached
for his tube. Suddenly he yelled in pain.
The sergeant of the guard rushed over and
found that the diamond had imbedded itself
in the palm of the soldier’s hand, just as
though it had been a hot coal.

The strange incident was reported to the
captain at once. The man’s hand was ban-
daged. He was put under arrest and the
captain took the diamond to the widow.

Happy, she gazed at it. The captain did
not tell her the details of the discovery. He
merely said that it had been found among
the belongings of one of the soldiers who
had been arrested and would be tried.

The widow thanked the captain. Then she
said: “I prayed that the diamomd would
curse the thief who took it and burn a hole
through his hamd.”

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

To Horror-Scopes: Wy is it necessary at
a seance to extinguish the lights, Inold
hands, keep silent while the medium goes
into a trance?—H. K,

H. K.: No one knows. The mediums say
it is because light preveats the vibratory
power necessary for the experiment, just as
static electricity prevents pure reception on
the radio. Amnd of course, noise distwrbs
concemtration. The holding of the hands
helps the vibration, by producing cembined
power obtained fref those presemt, just like
the laylng ef hands on a table will staft it
meoving. The mere Hands, the Mo POWRE:

To Horror-Scopes: Wiy does a person
who loses a limb still experience the feel of
the limb? Is it because there is a spiritual
body as well as a physical one and the per-
son still feels the spiritual body?=D. P. S.

D. P. S.: Your doctor can explain that this
sensation has nothing to do with any spirit-
ual limb. It is a mmatter of nerve and mus-
cular action at the stump of the limb.

To Horror-Scopes: Is it true that a rattle-
snake knows that a sleeping man is harm-
less and therefore will not bite Mhitm?—F,
H. W,

F. H. W.: The matter of sleeping has noth-
ing to do with it. Remain gquiet arouhd a
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rattlesnake and he won’t strike, but if you
move, it will strike whether you are awake
or moving in your sleep. Anything that
moves is a natural enemy of a rattler. It
fears attack. Rattlesnakes have crawled for
hours over a man lying still on the ground.
tl)-lad he moved a muscle he would have been
itten.

To Horror-Scopes: A friend of mine told
me he saw a Hindu swallow a small snake
and after several minutes that snake crawled
out of his mouth. Could a snake live in a
man's stomach?—A. L. R.

A. L. R.: Hardly likely. The gastric juices
in the stomach would kill the snake after a
little while. It is quite common, however,
to see fakirs in India or China train small
snakes to crawl up a man's nostrils and
come out of his mouth.

To Horror-Scopes: Has anyone ever pho-
tographed the soul departing from a body
at the momemnt of death?—D. W. E.

D. W. F.: Charles Miller, the celebrated
cameraman of Hollywoodl, made a test of
death photos. He arranged with the local
hospital for the experiment. He took sev-
eral pictures at the momemt the patient died.

The doctor sat at the bedside, and as the
pulse stopped the doctor nodded for the
photo to be snapped. In every case the
negative was black except for a small streak
of light that resembled a miniature flash of
lightning. Mr. Miller is writing a book on
his experiments which will be published

next year.
~OC-HPAKRRA .

THE CALEWDAR |
OF HORRORS

E stalking horror of the living dead—

in THE COFFIN DWELIHRS, a com-

plete long novelette by G. T. Flemiing-Rob-
erts in next month's issue!

Anotther unwuswmall novelette, FOUR
FRIGHTFUIL MEN, by Henry Kuttner,
presents a melee of terror among a band of
circus freaks. There’s a thrill and chill in
every lime!

4 ¥

THE SEA OF FEAR, a novelette of men-
acing shadows by John K. Knox, is packed
with action—and weird surprises.

] * *

Also—DEATH PLAYS DOLLS, a move-
lette of fearsome fantasy by C. K. M. Scan-
long. In addition, numerous shorter stories
and another batch of true, eerie incidents
from life in HORROR SCQHES, by Chakra.
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DEATH ASKS THE QUESTION
(Comtimued from page 121)

pretty ingenious. We managed it, be-
tween us.”

