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A true story of the blitz in England as teld to a War Correspondent By Arthur Letts
and Erederick Rourke, gas repair men for the Thames Estuary District, Greater Londen.

“The night sky was
filled with enemy planes,
and the earth shook with
explosions. At the height
of the raid we learned a
bomb had smashed a gas
maim near the works.
Routke and I volunteered
for the fixing job ....

‘In about 12 minuiws the job
was dome. They were the longest
minwies we've ever lived. We
couldn’t have done it without ouf
flashllggheanachd the steady light from
fresh batteries you can depend on.”
NOTE: Bowbb Squadd latmer deadls wiihh timse
banbb. Tikee Gewedge Metldh! jur ' éexteome
eowrpage and dewotinion to duyy'” wass aanatd-
ed 10 Ruonkde andi Legts.

9 "We found it,” con-
tinued Rourlke. "A big de-
layed actiom bomb sitting
on a severed pipe in the
middle of a three-foot cra-
ter. We set to work. Letts
held the fidathligitr, taking
care to shielld it so the
Nazis couldn"t see it, while
I blocked the broken pipe
with clay.

OCD approved fieshligght regulations stipullate careful
shielding of the light from a fladhlighit during a black-
out, as Arthur Letts did. Likewise wartime economy de-
mands strict conservatiom of both fieshlighss and batteries.

Use your fiashlighe sparingly—save Batieries! Ben't buy
a new fitsshligint unless the eld ene is Beyend répdair!
Don't hoard fiisshligjit Batteries! Den't put iR a mere
powerful bulb than your fiteshlight calls fer=it simply
wastes power !

NATIONAL CARBON COMPAINY, INC.
30 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.
Unitis of Uhionn Cavididde andd Cawtisn Corpasalsion

Ui

The word “Eveready™ is a registered drade-
mark of National Carbon Compaiy, Iae.
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waiting to be sprung by the commando-like destruction of
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If they win
¢.sonly our dead
are free These are our enemies.

They have only one idea—to Kkill, and kill,
and Kkill, until they conquer the world.
Then, by the whip, the sword and the gallows, they will rule.
No longer will you be free to speak or write your thoughts, to worship God in your own way.
Only our dead will be free. Only the host who will fall before the enemy will know peace.
Civilization will be set back a thousand years.
Meke no mistake about it—you cannot think of this as other wars.
You cannot regard your foe this time simply as people with a wrong idea.
This time you win—or die. This time you get no second chance.
This time you free the world, or else you lose it.
Surely that is worth the best fight of your life
—marth anything that you can give or do.

Throughout the country there is increasing need for civilian war serv-
ice. To enlist the help of every citizen, the Government has organized
the Citizens Service Corps as part of local Defense Councils. If there is
no Defense Council in your community, or if it has not set up a Service
Corps, help to organize one. If one exists, cooperate with it in every
possible way. Write this magaziae for a free booklet telling you what to
do and hew te de it. Jein the fight for Freedom—ow!

EVERY CIVILIAN A RIGHTER

Coatriduted by the
Mugizine Publisbers §f America.
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By CHAKRA

Famous Miystic

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

The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment.

It presents

true stories of strange happemings gathered from all corners of the earth and authen-

ticated by reliable persons,

Your CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading Free!

Send in Coupon on Page 96

THREE FATAL NUMBERS

STRANGE story has been semt to this
amﬂmem by Theomas MeEldowney of
Homolally, Hawaii.

It seems that during the summer of 1941 an
American sailor, John Adams, had a peculiar
dream. He told Mr. McEldowmey about it.
Adams dreamed that he was walking along the
streets of Honolulu and on the forehead of
every Japanese were the numbers—341. He
thought maybe it was a hunch that 341 would
win the next lottery.

But several days later he went into a Jap-
anese store and was startled to see several
signs reading ‘“3-4-1,” meaning three pieces of
merchandise for one dollar. It made him cu-
rious and he visited several other Japanese
shops. The same sigm, “3-4-1," appeared on
various counters,

It worried him, so to satisfy his curiosity
he visited a Japanese friend of his, and asked:
“Say, Kato—wihat does three, four, one stand
for? I have seen it in so many places. Is it
some secret code?”

The Jap seemed startled—them guickly
smiled.

“Pay no attentiom,” he said. “It is just a
little joke among the Japanese based on a

statement made by a Japanese admiral that
they always win three for one—three enemies
killed for one Japanese.”

So Adams told Mr. McEldowmney about it,
then dismissed it as just a curious coincidence
that he should dream of those numbers.

Then came Pearl Harbor on December 7,
1941. And when Thomas McEldowney learned
that John Adams had been killed, he experi-
enced an uncanny sensation. December 7th
was the 34kt day of the year, according to a
Japanese manner of recording.

Had John Adams in his dream tuned in psy-
chically with the Japanese minds which had
known that December 7th was to be the fatal
day of the treacherous attack? Who knows?

BURIED IN ATLANTIS

!OHN SNYDER of New York City tells

a strange story concerning his wnelg,

George Snyder, who was a salling ship eaptain
back in the nineties.

When Uncle George was a young seaman,
he visited a Hindu fortune teller at Port Said,
Suez Canal. The old mystic looked at George
strangely, then told him he was a descendant
of kings—tinat he would have a pr;‘s{erom life

(Qotinineted on Pagee
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MYSTERY-SCOPES
(Qotitineted firam Pagee 8)

and his body would be buried, with honors, in
Atlantis.

Later, George consulted a map of the world
but could find no place called Atlantis; so he
presumed the fortune teller had meamt At-
lanta, Georgia, where George had been born,
At least, the young sailor was happy, believ-
ing that he would never be lost at sea.

Years passed. George was prosperous and
finallly he was made skipper of a modern sail-
ing vessel carrying merchandise from South
America to New York and Boston.

One night after his ship left New York,
George had a peculiar dream; and the next
morning he told the first mate that he dreamt
he was in a strange city, not like any place
he had ever seen in his world travels. The
natives dressed like Aztecs and when they saw
the captain they bowed to him in honor and
escorted him to what might have been the
royal palace, for they placed a crown on his
head.

The first mate smiled and told the skipper
he must have been reading too many fairy
stories.

The dream was forgotten and the boat sailed
on. But when it neared the shores of South
America, it ran into a heavy storm. The
skipper, always defiant of the elements, stood
on deck giving orders to the crew. Suddenly
a mast broke and fell to the deck, crushing
the skipper. Before his men could reach him,
his body was washed into the sea.

The first mate kept the ship moving in cir-
cles hoping to find the skipper if he was still
afloat, because the old man was an excellent
swimmer. Perhaps the water had brought him
to consciousmess. At least, the men were
hopeful.

An hour later, the storm abated and the sea
was calm. But there was no sign of the skip-
per anywhere on the water for miles around.

Suddenly one of the sailors looked in the
mirror-like surface and shouted: “Look—
straight down . . . the ruins of some ancient
city . . . maybe that's lost Atlantis.”

Then the wind caused ripples and the
strange sight at the bottomm of the sea no
longer could be seem. Other sailors from time
to time have reported seeing what resembled

(Cutidivased R Pagte O

Yow, Teo,
CAN SINK U-BOATS




AT LAST ﬂddde/ac&icd‘w‘umdﬂcam
o2 “old Limen.” W‘?"‘"‘

Neginnen!
MMWMMMJW

7 Days FREE TRIAL

Beok Bl4 x 11

SEND NO MOMNEY! COUPON
BRINGS COMPLETE SET!

Now at last, it's easy, practical to get
a knowledge of Electricity at lhome.

COSTS YOU NOTHING TO

EXAMINE THIS AMAZING

THREE-VOLUME SET OF
ELECTRICAL BOOKS

Whether you want to learn Electricity e

* or whether you are now doing electrical
work, you need these books.
AUTHORITATIVE. P 1 f
EFSBQFEH By experts. Used I%E aFf

P ¥y

e obd oo o

eb By Hundreds ef EIectHe H§
Seryite mh, Fadis men, it aiey SEE THEM

%EHG%B;@ Hiﬁlﬂi%ﬂﬁﬂ@% feR, éte. E.

€overs éé’@rr)yttl‘ﬂﬂéﬁ Don't send o peony. Simply mall

Eléétﬂéﬂl' Afmatm windin

RISK FREE—NO COST

below and recelve your sct, to return t

don't ask you to pay the w
l.xﬁp::ln. them for 7 days then if  back in the carton they came ln m

gﬂa D.C. M@E@J‘i’& gﬂg;ﬁ{gﬁ‘ é ggﬂ:gﬂ_ yeu are not thoroughbly satisfied they  when we receive them we will maldl

are superior in every way to others

u the amount it cost to sen

ies, autemetive e Betrieity, Fefrigera- eomnimng many more books and if em back. If you think they are the
Hoh, 6t¢., 616, ARSWEFS VOUF EIEGLFIER] 7ou 4" oo Mieosd ihey are worth o, g of Eiesiicl bocks oy ores

ﬂuegugﬁg auieklyé elearly, eompletel . them at our expense— '.hi- 1  days, and then zoo ft month until

inelides Radio, Télevision.

OVER 2000 PICTURES
AND DIAGRAMS —OVER
1200 LARGE PAGES

Contains more electrical material than man vel mes g
tilmn. more books. It is handsomaly {llus t
r and printing. Because of the lmrg
baekn tbﬁl ustrations are larger and much ¢l
you adve the cost of binding 6 or 8 small books. Th;
t & set of reference books contsining mere e
femr ilala than some o'ibsn tbat consist of 6 oF S

e%ki a.t fa¥f less monay—FREE NOW. One full year 9!

serviee—personsl advice by mail on apy
BP aubject.

mean, I you don't want we tbe price of 813 .95 s paid.
H. C. LEWIS, Pres., COYNE EI.EO'I'RICAL SCHOOL

H. C. LEWIS mﬁ&ﬂ:
COYNE ELECTRICAL 8 %
500 8. Paulina St., Dept. GTB. hicago. Iil

Send me the big 3-volume NEW EDITION Coyne Electrical
Reference and Instruction Encyclopedia. Within' 7 dnys ‘Qf é
receiving the books, I'll either retum thc or e
and then $2 a month until the total prics $13.9! l! 8
pay the shipping charges.

OCCUPATION .........cooivniveneionnnnnnn AGE.......

S_GA.;V'E ‘!;'?.%; L] j’;&ﬁiﬁb%&?l?&h gul:



- ' They Never Kmew 2
It Wizs SOEASY/To Playy

Thousantds Leanrn Musicall Irisktounents
By Amarsighly Sivmgibe Method

No Teacher, No Musical Knowledge
Required. In a Short Time You
Start Playing Real Tunes!
700,000 Now Enrolled

INK of the fun YOU are missing! The popularity,

friendship, good times! Wihy? Because you think it's
hard to learn music. You have an idea that it's a slow,
tedious task, with lots of boring drilla and exercises.

That’s not the twentieth-century way! Surely you've heard
the news! How people all over the world have learned to
play by a method so simple a child can understand it—se
fascinaiing that it's like playing a game. Imagine! You
learn without a teacher—in your spare time at home—at a
cost of only a few cents a day! You learn by the famous
print-and-picture method—every position, every fnove before
your eyes in big, elear illustrations. You CAN'T go wrong!
And best of all, you start playing real tunes almost at once,
from the very first lesson,

No needl«m, old-fashioned “scales”
and exercises. No confused, perplex-
g study. You learn to play by play-

lnt. tvs thrilling, exeitlng, inspiring! "n ot
No wender hundreds of @Eeusahds of w wa ﬁg ?if Mﬂﬁé" 4. ah*
people Nhave talazen up éﬂ\i&l@tthﬁl @sésy 1‘“ ?E 2
way. N6 wender enthusiastie F§

like these reprodweed here PouF in aa'“mmaﬂ’%“"l?m@aw ewméﬁ?
frem all ever the werld.

Sound interesting? Well, just name Send for FREE Booklet and
the instrurnent you'd like te play and P""'t and Picture Sample
we'll prove you CAN! If interesied, gm thia wandarfm
mail the eoupon OF Wwrite, F ""',"""""‘W ot M,

mm he |
. S, SCHOOL OF MUsIC i “@%Em i R b, m:"":l
2046 Brunswick Bldg. decide w
New York City | W‘é’ g‘?{ .t@;%l bs l%\éi'ﬁg‘if? mﬁ {i ‘g‘aiy way nstfume
I U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIE .
} zus Brumswich M§., Now Yok City, N.
| T
] imﬂ
o g g
: :n:: A.c:orlln CQruld: Ei;?lle «T
* ru P g%l an raps
lgmﬂmMiet Be- ¢ 'l}ﬂii Surprizad  Frieads. M axggiAloerfe Wit st Drains and Trass
o o s 32%2“3 ."ﬁﬁn derpeey "i'.‘;’ soot” ubderetang : peeen e e Hav
OO et eeineeraeeeraneans This tastrat. ...
?itar feitiiiq‘ ; : f?u se!l?’l;ﬁeeoﬂﬁiue hii lf 1 havgﬁ‘t( had eugks ) e s Tosrat
mﬂﬁg’ r%{ i&? glasbmﬁtea t;l%“ élgfﬁﬂfﬂ GP B tereereeereitareinrireee e, '
) i studg m;’ : CF. .o vttieetnrnncosacavesassmnnnnassens Btate.......... l
. Gl: Ne&yltmanundﬂlsmdfmmtmdmmm ]

“kotuwel payitly nomes oh Feyeiar. Plitiures by anal medals ---;A-V; m;;%-ﬁ-%m.---



Fightimg desperately, the detective gripped the dagger as a drowmimg mam cliings to a straw

THE HOUSE DOF FEAR

By FHANLK JORNSON

Detectitve Quenttin Grey Heanss the Eche of Tragsefy in a
Girlss Laugifider and/ Batttées Desgpeately/y to Penstratete a Black
Fog of Intijgee That Swroundsds a Gloomyy Ofd Maansion!

CHAPTER 1
The Eve of St. Jobm

TIMPSON groped his way down
the dark pathway to the garden

gate and let himself out inte the

quiet street. Behind him, the silent

house loomed still as death. No one

knew of his visit, because there was no
one to know,

Just as well, perhaps, he thought

grimly. He had little love for the man
who lived in that gloomy old dwelling.
A wasted jourmeypy—alll these miles, just
to have knocked in vain. Still—

He looked up sharply. A slight scream
—then a scuffle—had sounded. Down
the road, a covered car was standing.
Beside it was a girl, struggling in the
grip of three men.

“Help—" Her cry came feebly, stifled
as one of them put a hand quickly to her
mouth.

AN EXEITNG COMPLETE MYSTHHY NOVEL
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Stimpson gritted his teeth and started
tunning. The odds were three to one,
but he did not hesitate. With a shout,
he filung hirmself upon the attackers. He
let drive at a man and tore the girl from
him.

“Quick!” he snapped—and next in-
stant stood literally dumbfounded.

She whirled her cloak suddenly over
his head. Swift hands seized him, and
caught in the folds, he was borne back-
wards, his yell muffled. He clutched
otit. Silken fabric tore away in his grip.

Pressed to the ground, he felt ropes
or straps slipped about his legs and
wrists. He heard the soft sound of a
woman's laughter. Then he was lifted
and deposited on something soft. A
moment later, the car started, bearing
him with it. Trussed up, helpless, he
could only lle breathless and wonder—
first, what the trick meant, secondly,
where they were taking him. The car
stopped at last. He could hear men's
muttered volees, But no seund of the girl.
The door epened, and he was carried for
sefe distanece.

Again a muttered discussion sounded
—the ominous sound of a door shut be-
hind him. The still more ominous rasp
of a bolt shot home. He was thrown
roughly to bare boards and the cloak
whipped from off his head. To his sur-
prise, he was in tttee darkness.

Unable to move on account of his
bonds, he lay waiting. The room seemed
full of whispers—queet, vague whispers
that chilled the blood. Around and about
him, things seemed to move silently.

Stimpson steeled himself. It was
strange. Wiy had he, a man of no im-
portamee, and without, so far as he knew,
an enemy in the world, been seized in
this way?

A brilliant light filashed suddenly in
his face and he lay back, blinking. As
his eyes grew accustorned to the bright-
ness, he opened them and found him-
selt looking into the featiires of a huge
turbaned East 1ndlan.

“Look at me, sahib—" The man leant
forward, fixing his captive with his
eyes.

Stimpson stared back, his full red lips
twisted to speak. But they had gone
stiddenly dry. His tongue stuck to the
foof of his mouth. The Indian, the
farther wall, were golng misty. Every-
thing was splaning areund.

He heard a sound of running water,
The boards beneath him seemed to meet.
He was flloatimp as on air. And mists,
pink-grey, wreathed in strange shapes
about him. He heaved a faint sigh and
lay still.

He did not see the Indiam rise and,
coming forward, bend sardonically over
hirm.

“Sleep—till I bid you wake—fooll"

The Indian made some passes with
his hands, watched his victim for a
while, then straightemed. Smiling to
himself, he withdrew, and again the
room went dark and still, save for that
murmuring sound as of runnihg water,
and the creak of the roof as the wind
geughea goftly through its anelent tim-

ers.

But Stimpsom knew nothing of this.
No Phataoh in his tomb slept more
soundly than he. The rise and fall of
his chest had ceased.

UENTIN GREY stepped into the

deep stone archway and halted be-
fore a large oak-ribbed door set far back
in Its shadowy recess. Raising the black
iron knocker, he rapped.

As the echoes of the summons died
away amongst the age-old masonry, the
bloodhound squatting at his side emitted
a low growl. Simultaneously, a face
appeared at the small, barred grating in
the door.

Two coal-black eyes looked into his
—eyes piercing, yet limpid as the depths
ot some forest pool. Framing the face,
he caught a glimpse of a worman’s Juxu-
riant haie, almest flHaseswsllored. A
flash—angd the bright eiirls were mantled
by a hood ot grey.

Then the face was gone, and he was
alone in the silence of the arch. The
bloodhound grewled again sullenly.
Fredy felt him give a tug on the leather
ead.

“Down, Hannibal—down!™ he ordered
sternly. “See, you big chump, you've
frightened her!”

Impatient at the delay, he fell-to on
the knocker again. Once moke its boom-
ing echoed under the old arch. THhen
the sound of shuffling feet was heard.
Wizened features peered suspiciously
through the grating. There was a fasp
of bolts withdmawh, and the deer
opened.

“Yes, sir?”
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A white-haired old man stood on the
threshold.

“My name's Grey. I've an appoint-
ment with Miss Smythe,” the detective
answered.

“Ah, Mr. Grey! Step in, sir, if you
please. Miss Smythe is waiting for you.
It I may—your bag, sir?”

The school porter relieved Blake of
his suitcase and stepped back nervously
at the sight of Hannibal.

Quentim Grey followed with his
canine companion. But he had forgot-
ten the porter. His gaze was on the big,
creeper-clad building that lay across the
smooth greensward. St. Monica’s was
a famous girl's flirishing scheol, whence
gasses annually a bevy ot brains and

eduty to Vassae, Bryn Mawk of society.

St. Monica’s was ringed in with its
mile of towering brick walls, above
which only tree-tops showed from the
outside. He looked at the big pile curi-
ously, then turmed from it with a trace
ot disappeintment. The world-famed
old place was but a medern building,
after all, and—

OMETHING slipped by him swift-

ly, silently. It was the slight fig-
ure of a girl, with leng bobbed hair of
copper gold. She wore a tie of slanting
colored stripes—orange, fed, and indige.
As she passed, he saw her turh and leek
at him.

Deep black eyes—a glance piercing,
appraisive, fathorless—whisk of knee-
length skirts, and she was past. The
portee reappeared from the lodge -into
which he had taken Grey's luggage and,
edging wide round Hanmibal, shut the
still-open street door.

“Did that young lady come in with
you, sir?” he asked apologetically, his
eyes on the girl's retreating figgure.

"Et—I really didn't notice,” Grey an-
swered cawtiously.

He was thinking how like her eyes
were to those he had first seen through
the grating. But for the fact he knew
full well that she had slipped in on his
heels, and so could net have been be-
hind the grille, he would have swern
they were the same.

“It"s after hours, and the town’s out
ot bounds,” the old man grunted. “That
was that new girl, Miss Tankerttom, I'll
swear. She'd be gated for the rest of
the term, that she would, it the mistress

knew. They'te young demons, they are,
some of these minxes.”

“I fancied I saw her through the grat-
ing as I knocked,” Grey put in chival-
rously. There was still something of
tle boy in him, and he couldn’t help
playing ball. Besides, the girl was
pretty.

“I beg your pardom, sir!” The old man
stared. “But I was at my window when
you knocked the first time. The gate
was in full view. There was no one
thete.”

“H'm—well, I can't be sure!” Grey
said good-humoredly. “I saw a face.
Rather reddish haik, it had, peeping out
below what looked like the headdress of
a nun—a grey headdress.”

He saw the butler stiffen.

“A nun—" he said hoarsely.
red hair, sir?”

“More or less.
ter?”

The old man was quivering. His
pa:chmemt features had gone deathly
pale.

“It ain't nothing, sir.” He braced him-
self with a visible effort. “There—
there's no one like that here. You—
It couldn't have been real.”

“Unless I imagined it, of course,”
Grey admitted.

All the same, he regarded the trem-
bling old man ewriously.

“Yes, sir—imagination, i1t I may make
so bold, sitr. The light is nearly gore,
and—but youlll be wanting to see Miss
Smythe. If you'll step this way, sir—"

He signed Grey ceremoniously to-
ward a low building on the left. Half-
seen through a clolstered passage that
tan in from the street door, its sembre
walls loomed ghestly theough the dying
twilight, Till now, Grey had hardly
netieed it. Like the entrames areh, it
was werh and mellow with time.