He paused and smiled memimiscent-
ly. “Being a radio engineer came in
handy,” he wemnt on grimly. “I got a
microphome and small Jloudspeaker
and lowered them by wire half way
dowm the main chimney breast.

“I knew that in common with all
houses of this type the main fifeplkce
flues would end in one chimney, so
the sound would travel to all rooms
possessing a fifiepdece. It was fairly
certain Hilton wowld occupy such a
room. It was easy to get to the roof
by the out-houses, without much noise
either.

“Omece that was done Miss Digby
and I went to our apparatus, just be-
yond the range of the back grounds.
The microphone in the chimney
picked up every sound that Hilton
made; with headphomes we could vis-

ualize his movememts. Ewvery time he
went to bed the mattress springs
squeaked. As to the voice of the wom-
an it was Miss Digby herself speaking
into our own microphome, which of
course emanated from the loudspeaker
in the chimney. Tihe heart effect was
simply a ticking alarm cloek, made
louder of guieter by a velume control
on the mi¢rophone.”

Wayme nodded slowly. “I begin to
see now why Hilton was so frantic.
For myself I heard nothing; this
room has no fifiegdimce. Besides, I was
unconscious most of the time.”

“Wen he shouted for the beats to
stop we naturally obeyed the o6xider,
hearimg him distinctly,” Craven
breathed. “That got him! He really

thougiht the devil was after him. Just
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the same we didn’t tempt him out the
first night; he needed time to think
and work himself up into a real
frenzy of fright.

“We did that tonight, of course.
Miss Digby joined me again after
sundown, complete with an outfit that | ASyRULTD. D29
looked like my girl risen from the | "% ""“‘:‘%“‘“ .
grave. The rest you know. Of ' Meanetic ruy) Dyaraoiiial order yoibd W
course it was I who took away my
pooE Amnie’s remains.” Prostate Sufferers

“And you?” Wayme asked slowly. larged. Iofamed oe faulty Proatat
“Youw've murdered Hilton. That is Ghing Yol " often - causes Lamoseck.  Fro-
against the law, fiend or mot.” Loat Vigor, Insomnia, etc. llln
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B dorse o
Craven shrugged his heavy shoul- Iiclens endos Ssa'ﬁferenee
ders and looked down at the corpse. PE%)m"l"ea Mgﬁbﬁﬁ“ b m “"
“I'm going to give myself up and

‘Qgegliﬂg %ﬂy FlV&%ﬁBP%‘ifﬁme
trust to the mercy of the law. With mg Bfglfé gg?e I
your evidence too and my dead girl's FREE BOOKLET
remains where is the jury which | | PRERMTE ooy’ taiar orPER.  AoBAESS
would comnvict?” MIDWEST PRODUCTS €0, B:2018, KALAMAZOO, MicH,
“Weelll back you to the end,” Wayne
said quietly, getting to his feet with
difficulty. l l

The girl’s arm weat round him
supportingly as she helped him from
the drab house. As they passed into
the cool night air they looked away to | &RE

the east.

Ragged dawn was already creeping Thhe Maga:zi'me
over the misty, saturated countryside. of
Somewhere amidst it, perhaps, aban- Science—Inventiom—IExpeninmentts
doned and alone, was the fitandishh soul
of Abner Hilton. . . . NOW ON SAE AT
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“Years ago, as an ambitious young actor,
| was impressed how well my throat liked
Luckies and how well they suited my idea
of a perfect cigarette. That impression
still stands. In my recent tour of “Hamlet’,
with its many performances each week
and the attendamt tax on my throat, |
have been convinced anew that this light
smoke is both delightful to my taste and
the ‘top’ cigarette for an actor’s throat.“

Notice how many professional men and womem—
lawyers, doctors, statesmen, etc., smoke Luckies. See
how many leading artists of radio, stage, screen and
opera, prefer them. Naturally the voices of these art-
ists are all-impoirtant to them. That’s why they want
a light smoke. You can have this throat protection,
too. The protection of a light smoke
free of certain harsh irritants expelled
by the exclusive "Teasting™ process.
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