“The headmistiess’ house, sir! She
lives apart from the new school building.
Yes—the headmistiess” house is very
old, sie. Seventeenth centuty, they say.
The old nunnery="

There was a touch of pride in the old
man’s voice as he halted to explain.
While he paused te chain Hammibal to
a boot-scraper, Grey glimps&d a weather-
beaten shield, carved in stone above a
Norman archway. From It, the leering
features of a goat lecked dewn at him.

Wihen he stepped inside, the porter’'s

“With
Wiy, what’s the mat-
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thin, cracked tones, followed him.
“Yes, sir, the seventeenth cemtury.
They call it the House of the Goat.”

CROSS the threshold lay a big,

square hall with bare stone walls,
and doors sunk deep in Notfman arches.
Black oak beams spanned the dim grey
ceiling, and the windows, diamond-
paned and stone-mullioned, were set in
deep emibrasiires.

In an open hearth, polished steel
“dogs” reflected light from a simple
chandeliee, Back and beyond, a spa-
cious oakenm stairway mounted into
gloorm. It was a place of shadows—bhiit
for the gleaming well-waxed fitosr,

“Mr. Grey, ma'am—" The porter
threw open a door, and stood aside for
the detective to pass.

A woman rose as he entered, a smile
of welcome on her thin-lipped mouth.
He found it hard to credit what he knew
to be a fact—that she was well past
sixty.

“Thank you for coming, Mr. Grey,’
she said. “I hardly expected you here
80 soon.”

It was a beautiful face, though the
passing years had set their seal upon it.
Eleanor Smythe might have reigmed a
famous beatity, had she not preferred
instead to serve the cause of education.

“I got your letter,” Grey began, as she
released his hand. "I gathered you
were having trouble of an extraordinary
goft. So I mototed down at once. Queer
happenings for a—"

“For a one-time convent, eh?” Eleanor
Smythe’s gesture embraced the paneled
apartment. “Still, it is many years now
sinee the nuns were at St. Monica’s.”

“I saw one through the grille as I
knocked,” her visitor remarked gllowly.
"Two black eyes and flming hair be-
fieath a grey headdress.”

“You—" Miss Smythe checked her-
self, stared blankly at the detectiwe. Her
cheeks had gone very white.

“Stilll, she couldn’t have been there,
could she, ma'am?” the porter inter-
posed quickly. He had lingered by the
door, unnoticed by his mistress.

"But—"

“How could she—when I was watch-
ing the path, and it was empty—right
up to the door, ma'am?”

Miss Smythe’s mouth filditened in a
queer, straight line.

“You forget, Mullins,” she said slow-
ly, her voice suddenly gone frail, “it is
the Eve of St. John.”

The door closed softly behind Mul-
lins, and a sense of relief came to the
detective. The aged porter broadcast
an atmosphere of panic.

As the headmistress sank into her
seat, Grey brought himself back to
normality. Thetre was a queerness about
this old building, like the dank musti-
ness of some mouldering tomb.

“You said you have had peculiar hap-
penings here?” he heard his voice grate
as he spoke. “Ewen sinister happenings,
Miss Smythe. If you could amplify
what you said in your letter, it might
be helpful.”

ISS Smythe took up a pen. For
a moment she sat stabbing nerv-
ously at a blotter on the old oak table.

“Sinister—that’s joutmalistic, 1sa't it?
Still, it fits. Unaccountable happenings,
too, Mr. Grey. Last week, a chaie fllew
off the floor and hooked itself on to the
chandelier. Oh, yes, in full sight of
Mullins and myself. Only the two of
us were in the room. Then, on Thurs-
day, the coal scuttle emptied its con-
tents all over the fftanr. I was seated
here at the table when that happened.
Yesterday, the library carpet rolled it-
selt up neatly and bowled into a corner
after spilling the furniture right and
left.”

“And in full view?”

“No, the room was empty. But I was
crossing the hall at the time. I dashed
to the door and flung it open. No one
was in the room, no one could have left
it unseen. The windows were all fas-
tened. If anyone had come out by the
door—the only available exit—I should
most certainly have seen them.”

“H’'m!” Grey’s brows contracted. “A
secret passage, perhaps—”"

“The walls are solid stone.”

“You're sure?”

“Absolutely. Mr. Brown—out science
master—sounded them at my request.
He holds a Ph.D. from Yale and other
eminent degrees. A confirmed material-
ist, I fear, Mr. Grey. Not the sort of
man to be readily gulled. He is decisive
on the point. There is no logical expla-
nation."”

“And, as I understand from your let-
ter, there have been other and equally
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mysterious events. Objects fllying about
—pots and pans, and so on. Vases jump-
ing off their shelves. And invariably no
sign of trickery, eh?"

“Exactlly, Mr. Grey. It is beginning
to grow serious. One oannot suppress
rumors, unfortumately. The whole
school knows, and the town also. The
girls are beginning to develop merves."

“If that’s all—"

“It isn't. Half the servants have left
without notice. Last week, a Cabinet
member took his daughter away. The
day before yesterday, three other promi-
nent men withdrew their childrem. To-
day, a well-known industrialist motored
down to fetch his daughter. St. Moni-
ca's is—a national institutiom. For the
sake of St. Monica’s, Mr. Grey, this
teouble must step. That is why I sent
for you. Perhaps a detective isn't—
buit—" She patised.

“I see.” For a long moment Grey
said nothing, his gaze on the wall op-
posite. “And yet, Miss Smythe, I am
merely a cold-blooded criminologist.
Surely this is the proviace of an oc-
cultist?”

“An oooullitist?”

“The phenomena you have described
are characteristic of the poltergeist. Ob-
jects thrown about, without apparent
natutal cause.”

“Poltergeist! That is German for a
mischievous spirit, isn't it?” She shook
her head dubiously. “I'm afraid I don’t
know much about such things. De you
believe in them?”

Grey shrugged.

“I don't know. Therte are records, of
course, of such incidents—records fair-
ly well established. We cannet ignore
them.”

“And yet, in the twentieth century,
Mr. Grey—" She shook her head. “It
sounds absurd.”

“True. Yet a scientist friend of mine
who has made investigations declares
he has found a solution te the problem.
He adduces siuch phenomena to the
psycho-physicall bar—a kind of aira
which he declares attaches te every if=
dividual.”

“Still, an unprovem theory,” Miss
Smythe interposed, with swift incre-
dulity.

“To be sure, a theoty,” Grey agreed.
“Still poltergeist phenomena appear ifi-
variably to occur where some yeoung

person of about fifteen years of age is
involved. My friend asserts that, in
some cases, such youngsters are elumsy
with their psycho-physical bar.

“You know the sort of person Whe
blunders round a room, knocking things
over with his coat or body? Waelll, mus
the same thing is said to occur in the
cases we are discussing. Only it is this
aufa that is responsible. At least, that is
one theory.”

He paused, then comtinued.

“By the way, what staff have you?"

“Just three, Mr. Grey. Tie others
have left in terror. There is old Mul-
lins, the school porter, who also acts as
my manservant. He has been with me
fiftearn yeats. Then there is Dartom, the
cook. She has been here over thirty
years. 1 am confident that neither are
capable of producing such—er—pheno-
fena, either deliberately or by aceli-
dent.”

"And the third—"

“The househoy. A lad of sixteem. A
dull, lethargic boy. I can hardly credit
that he is possessed of a mischievous
spirit.”

“And he is here now?”

“Ofh, no. He lives out and went home
several hours ago.”

Miss Smythe glanced at the grand-
father's clock by the wall. It was near-
ly ten o°clock.

“Did these happenings occur durifig
the day, or at night after he had gone?”

“In the day, so far. I hardly expect
anything to happen till merning. 1
think—"

As she spoke the air was eut with a
wild, unearthly sereech. In the Rearth
the fie-iroiss leapt with a frightful crash
several feet inte the aif. _

As Grey jumped to Ris feet a dim,
black shape flashed past and up {he
ehimney:.
sa‘&ﬂne room filled with the feg ef Aiying

Simultaneously, the old cleck beemed
forth the opening stroke 6f {en.

CHAPTER 11
Jeanne of the Flame

REY dashed to the hearth and
hurled the fieirens  vidlently
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aside. He began groping vigerously up
the chimney. There was a second shriek.
Then he withdrew his arfa swddenly.

Gripped in his hand was semething
which struggled wildly—a black cat! It
clawed in his hold, its every hale en
end, its green ayes blazing with terrer.

“So much for the poltergelath” he ex-
c}aifmed triumphantly, as he held the eat
aloft.

Miss Smythe came forward diffidently.

“Wihy, it's Saturi—the house cat!”

"Precisely—the cat!” Grey chuckled.
“Not so very mysterious, after all. Quite
explainable, I think Miss Smiythe.”

He dropped the animal to the fflosr,
where it arched its baek ferociously.
Wiith a hiss, it retired to a corner, de-
fensively, claws unsheathed. Eleaner
Smythe regarded it gueerly fer an in-
gtant.

“All the same,” she breathed hoarsely,
“what caused its fearful tefrer?”

She gripped the detective’s wrist.

“Mr. Grey, don't you realize? Saturn
never acts like that! She is in deadly
fear!”

Grey swept the room with his eyes.
The curtains were drawn, the door was
shut. Save for himselt, his hostess and
the cat, it was untenanted. Nowhete in
its shadowed recesses did there lurk a
sign of the extraerdinary.

Yet there stood the cat, its back arched
—its black fur on end.

“You're right—"

Grey strode to the window, whipped
the ctirtaim aside and glimpsed a sweep
of greenswatd bathed in moonlight.
Outside was nothing human or, in the
ordinary acceptance of the word, in-
humam, elther. When he stepped to the
deer and filung it open, the hall lay bare
and empty save fer furnlture,

“Remarkable!"” he breathed, felt in-
stinctively for his automatic. But he
had not brought a gun with him. Miss
Smythe's shoulders hunched wvaguely.

“Precisely. You are beginning to ex-
perience the uncanniness of it all. Some-
thing frightened him, Mr. Grey. What?"

E detective closed the door im-
patiently and turned to the head-
mistress.
“What did you mean just now by ‘It's
the Eve of St. John?'” he asked bluntly.
Miss Smythe stiffened.
“Ah! - That’s another story. A hun-

19
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dred years ago, they would have lighted
the Beltane fires to-night. And two
hundted years ago today—"  She
stopped.

“Well?” Grey asked sharply. Miss
Smythe frowned judicially.

“I was thinking of Jeanme of the
Flame,” she said simply.

“I beg your pardon?” the detective
demanded.

“I'm sorry. I was forgetting—" She
threw the door open and signed him into
the hall. “I mean Jeanme de Nivelle,
Sometimes called Jeanne of the Flame."

“I’'m afraid the lady's name and fame
have not reached me, Miss Smythe.”

“Ah, but then you're not a St. Moni-
ca’s girl, Mr. Grey! You'd know other-
wise. She was our founder’s daughter.”

“Let me see—your founder was—"

“Marie de Nivelle—canonized as St.
Monica. That was back in the seven-
teenth century, when Rene de Nivelle
brought her to Paris, a bride only to
perish later under Conde fighting the
Spaniards. She took the veil, came to
Maryland and founded this college. It
was a nunhery then.”

“And Jeanne?”

“Their daughter, Mr. Grey—a tall girl
and fair, according to the old records,
with fleming red hair and eyes black as
forest pools. Plenty ot young blood
hacked each other to death for love of
her. Yet she sat and smiled. Her heart
was cold as her hair was ffiae. 1 quote
the historian.”

“Then no blade fought through and
carried her off over the bodies of his
rivals?”

“No. Lord Calvert bade her take the
veil to save the male population frem
selt extinction. Sworn to a.life ot pov-
erty, she would thea have ne need ot
earthly riches. Poor Jeanme went per-
force to what was for her a living death.
And te the Crown went death duties in
the shape of her portion. Uﬁwilliﬁ%ly,
she becarie a novice at the AunAeFry Kef
foether had feunded.”

“And then?” .

“Wihy, if the historiam is to be be-
lieved, she consoled herself with black
ragic and witcheraft. It is even said
that she rode on a broomstick to the
Wiitelhes’ Sabbath. She was tried, found
gullty and condemmed to death. I can-
fiot repeat all of the story. But there
wefe those who swore she had become

possessed of an evil spirit. Salem was
not the only place where witehes
burned."” .
As she fimished, Eleansr Smythe's
gaze travelled to the farther wall, WReFe
built inte an alsove, stoed a vertical
shaft of stene. :
"“Wikat's that?” Grey asked, his eyes
following her ewR:
Miss Smythe shuddered:
"Her grave—gr 6 tradition telis: They
wailed her up alive f8F ReF SOTCErIES:

REY did not answer. He stepped

to the great stone casket and gazed
upon its plain grey lid. A massive slab
of granmite, it bore only one device—a
chiselled carving of a hormed and
bearded goat.

Again the goat—the satyric crest of
the long-dead de Nivelles!

Grey bent themree frowning, his
thoughts back on the grille and the face
he had seen through its bars—a head of
flame and curving red 1ips, eyes bright as
staes and blaeck as Inky pools, and a nun's
heed.

Wihat if the nuns were dead and gone?
Wihat he had seen he had seen. And so
they had bricked up Jeamn de Nivelle
here.

“I wondet you keep this thiag,” he
muttered, scowling.

“It is cemented into the masenty,”
the headmistiess sald. "“Neo werkman
would dare touch it. Thete is a €urse
upoR whoever fmoves it. Besides="
She shrugged vaguely. "I dare say the
whole story is an idle tale. Persenally,
I am fiet inelined to eredit sueh stuff.
But certainly ne workman i the tewh
would lay hands en that egffin, even fof
a Aundred dellars. Apart from that, the
eoffin has a certain antiquarian inierest.”

“And the significance of St. John's
Eve?” Grey asked abruptly.

“That was the day ot her death, Mf,
Grey—back in the year 1660. Her doem
was meted out through trial by combat.
Guy de Nivelle, her cousin—and, they
say, her lover—battled Hubert Burley,
the challenger, for her life and perseh.
His rapier hangs there new on the wall.
You can still see the eleft In the Rilt
whete Hubert's blade drove threugh {8
his heart.”

She pointed to a rusty rapier whese
hilt was embossed with the griRRing out-
lines of the sinister goat. Between the
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horns a jagged hole gaped in the dingy
metal, which hung there still on the
grim grey wall, a trophy of the ¢ham-
pion’s prowess and & living menument
to a bygone triumph 6f ignoramee over
innocence.

Jeanme of the Flame! The face at the
grating—hers? Or was it, after all, the
schoolgitl Tanketton, with her long bob
of copper-gold?

Grey would have taken oath the girl
had slipped in behind him from the
street! And yet, if she had done so, why
and what her errand? And those ink-
black eyes ot hers—foil to her haie, her
lips, her skin—ecould they be matched
twice—even in two hundied years?

Impatient with himself, the detective
sought to put the thought from him.
Ridiculous! This poltergeist monsense
—the atmosphere of the ancient hotse
was getting hold of him. He spun round
sharply. Outside, where he had chained
Hanmilbal to the foot-scraper, cafme a low,
angry growl,

Grey's eyes swept the window oppo-
site. There was a chink in the partly
drawn curtaims—beyond, the silver-
white of a full moon. Against it a
shadow moved. Thtough the pane be-
hind the chink two gleaming eyes Jooked
baek ifite his.

A fresh growl came from the blood-
hound, a clink of chains as it strained
madly on its leash. Springing to the
door, Grey whipped it open. As the
dog's fieree jaws met with the snap of a
steel teap, a form came stumbling in
across the thresheld.

It was the girl ot the grating.

OR a moment she stood still, her
breathing uneven. She had some-
thing crunched in her white hand. Her
dark eyes, searching first himselff and
then the headmistiess, were full of fear.
“"Why, Eve! Wihat are you doing
here?” Miss Smythe broke the silence.
“At this hour—" Her gaze sought a
grandfather’s clock by the wall.

“I'm so sorry!” The newcomer roused
herself. “Mr. Brown gave me a note for
you. I forgot it. I was afraid there
might be something important.” She
held out the note tremulously.

“The science master.” Miss Smythe
took the note frowningly. “Wihat can
he want?” She made to tear open the
envelope. Them, recollecting the detec-

tive!s presence, refrained.

“If you please—" he invited cour-
teously.

“If you don’t mind—" She ripped the
flap open and began to read. “There!
It’s nothing of moment. Ewe Tanker-
ton, you ought to be in bed! Why, it's
just on ten-thitty, and—"

As she spoke the half-hour boomed
forth—vibrant, sonorous. It sent echoes
chattering down' the bearmed heights of
the grim old hall. As if in sympathy,
came a dim, faint rattle high above the
timepiece.

Quentin Grey looked up quickly. On a
long, narrow wooden ledge fashioned
like a flat picture-tail stood two por-
celain plates—antiques, crudely painted,
yet rare—set some ten feet apart.

They were swaying.

Fascinated, he watched while the pair
rocked, imperiled, yet unfallen. Slowly,
imperceptibly they started rolling to-
wards one anothet. At first gently, then
with ever-gathering speed, they rolled
onwatds, scraping the wall. Like two
opposing wheels, they raced at one an-
othet.

“Look!”

Grey's hand gripped Eve Tankerton's
slim wrist. Still clutching her, he
crouched, waiting while the two plates
approached one another.

They met in a shivering impact, splin-
tered, and flew in a cascade of broken
china far out across the polished filoor.
A sprinkled mass of fragments, they lay
theee silent, motionless.

Grey let go the girl’s arm, snatched up
a chair, mounted it, felt along the pic-
tute-fail. Thete was nothing there save
dust—no gadget, no cunniagly con-
teived string or elastic to set the plates
in motion. Ewen the wooden board that
bofe them was warped upwards in a tiny
bew, so that beth had run uphill,

Tighit-lipped, he turmed to face Miss
Smythe. The headmistress’ grey eyes
flashaed keenly.

“That, at any rate, is not the cat,” she
remarked, with a tremor in her voice.

CHAPTER 111
Insisiiflke Mands

—

OU see! Wiat's to be done?” Miss
Smythe demanded, when, with an



22 THRILLING MYSTERY

abrupt, nervous little gesture, she had
dismissed her pupil. Blake frowned judi-
cially. He took a turn or two about the
hall, then spun albruptly.

“You’ve just these two servants in the
house—the maid and the butler?"

“Yes, just those two.”

“You could accommodate them tem-
porarily—younsedllif as well—elsewhere
for tomight?™

“Yes. I could arrange for them in the
main school building. Myselff also. Only
why_!l

“Either these phenomena are matural
—supernatural, if you prefer—or they're
faked by some human agent. I wish to
spend the night alone in the house. If
I'm locked up in here by myself and the
phenormemna still continue, it should rule
out any possibility of fraud.”

It was the headmistress’ turm to frown.

“But such an ordeal! Mr. Grey”—she
laid an urgent hand on his arm—"you
don't realize what you're up against—
what these things meamn!”

“I shall in the morning,” he replied,
smiling coolly. “For the rest, I have a
great belief in human ingenuity, but
very little in the—er—occult. My dog's
outside. He’ll be company.”

Miss Smythe’s answer was a slight
shrug. She hesitated as if reluctant to
expose him to his self-appointed task,
mmenm, at his insistence, went away to
make arrangements.

Half an hour later, Miss Smythe and
her two servants departed. Quentin
Grey untied Hanmibal from the shoe
scraper where he had tethered him, and,
bringing the dog indoors, locked the
front door and bolted it.

His next move—a brieff but methodical
tour of the old building—satisffied him
beyond doubt that every fastening was
secure. Not only did he find all bolts,
catches, and locks in order, but the place
was well equipped with electric burg-
lar-alarms, as Miss Smythe had shown
him. No one could get in without his
knowledge.

Relieved on this score, he next applied
himself to a thorough test of the inner
walls and partitions. But though he
sounded them in many places and in-
spected the old hearths and chimneys
closely, he found nething suggestive of
secret passages, of apparatus te produce
the apparently miraculous events de-
scribed by Miss Smythe.

These investigations completed, he re-
turned to the hall, where Hanmilbal had
settled down to doze beside the stair-
foot. Except that the dog stirred rest-
lessly, everything was very quiet. Not
a sound came from the road beyond the
high wall which shut St. Monica’s in
frem the town. The house might have
been in the dead of the country.

Grey went to the window and looked
out. High above, the white disc of the
moon showed silvery betweem black
clouds. For a space, the grounds were
bathed in ghostly brilliance, them the
scene vanished in sepulchral gloom as a
cloud passed over.

E LEFT the window and began to

pace the hall, smoking cigarette
after cigarette to soothe his tensed
Aerves. The place was still—uneannily
still, he thought. The air was het and
eharged with electricity. A sense of 6p-
pression settled upon éverything.

As if by some telepathic instinct, his
feelings were communicated to Han-
nibal. Now and again the bloodhound
growled in his sleep. Once—twice he
raised his head to peer aecross the hall
suspiciously. Wihem he settled himself
ggain, It was to resume a restiess slum-

er.

“What did she mean by 'It's the Eve
of St. John'?" the detective miittered,
thinking of Miss Smythe's mysterious
comment to Mullins.

St. Johm’s Day was the 24th, its eve,
Jume 23rd. This was the 16th, however.
Miss Smythe seemed a wide-awalke, well-
informed worman. Wiy was she a week
out in her reckoning?

“Ah! Got it!” He paused to fling a
cigarette-sturmp inte the fiieplacse. “The
seventeenth centuty—when Jeanne of
the Flame Jlived!”

He remembered now. It was the dif-
ference betweem new and old style cal-
endars—a matter of seven days. The
error in the old Juliam calendar was
rectified shortly thereafter when Gre:
gory produced his revised calendar.

Two hundred years ago to a day,
Jeanne of the Flame had walked to a
slow, ghastly end across this very hall,
if the old legend were credible,

Instinctively he turmed to stare at the
grim grey coffin vertical agalnst the wall,
As he did so the goat crest carved on the
slablike lid seered to leer at him.
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For a moment he tried to throw off the
thought. It was bizarre, absurd. Then,
as though drawn agasmst his will by some
invisible magnet, he walked over to the
stone slab and sounded it with his
knuckles.

It rang hollow. However solid were
the rest of the walls, the tomb rang hol-
low!

Jeanne of the Flarne—dead these many
centuries! The glory of her Titiam hair
was long departed. Her dark eyes had
long since ceased to ffislh. And yet that
face at the grating—whete no one had
stood! That someone who vanished with-
out a seundl!

Angry with himself, he lit another
cigarette and went to the stairs. This
hall was getting on his nerves. Perhaps
a tour of the upper story would suffice
to break the spell.

Slowly he walked up the broad oaken
steps, pulling at his cigarette as he went.
He had an uncomfortable feeling that
unseen eyes were watching him, that be-
hind his back something was creeping—
creeping. His every instinet bade him
face abotit and meet this 1urking enemy
But he steeled himself te eentinue the
aseent. It was Aerves—just Aerves.

At the stairhead, stood a big cheval
glass. As he mounted he could see his
own fligure in it. There was nothing be-
hind him—the mirror proved that. Yet
still he felt it was there.

Forcing himself to fix his eyes on the
glass, he gained the landing, where he
confronted his full-length image. Be-
hlﬂd him, the vision of an empty stair-

framed his reflection. He gave a
t sigh of relief and raised a hand to
take the cigarette from his smiling lips.

The smile died—frozen. As he stood
there gazing into it, the mirror had gone
suddenly bllamk!

OR an instant, he stood gasping.

Then, regovering his nerve, he seized
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ing things!"

Angry with himself, he strode dewn
the passage, found an open deor to a
bedroom, where, throwing the casement
wide, he looked out into the night. The
grounds lay still, deserted. n high,
black clouds sailed serene and calm.

It seemed to him they took vague
shape—sinister, ominous, as though an
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endless file of armed men moved across
the sky—legions on the march, the swirl
of dust up-thrown beneath their tramp-
ing feet.

He shut the casement with a slam. His
nerves were all a-jump. He, Quentin
Grey, who knew no nerves! What was
there to this infermal place that made
him—

He stiffened sharply. From down in
the hall, came the deep low cadence of
the bloodhound’s growl.

Action—this much, anyhow, was a re-
lief. Someone was trying to get in. He
dashed from the room, went down the
stairs two at a time, found Hanmilbal in
the middle ot the floor, sniffimg angrily
at the empty alr. But the hall seemed
iempty. He looked, listened, found noth-
fg.

“What is it, old man?” he queried.
Then, as the bloodhound went on growl-
ing, he strode to the fading lamp and
adjusted the wick. The reservoir was
dry. Only a swift gleam of flame en-
sued. The wick died in a sullen rim
ot red.

He struck another match quickly.
Candles stood on a farther table. Twelve
in number, they were set in massive sil-
ver candlesticks ot antique desigh. With
fingerss a trifle unsteady—he told himselt
it was because of his dash dowrnstalrs—
he lit the whole dozen.

As the dim recesses of the hall bright-
ened to the soft glow of steady filames,
he heaved a sigh of relief. Suppose
everything had gone dark? Suppose—

He spun swiftly as a whirring noise
jarred from the farther wall. It was
the old grandfather’s clock about to
strike. Its hands stood at twelve mid-
Alght!

He had lost all idea of how the time
was passing.

!

The First booming stroke rolled out.
!

He sensed th® bloodhound stiffen.

There was a mighty hush, in which the
deep-throated cadence of the striking
dimmed. Then, with the crack of a gun-
shot, the stone coffin canted from the
wall and crashed down flkt.

Like a bullet, Hannilbal leaped, fangs
bared, eyes blood-red with fury.

In midair the spring ended.

The hound hung checked, four feet
Atbove the floor, as if gripped by invis-

ible hands. Blake stood stoek still, fas-
cinated. )

With a throttled gasp, Hanmibal flev,
snaked round and, whining feebly; siun
towards the door. His jaws were freth:
ing. By the threshold, he gave a fright-
ened whimper, then rolled over and 13y
still and rigid. )

Grey recovered from his astomishment
and sprang to him, He dropped on one
knee. At the bloodhound’s throat were
the blue marks of two monstvous hands.

He rose to his feet, an icy sweat on
his brow, crossed unsteadily towards the
coffin stone. As he did so, an Arctic
wind swept past towards the stairway
with the dim, despairing cry of some
lost soul.

“Aie Semaye!”

A wild, shrieking wail swung back
from the dying whispers, and a peal of
mocking laughter echoed down the an-

cient hall. Grey stumbled to the table,
panting.
“Aie Ssamaye’”

It was the dread cry of the foul sister-
hood as they rode shrieking on their
broomsticks and bats to the Witches’
Sabbath.

Quentim Grey staggered forward. A
last strident echo, and the hall was
deathly still.

St. John's Eve—two hundred years—
Jeanne of the Flame—walled up—his
thoughts were a maelstrom.

He stumbled over to the coffin stone.
Bones—it had throwm forth scattered
bones—Bomnes, twined in a matting of
Titian red hair!

Bewildered, almost panicky, Quentin
Grey felt his throat contracting with the
need for air—for need of the sight of
something that was net unearthly.

He dragged himselff madly to the win-
dow. As he flung it wide, the night
went mad in a riet of sound. Overhead,
a dgvil's tattoo beat furiously upen the
roof.

CHAPTER 1V
Tihe Fiery Star

UT through the casement, Grey
forced himself. He fell 8n a Hlwel-
bed and sturabled inte the open. AbBout
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him great stones were fijying. As from
the heaven itselt, a storm of them smote
the roof 1n a franti¢ hall.

He found himself running like a
hunted hare. It was o6nly when he blun-
dered into a sundial that he Hhalted,
breathless, hoerrified. Fearfully he slewed
about and peered back at the aceursed
house.

The stone-storm had stopped suddenly
as it had begun.

For a little he hung thete, supporting
himsellf on the sundial and gasping.
Then—it was one ot the coldly bravest
things he had ever done—he compelled
himgelf te walk steadily back towards
the building. He found the earth lit-
tered with Bleed-red pebbies.

So it was no illusion! For the instant,
he had been half inclined to disbelieve
the evidence of his own senses. But
here was proof enough. Someone had
been playing a trick. And yet—

He straightemed, his heart thumping
against his ribs. No human agency had
conjured up so vast a shower of stones.
The thing was incredible. The house
lay at 1east a hundeed feet from the road-
way.

“Bah! Magic! The supernatural!! I
won't believe it!” He clenched his fists.
“It's trickery! It they're not in the
road, they'te in the groumds. At any
fate, I'll see.”

Bent low, he groped through the
bushes, hunting, probing. Yet he found
and heard nothing. The grounds were
empty and hushed as death.

Puzzled, he tiptoed towards the long,
sprawling modern building that was the
school itself. There every pane was
black. Not a light showed. Seemingly
fie ofie had heard a battering rain of
stones.

“Queer!” he mutteted and Ileaned
against a big tree-trunk, recovering him-
self. Had he drearmed everything, or
had he— But, ne! Hanmilbal, at least,
knew nething of black magic. What did
a dog knew of magie, of Jeanne and her
ghastly fate? Yet the bloedhound lay
strangled By unseen hands.

And it was the Eve of St. Johm. What
it the night went red with Beltane fiies?
Expectant, the detective peered about
Rim.

And again, there was nothing.

Then came a faint sound. Down the
creeper-clad wall a flleck of white moved

stealthily. It was someone climbing
from an upper window.

Holding his breath, Grey waited,
screened in the shelter of his tree. Cau-
tiously the fiigure descended, gained the
ground, came creeping toward him, un-
aware of his presence. As it passed him,
the moon carme out, and the silent form
went white in the slanting rays. It was
a girl, €lad in pyjamas. She was bound
for the old stone Heuse.

Grey let her go, waited till she had
almost gained her objective. Tihem, cat-
footed, he moved after her. She reached
the open casement, paused to peer into
t:e hallll, swung hersellf dexterously over
the sill,

[E detective slid through the win-
dow after het, sprang swiftly and
swung her areund by the wrist. Wiith a
faint shriek she faced Rim. It was the
girl whe had brought Miss Smythe the
geience master’s nete—the girl whe had
erept in en Ris heels when the butler ad-
mited him.

“Got you!” he breathed triumphantly.
Here was something tangible—human
flesh and blood, at least. The thought
brought him comfort. She scowled back
at him defiantly.

“You're hurting me!” A fiierce little
twist of the wrist. “Let go!”

“Your name first, young lady.”

Another useless jerk, a sullen stare, a
moment’s silence.

“Eve Tankertam—iif you must know. I
s'pose you'll find out, anyway,” she mut-
tered sulkily with a droop ot her ink-
black eyes. Grey scanned the copper-
ted of her hair theughtfully.

“Yes, I'd have found out. And now—
what are you up to?”

She shrugged disdainfully.

“I heard a noise and came to see what
had happened. It sounded like hail.”

“H'm!” He regarded her sardonically.
“And do you usually emerge by the win-
dow, and the ivy?”

She bit her lip.

“The downstairs door’s locked. Be-
sides, there was no time.”

“I see. But why the hurry?”

“Miss Smythe’s popular. We"'ve heard
things in the School Howse. I was afraid
for her. Thete were those plates, you
know. Suppose—"

She gave a slight, barely suppressed
shiver.



26 THRILLING MYSTERY

“Afraid?” Grey let her go and, with
a stride, gained the window. He closed
it, turned to her again. “You little idiot!
You’'ll catech your death of cold, coming
out ot doors in that rig!”

She seemed not to hear. She was look-
ing towards the fallen coffin and ‘the
bones strewm about it.

“You know this place pretty well, Miss
Tankerton?”

“I don't. Except when the headmis-
tress interviewed me the other week—
I'm new here—to-night was the fiirst time
I've been in the house. But™—her eyes
still gripped the coffim—" sometimes I
feel as if I knew it well.,”

“Wihat—after one visiit?"

“I don't know. It's all so familiar.
But”—she released herself abruptly, and
stepped cautiously forward to the stone
casket—"even that—"

Grey looked past her to the musty
bones and the strands of reddish hair
that, like dead seaweed, clung about
them. His gaze shifted to her own cop-
per-gold hair,

Jeanne of the Flame!'—was it possible
for one so long dust to look down upon
what had, two centuries before, been her
living tomb?

It was a madman’s nightmare! How
could the dead live again? Or was re-
incarnation true?

URIOUSILY he watched her as, his
W/ niearness forgotten, she gazed dewn
in silent faseination at the wreckage 6n
the polished beards.

What was she? Sewenteen—eighteen
at the most? A ffinishingg pupil? That
would be about the age limit at St. Moni-
ca’s, and yet—

“It would be very close in there,” she
muttered, looking down into the coffin.
“Stone walls, closing on you—closing—"

“It’s very close in here, anyway,” he
grunted, passing a hand across his head.
“"Hot—"

As he spoke, a slight breath gave the
lifeless air a sudden chill caress. The
candles guttered wneasily.

“"Close—"

He saw her straightem. She was star-
ing towards the staircase, and the
stained-glass window beyond it, where
the goat crest of the de Nivelles Jeered
grotesquely from the palnted glass.

The goat mask preened against its
opaque background. The horns swayed,

shuddered. The draught bore past him,
circling, groping—wind, where there
was none. He reached mechanically to
the table for a dagger, which was really
a paper-knife with a silver cruciform
hilt. Gripping the weapom, he posed to
face some unseen enemy.

Vaguely, he glimpsed his companion
snatch a stick of chalk from the table.
Very white, trembling, she sidled to him
and clung against him. He felt her trem-
ble.

“It is here,” she breathed.

“It?” he queried sharply, aware of
something that, ever growing, fillled the
room unseen,

“Yes—it! You fool!” She laughed
hysterically as, subconsciously, he raised
the dagger. "A toy—against All Power!"

“What do you mean?” he muttered, as
the room went misty.

“S-s-sh!” Her slight fimgers gripped
his elbow. “Thete’s a chance, and but a
minute to take it. Wait.”

He felt her grip slacken. As he looked
down he saw her drop on her knees, her
hand moving. Eve Tankertom was
chalking something on the fldlonsoaards.

Stifled, choking, the detective bent to
watch her. The hall was deathly still,
the air laden with the load of impendin
evil. As yet vague, it cfushed him wit
a load of dread eppression.

Below, the girl's chalk scratched
swiftly. On the floor, a big equilateral
triangle formed. Hee hand swept of-
wards, and a second trianglle formed an
intersectionm with the fitist.

“Quick—for your life!”

She sprang up, leapt to the tables,
seized the candles. Like one possessed,
she bore them to the chalked star, set
them on its polnts and intersectioms. The
flames were leaping madly, spluttering
blue with saltpetie. Around, walls were
closing in—closing=—

“The pentacle! Inside it, for your
life!” she panted.

HE seized his arm and dragged hif
past the eandles into the six-peinted
star. Like a weeden dumm%,, Re stum:
bled forwards, stifled, slack-limbed. 1t
was unlike anything iR Grey's EXPEfi:
S{‘%ﬁi he had RO eemmand 8ver RS Hody
The walls, floor, celling 1eemed nearer
—rneeater. They had grewn sudden]
alive, their grey stone merging iA a whifl
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of mad, fantastic colors.

“The candles—watch them!
love of heaven, mind!”

He saw the girl bend forward, screen
an all-but-guttered flame in the cup of
her palm.

The spluttering blue tongues of fire
were dragged sideways, at right-angles
to the candles, down which melted wax
streared.

Throtttiled, choking, the detective saw
the girl through a mist. At his feet, the
floor went round him in a monstrous
whitl, doubled on the beams aloft, where
its twin spun in a mad vortex. He was
in the jaws of a six-fold vise. And all
the while the suck of the vortex dragged
him nearer the confines of the six-
peinted star.

Fighting desperately, he strowve to
check himself, gripping the dagger as a
drewning man clings to a straw. Be-
yond, the goat crest spread out mon-
strously, its grin widening—widening—

The maelstrom seized him. He swayed
forward, faint, sick, petrified. Numbed,
he hardly felt the grab at his arm as the
girl, down on her knees, her eyes tight
shut, hauled madly at his elbow. His
arm fllailed wildly, its dagger a glinting
sllver cirelet. With a last mad bid for
life, he hurled the dagger full on at the
gaping lips en the geat &est.

Crash! Something splintered and
broke. The mouth closed, twisted, van-
ished inte nothingmess. The whorls
spun out in a fading nightmare. The
vise slackened. He felt the tide recede—

He came to, found himselff still in the
girl’s frantic clasp as he leaned outwards
drunkenly across the chalked lines and
butning candles. The flames were steady
fiew. The room was clearing. Past the
staiks, the stained-glass window Joomed
u%lﬂ a jagged hele. The goat was gone.
The dagger had erashed elean through it

“Wihat happened?” he gasped, steady-
ing himself. She let go of him, stumbled
stitfly to her feet.

“The spell is broken!” She laughed
hystetically. “They still burn!” She
pointed to the candles. “"We are saved!
Do you realize? Saned!”

She stood trembling. On her white
brow were great beads of sweat. Grey
looked at her dumbly, then half turned
a6 a sound came from behind him.

It was the bloodhound staggering to
its feet.

For the

Somehow, Quentin Grey knew that the
ordeal was over, the peril past.

CHAPTER V
Tiee Coffin on the Grid

E detective stooped to pat his dog
%ently, then, assured the hound was
all right, leeked again at the girl. She
was pleking up semething frem the filoer,

“Wihat's that?” he asked.

“A cardcase.” She bent again, snatched
up a card. “I think—" She paused to
inspect the superscriptiion, then shot a
queer glance at him.

“Yours, I suppose?” she added, hand-
ing him the case.

“Yes,” he agreed, frowning at it.

The heavy gold sides were scored with
deeply impressed dents—fang-marks.

Lips pursed, he stood twisting the case
between his strong filiggers. It must have
fallen from his pocket to the floor out-
side the pentacle. Wihen last he had
seen it the sides had been undamaged.
Wihat had bitten se viciously inte the
metal?

“So you’re Quentim Grey?” the girl
murmured.

“You know me?”

“I've heard of you, of course. Who
hasn’t? I'm curious. Just why are you
here?”

“To investigate the sort of thing we
just witnessed, young lady.”

“I see.” She breathed slowly, and he
thought a faint trace of relief crossed
her pale features. “And what do you
think ot them?” Her tone was a shade
malicious.

"Much—and nothing,” Grey answered
shortly, his eyes on the candles. “I'm
just imquisitive.”

“About what?” Her frown returned.

"What made you draw that thing?”
He pointed to the pentacle. Her beau-
tiful features darkemed, and she shot a
;wlllft glance of apprehensiom down the

all.

“To save us both, of course, Mr. Grey.
A pentacle is one’ defence against the
unseen powers.”

Grey nodded. He had, of coutse, heard
of the device. Its uses were fully stated
in medievall works on magie. Still—
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“How do you happen to know of it?"
he demanded suddenly. She bit her lip,
looked puzzled an instant, drew a hand
slowly across her white brow, as if grop-
ing for recollection.

“I don't know. I must have read about
it somewhete. I—I can't remember.”

“I see.” He regarded her imtently.

UCH books were not fit reading for

young peopla, nor was it likely such
would understand them even If permit-
ted to read them. Besides, books of that
§ort were rare, enly te be feund In mu-
geurhs and like places. The girl's ex-
planation, plausible as it appeared on the
surface, did net ring true.

“And if there had been no pentacle,
Miss Tankerton?”

She shuddered.

“We should not be here.”

“Yet the hound still lives—and he lay
outside the pentacle.

“It was after bigger game.”

“As for imstance?"

“A most famous detective,” she said
quickly with another fearsome glance
across her shoulder. “You have been
lueky. Once it takes possession of you,
it never lets go willingly.”

“For a schoolgirl, you seem to know a
surprising amount about the supernat-
ural,” Grey said slowly. Them, “There’'ll
be teouble, won't thete, if Miss Smythe
gets to know about tonight's adventure
and yout share in it?”

“"Er—exactly! And the famous Quen-
tihn Grey hasn't much to be proud of
either!” she grinned. “Wouldn't it be—
er—better it neither ot us said amything
about it? I haven't seen you tonight.
You haven't seen me.”

“Stilll, since you heard those stones
on the roof and just came to see—"

She smiled meaningly.

“Those stones might take explaining,
Mr. Grey. And it would be you who'd
have to explain them. So—"

“It’s a bargaim, my dear Eve!” he de-
clared, gripping her cold fifuggers. After
all, there was no real harmm in her es-
capade. Besides, he was not so sure he
wished Miss Smythe’s imtervention.
“You and I will keep our secret a se-
cret?”

He went to the door and threw it open

“It I were you,” he added, “I'd be get-
ting back before your absence is noted,
and before you catch cold.”

“You're right!” she said briskly and,
with a parting smile, slipped away in
the gloom of the garden.

Standing on the threshold, Grey
watched her vanish amongst some shrubs
in the directiom of the school buildings.
His theughts on Jeanme of the Flame
and her gtim story, he stood there frown-
ing till, on a suddem, the moom broke
through the clouds.

In a flash the whole grounds were
drenched in pure white light, in which
the trees and shrubs showed ghostly.
The myriad blood-red pebbles on the
ground had gone!

Quentim Grey shut the door again
softly and shot the bolts. A gang of
men could not have cleared away that
rmass ot stones so quickly, even in broad
daylight. As Eve Tankettom had said,
they needed some explaining. And
AowW=—

Intemsely puzzled, he replaced the can-
dles in their origimal positions, then,
with his handkerchiet, erased the chalk-
marks from the fftar. It might be as
well that nothing of the pentacle should
remain for evidemce. Next he went
round the premises and found all deers
and windows fast with the burglat-
alarms i erder. There had been ne if-
truder.

This done, he called Hanmilbal and as-
cended once mote to the bed-room. Some
intuitive sense told him that, for to-
night at any rate, the danger was over.
Theie would be ne mere occwrfenees,
and there was ne need te sit up.

Shedding his outer clothes, he threw
himsellf down on the bed and, wtterly
exhausted, fell into a profound sieep,

he awoke, hot afternoon

w\w sunshime poured through the un-
curtained windows. Deessing hurried-
ly, he went downstailis, whete he found
Miss Smythe awaiting him.

“We let ourselves in at the kitchen
door,” the headmistress told him. “You
seemed so tired that I gave orders you
were not to be disturibed. I was 86 wofr-
ried something might have happened to
you that I got Mullins to peep into your
room. He reported you were asleep.”

Grey pulled a wry face.

“I must have slept the clock reound,”
he admitted. “Yes, things happened.
I'm afraid some damage was dohe te
your property.”



THE HOUSE OF FEAR 29

“It doesn't matter, Mr. Grey. I rather
expected it. I see things were fl)imng
about. That coffin, for instamee. I've
had the contents removed.”

“That is as well,” he agreed and told
her as much as he deemed fit. He made
no mention ot Eve Tankettoh, however.

“And you think—" Miss Smmythe
asked, when he had fifihithed.
He shrugged.

“Franklly, I think nothing. This sort
of case is not in my line. I am satis-
fied that the disturbamces I experienced
are not the work of human agencies, if
that's what you fmean. I suggest that
you call in the Seociety for Psychleal
Research of, failing ther, the minister.”

Miss Smythe pursed her thin lips.

“Ah, I remember now! The sisters
once summoned a holy man to exorcise
some similar visitation—accordinmg to
the old records, with sucecess. Still, ffirst
I think I'll ask Mt. Brown to see what
he ean do.”

“Brown?”

“Our science master. A clever man,
Mr. Grey. He is rather anxious to in-
vestigate these phenomena himself. In
fact, he begped for the privilege. Un-
fortunately, he has been busy ot late on
chernieal research work for the govern-
fment. As, naturally, this werk must be
dene evenings, He has had fe leisure so
far for poltergeists. And ef eourse, duf-
ing the day, he is teaching my girls.”

There were things experiemced dur-
ing the previous night, which, Grey
knew, were not attributable to any pol-
tergeist. Still, he said nothing, but,
with a brief nod, fell to on the meal
Miss Smythe had ordered for him. Then
he rang up Sam Legan his young assist-
ant, whom He had left in the hotel in
Baltimore ordered him te fun dewn with
the ear.

Whille awaiting Logan’s arrival, he
helped replace the coffin in the niche
whete, for s6 many centuries, it had
reposed. So heavy was it, that it re-
q:ifed the combined efforts of Mullins,
the pardener, and himself to raise it
iAte place. They had just fiinishedl the
job and replaced the lid when Sam Lo-
gan drew up at the outer archway.

T was not till they had traveled al-

most twenty miles and darkmess had
fallen, that the detective stopped the
car before an hotel,

“I've had a thorough going over, kid.
And the otherwise admirable Miss
Smythe had nothing stronger than cof-
fee in the house. I could do with a
';vhi;ky. We'lll stop here and have some

e6d.”

Grey had been silent during the ride,
but as they ate he recounted in confi-
dence his experiences at the old nun-
nery. Logan listened with interest. He
had shared thany strange advemtures
with his chief, but, of them all, this was
the capper.

To his inward regret, Quentim Grey
had no theories to advance. Loganm was
little the wiser when they resumed their
way. They had gone perhaps five miles
when a tire blew out with a loud report.
Grey pulled Logan up, sprang down and
hueried to the rear of the car.

“Gosh!” he exclaimed loudly, in evi-
dent surprise,

Grey alighted and went round to him,
the luggage rack was down. On it lay
a long stone box shaped like a coffin,

“Whhat the deuce is this?” Logan de-
manded, looking at his chief.

“Wait!”

Grey got a fliadnligiitt from the front
seat and fleshed its white rays on the

tanite lid. From the stone, the leering

eatures of the de Nivelle goat grinned
uF at him. It was the coffin he had re-
placed so arduously in its niche!

“Jeanme’s last resting-place!” he ex-
claimed for Logan’s benefit. “Someone
faust have stowed it on the carrier be-
fore we drove away from St. Monica’s.”

“But, chief, I went round to the back
of the car just before we left to have
a look at the tail lamp,” Logan objected.
“It wasn't there then. I remembet dis-
tinetly, that the Iluggage rack was
folded up and strapped tight. Besides,
it would take two men and a bey to hump
this heavy thing. They couldn’t have
done it witheut eur knewing.”

“I agree,” Grey said shortly. “Still,
be that as it may, the infermal thing's
followed us. Perhaps it was wished on
to us while we had dinner. I wonder
why?”

He pocketed the fikeshligitit and signed
to Logan. Between them, they raised
the heavy lid. Inside, still as death, lay
a4 man—not a medieaval man, but one in
modern ¢clothes.

“Great glory!” Logan gasped.
dead?”

“Is he
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Grey touched the still form cautious-
ly.
“Yes—no! The heart’s stopped, but
the flesh seems warm. I think it's sus-
pended animation. Queer, but— Hallo!"
He bent forward sharply, his torch
focused.

In the man’s right hand was gripped
a tricolored tie, striped in orange, red
and indigo—the school tie of St. Meni-
ca’s.

Knotted as when worm, the mnarrow
neckpiece had parted in the middle, just
behind where the collar-stud would lie.
The usual join in the fabric had been
rent asunder as tnough the tie had been
torn from its wearer's neck.

“Wihat the deuce are we going to do?"
Logan breathed. He glanced dubiously
at Grey.

Quentin Grey looked back at him for
a moment without speaking, then
squared his broad shoulders.

“We're going straight back to St.
Monica’s,” he said.

CHAPTER VI

Waaninmg U wsppdien

T was getting late when at lemgth

the car pulled up before the school
entrance and old Mullins admitted them.
The light in Miss Smythe’s study still
burned. They found her seated in com-
pany with a sharp-featured, cadaver-
ous young man. Wearing clothes of in-
different cut and carelessly groomed, he
had rusty red specks upon his jacket and
yellow acid stains upon his ill-kept
hands.

It was Brown, the science master, Grey
decided, as the newcomer sprang up on
their emtrance.

“So you're back again!” Miss Smythe
exclaimed when she had introdwced the
three men. "So soon! Whhat brought
you?”

“This,” Grey returmed, and with Mul-
lins and Logan carried in the stone cof-
fin. “Your property, I think, Miss
Smythe.”

“Good gracious! But—" The head-
mistress glanced in surpise at the empty
niche. “Haw did it leave? How did
vou get iit®"

“It followed us," the detective said
tersely. “Just how, I was heping yeu
could explain." o

“But I thought it was still ‘in its plaeg;
Mullims, what do you know abeut thisd"

“Nothimg, ma'am!” the butier an:
swered promptly. “I haven't touehed
it. It's that dark in the corner there,
where it stood, I didn't notice it was
gone!”

Miss Smythe paled a trifle,

“Mr. Grey, 1 hope this isn't warning
of fresh evil!” she breathed tensely.
“Some fresh and weird happening—"

“If you can identify this person—
perhaps not.” They dragged the lid
aside, exposing the motionless figure in-
side the coffin.

Miss Smythe gasped, bent quickly,
then, straightemimg up, shook her head.

“I've never seen him before. Is—is
he diead?”
“I think not. Still"—Grey caught

up an end of the knotted tie—"what of
this?"”

“The swimming team tie!” Miss
Smythe exclaimed. "A new one, too!
Good heavens! How does this man come
to be holding it?" She looked at Grey
in dismay.

"I was hoping you could throw some
light on that, Miss Smythe,” he mut-
mured. “Are these ties easily come by?”

“Indeed, no, Mr. Grey. We'te most
particular. For one thing, our ties are
all registered designs and cannot be
bought outside the scheel. Then, {66,
we have a strict rule. All discarded ties
must be Handed over for destructien.
Out ebject is te preelude any pessibility
of their falling inte unauthorised hands,
lest diseredit be breught upen St. Ms:
flea's.”

“Humph! Welll, as you say, this tie’s
brand new—almest 0, anyway. That
should simplify the identification of its
real owner. To whom have yeu Fecent:
ly issued swimming team ties, Miss
Smythe?”

"That's simply answered, M. Grey.
This term, we've ofly issued eAe—te a
neweomer, Eve Tankerton. YBu've al:
ready seen her. Yeu remember the @il
who breught that nete fer me fast EVE:
Ring?"

“Yes, I remember,” Grey concurfed.
She had done more thah Bring a Refe,
he thought to himself. “A REWESMEf)
you s&y? Surely she's one of {he $eRigfs?
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I should have put her down for eigh-
teen at least.”

“She is eighteen. From California,
Mr. Grey. Of course, she's been to
school somewhere on the Coast—I for-
get just where. She was sent here to
Maryland to finish her education.”

“I see. Then, if you don't mind, I
suggest you have her in here. If the
tie's hers, she’ll be short of one. Don't

say anything—just send for Hhetr.”
“I will,” Miss Smythe agreed, and
gave orders to the butler,

HILE awaiting Ewve Tankerton,

Grey bent over the tie. Towards
the end of its broad part, small pin-holes
showed in the fabrie, as if the ewner
were if the habit of secufing it to hef
blouse with a safety-pin.

For an instant his eyes noted this.
Then, whipping a large embroidered
cloth off the table, he covered the coffin
with it.

“We need not give Miss Tankerton
a shock,” he mmurmured.

“Indeed, no.” Browm, a dour, taciturn
young man, spoke for the first time since
their introductiom. “But I'm sure she
can't have anything to do with this. Miss
Tankertom is one of my best pupils. I
cannot imagine her having clandestine
communicatiom with any man.”

“I cannot imagine her having the op-
portunity to do so,” Miss Smythe said
crisply. “Our girls are not allowed out
alone. However, we'll see—"

“S-sh!” Here she is!” Grey warned
in an undertome as the door opened.

Eve Tankertom came into the room,
her hands demurely folded. At the col-
lar opening of the white blouse, peeping
through her square-cut school frock of
navy blue, gleamed a bright new tie—
the duplicate of that hiddem under the
tablecloth.

“Yes, Miss Smythe?” she asked de-
murely, with a swift, curious glance at
the group round the concealed coffin.
The headmistress hesitated, her eyes on
the tie. Evidently she. was completely
taken aback by its presence.

“Er—I wished to show this gentleman
the swimming tie, Eve,” she amnounced,
collecting herself. “I—er—thought you
might be wearing yours.”

“Yes, Miss Smythe,” was the docile
answer, but the girl’s dark eyes swept
past her swiftly. For an instant they

met those of the science master in veiled
inquiry.

“Perhaps you'll take your tie off, Miss
Tankerton?” the detective requested
politely. “Just so that I mmay examine
it closely.”

VE bowed her head, and, fumbling

obediently inside her froek, seeimed
to unloosen something. When she uf-
knotted the tie and handed it silently
to the detective, two pin holes showed
near its lower extrerities. Yet it was
new enough—brighter even tham the
tie 1n the eoffin,

“Thank you. Tihat is all I want,” Grey
murrmuted, returning it to her. “I—"

He stopped abruptly. Thetre was a
furious clanging of the front door bell.
Mullins strode to the door and opened it.
A man stumbled in past him, and pant-
ing heavily, fetched up at the table,
facing Brewn,

“Sir, I've come to warn you. A ter-
tible thing has hap—"

Crasih!!

A casement pane splintered. The new
areival fell forward with a stifled groan
across the table, something long and
tenuous quivering between his shoulder
blades. He had been skewered to the
table top by a shefrt spear!

“The window—quick!”

Grey spun for the sill, but wvainly.
With a shriek, Eve Tanketton flung her-
self on him, and, clinging madly, broke
into a storm of hystetical crying.

“Let go, you little fool!” he urged,
thrusting her off. But she still hung on
to him madly.

“Don’t let them hurt
don't—dfom’t—"

He sent her staggering with a violent
shove, sprang past her to the door. But
when he gained the groumds, nothing
was stirring. Though he looked left
and right, hetwwld see no human being.

“Quick—rmy ffashlighlit from the car!™
he ordered as Logan joined him. While
Sam hurtied off to get it, he comtinued
his search.

But he found nothing. Wiemn a few
moments later, Logan returmed with the
torch, the light picked up nothing save
the shtubs of trees. The murdetet, who-
ever he was, had vanished.

“Confound that girl!” Grey explaimed
wrathfully. “Losing her silly head like
that! I—"

me! Don't—
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He checked himself. After all, he had
seen Eve Tanketton in a crisis less than
twenty-four hours age. She had been
the cooler then. Yet now—

Frowning, he strode onwards, halted
abruptly by a fllower bed. In his brown
study, he had almost stepped in it.

“No, she didn’t panic last night,” he
muttered, sweeping his torch along the
bed to find its end. “I wonder—jimgo!”

He bent forward sharply, his torch ex-
tended. On the soft earth, still damp
from the gardener’s hose, a trail of tiny
cloven footmarks showed up under the
white rays.

“A sheep ! Logamn cried, staring.

"Or else —Grey paused dramatically

;%ﬁgﬁa

REY went back to the hall, where
he found Brown bending over the
body.

“He’s dead,” the science master an-
nounced dully. “Died without another
word. The spear’s got him through the
heart.”

Grey felt the dead man’s wrist and
found the pulse.

gﬁw— his vei
Y with e Fhe §8§fV8fE the e

“You're right—unfortumately,” he
said, releasing the wrist. “Another mys-
tery?”

Brown shook his head.

“There’s no mystery. He’s my ser-
vant. I left him to watch a retort I had
boiling over a bunsen burner. Some-
thing must have gone wron%wlth the re-
action. Perhaps the retort burst.”

“All the same, Mr. Browm, why should
he dash here like this to warm you?
After all, that's a trifle. My impression
was that he had something vital te tell.”

“I ordered him to be very careful. The
retort contained — er — certaim com-
pounds I'd made up with great care. To
feplace them would mean much work.
I wouldn't have left the reaction in his
charge, biit Miss Smythe was 86 con-
gerned about this poltergeist. I'mh quite
gure it wase the reaction that was weorry-
ing peor Rebinsen.”

“Pethaps you're right. We'll find out
later.”

Grey looked over to where Eve Tank-
erton sat huddled in a high-backed chair,
her cheeks blanched, her dark eyes

glassy with horror. She could hardly
take her eyes from the ghastly thing on
the table. Her face, he thought, had sud-
denly gone very old. Her schoolgirl
look had left her.

“A Bikany spear,” she muttered, her
gaze on the slanting shaft, “I've seen
them before.”

“You don’t see many here in America,
though,” Grey commented. “Now where
can this one have come from?"

Miss Smythe approached the table re-
luctantly, and for an instant peered
closely at the weapon.

“It looks like one of a pair I have
hanging on the wall in the dining-room,"
she muttered.

“May I see them?” Grey queried. With
an eager nod, she led him from the room.

Grey hurried into the dining-room.
Over the fireplacee, a single spear hung
obliquely. Its fellow was missing. In
the fastened casement, a small hole
showed In the diamend-pamed glazing.

“Great Scott! So it flew off the wall
here!” Grey cried, staring at the window
and its closed fastening.

“Round the grounds and in at that
other window!” Miss Smythe regarded
him incredulously. “Why, it's impos-
sible!”

“All the same, it seems to have hap-
pened.”

“But, but—" She shivered.
you account for it?”

“I can't. Though it's a characteristie
poltergeist phenormenom, I believe, fof
hurtling objects to fly around eorners,
Miss Smythe. Missiles %ejeeted By a
human hand cafnnet de that, unless, of
course, they're capable of Beuh@m@, as,
say, a rubber ball. Obvieusly, a spear
cannet de that.”

“How can

E headmistress bit her lip. Like
Ewe’s, her cheek was chalk-white,
“Mr. Grey, it's all so dreadful—
fmysterious!t™

“It is. By the way, do you keep a geat
here at the school?”
Jl@t

“A goat?” She looked surprised.
course not.”
“There’s no way a goat could get inte
the grounds from eutside?”

“No, that would be impessible. The
whole place is surrounded by a ten-fest
brick wall, and every gate is loeked. By,

surely—your question is very SiFan £
“Not as strange as that geat wWHese
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prints I've seen in the ground, Miss
Smythe. You see, its four hoofs are all
right-handed, as it were.”

Miss Smythe and Grey returned to the
hall, where Logan waited in company
with Brown and Eve Tankerton.

“Wihat about that reaction of yours,
Mr. Brown?” Grey asked on entering.
“Shall we go and see what has happened
to it?”

The science master scowled.

“There’s no need. Probably nothing’s
happened to it. If it has—well, only I
can see to things. I suggest, sir, that
your proper place is here. I understand
you're a sort of policeman.” His tone
was mildly contemptuous. “You ought
;0 guard the body till the real police get

ere.”

“As you prefer, Mr. Brown,” Grey said
carelessly.

Inwardly, he wondered why Brown
was so disinclined for his company
homewards. Most men, in the circum-
stances, would have preferred a com-
panion. Howevet, he sald nothing of his
iﬂw&;rd thoughts. He tuthed to the prin-
cipa

“If you'll send Mullins for the po-
lice, please. As Mr. Brown says, they
should be notified. The sooner the bet-
ter. Meanwhile, I think Miss Tanker-
ton would be better out of this. My as-
sistaht will see her to the school build-
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Grey clesed it after them, them got
thr@u?h to the pelise station en the
scheol phene. He was seme time gwmg
the §ergeam details of the tragedy.
When he rang off, he strofled into the
epen, intent on thoughtful pacing:
His feet silent on the soft a§§, he
took a turm or so about the gar He
was about to go in agaim, when the

sound of a soft laugh caught his ear. In-
stantly, alert, he tiptoed to some bushes

escor

and peered cautiously through them.
Silhouetted against the rising moon,
stood a man and a girl, locked in one an-
other’s arms. The girl had her arms
about her companion’s neck. Oblivious
of the detcetive, she raised her lips to
kiss her companion.

“Darling?”

Like a faint zephyr, the endearment
reached the spot where Grey stood hid-
den. Tihem, releasing her, the man
stepped away. Simultaneously the
moonlight bathed their faces.

Grey’s fimgets contracted tensely on
the shrub.

They were Eve Tankertom and the
science master!

—

CHAPTER VII
Tiiee Clue of the Twiin Rolls-Royce

———

SR—

A MOMENT later the pair pertédd-
Brown faking for the gate, Eve
for the School House. Grey wags {rying
to decide whether 6 net te fellew the
fan when the seund of the main gate
bell ringing warned him of the peliee
and theik arrival. Wiliy-millty, he Had
te go baek and reeeive them.

It was some time before he fifiiidhed
his interview with the local chief and
was free to leave. He did this without
telling Miss Smythe of what he had
seen through the bushes. It was true
she should know of Browmn and his con-
duet. Yet Quentin Grey felt intuitively
that the time was not ripe for dis-
closures.

He had much to do. There was the
man in the coffin, for instamce. True,
the cotoner, hastily called in, pro-
nounced him dead. But Grey, who, in
his ?ouhget days, had walked the hos-

itals and had the right to set the magic
ettees M. D. after his name, was not 8o
sure. Whille professional etiguette for-
bade argurent before third parties, he
felt his responsibility towards this
seecond vietim of an unsolved mystery.

Still, for the present, it was the physi-
cian's job, and, leaving the police and
their medical adviser to dispose of mat-
ters, he bade Miss Smythe good-night,
and, with Logam, guit the school en-
closure. His 6ar still stood where he
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had left it.
halted.

“I think we'll make a detour of the
walls first,” he announced. “I'd like to
satisfy myself that the place is as private
as Miss Smythe believes. There may be
Bome way in she hasn’t discovered.
Pupils have been known before now to
arrange a loophole so they can sneak
out ot bounds wumdetected.”

So the pair commenced a detour of St.
Monica’s. They had gone but a few
yards when a slight sound on high
caused Grey to grip his assistant’s arm.

“Stop!” he whispered. “Don’t move!"

He drew Logan back into the shadows.
A short way ahead, something was strad-
dling the wall—a slight fiigursg, dimly
seen against a background of leafy trees.

The fiigure scanned the roadway keen-
ly. Then it dropped lightly on the pave-
ment and moved forwards toward a gas-
lamp. Grey's grip tightemed on Logan's
arm. It was Eve Tankertom agaim. This
time she was clad in a silk blouse and
knee breeches.

“Queer outfit for a schoolgirl!” Grey
muttered. “Whhat’s she up to now, I
wonder?”

The answer came quickly as she darted
suddenly across the road and, emtering
the shadows of an alley, wheeled some-
thing from it. It was a motorcycle !

“Quick, the car!” Grey ordered. As
the girl smashed down the kick-starter
and whirled the engine into life, they
raced to where their car stood, their
footfalls drowned by the staccato bark
of the single cylinder.

As luck would have it, the custom-
built job jibbed slightly. It was a min-
ute ot so before, warming up, it got imto
its stride. Just as Eve Tankertom shot
off down the street on her machine,
Grey's car got away in pursuit.

Simultaneously a dark form stepped
out from a corner, took one look after
the two vehicles, and, jumping into a
gsecond car hiddem unnoticed in a gate-
way, set out in their wake.

Eve Tankertom drove on swiftly
through the town and out on its farther
gide. Not once did she look behind her.
But from this circumstamce Quentin
Grey took little comfort. His car's head-
lights picked up a flash on her handle-
bars—a side mirror, in which she doubt-
Le_ssl observed them in the followlng ve-

ele.

But as they reached it, he

O INTENT were both Grey ~and
Logan on the fugitive that neither
thought to theow a glance asterm. They
did net see the car that came on
stealthily a hundred yards behind. As
the giel inereased her speed, so did they.
In response, the second car opened out.
“Funny! I thought she was iinterested
in that fellow Brown,” Grey muttered.
“"But from the directiom he took when
he went off, his house lies the other way.
Where's she going?”

As if in answer, the motorcyole
swerved sharply and shot off down a side
turning. Grey swung after it, and his
car swept into a narrow opening, un-
lighted, and, from the bumpimess, un-
paved.

Ahead, the dim disc of the motor-
cycle’'s lamp showed feebly, rocking and
pitching as the two-wheeler also bumped
over the uneven surface. The cycle
had slowed considerably, had come al-
most to a standstill.

“Look out, siir!”

Logan gave a warning cry as the head-
light beams caught the glint of water
ust ahead. The river—Quentim Grey

raked quickly, and the great -car
skidded to a stand almost on the brink
of a steep dra? and right undee the
motercyele’s tall.

With a suddem roar, the machine shot
off like a rocket full at the fitowing
stream. For a second the two detec-
tives held their breath. Was the girl
mad?

"Holy eow!” Logan gasped feebly.

The broad white beams from the car
lights picked up a skeleton of steel-work
spanning the watet. It was a bridge un-
der constructiomn, and as yet but a single

irder crossed the stieaim, Alohg this

nife-edge viaduet the metercyele
grwe,, its rider bent lew ever the wide
ars.

Their hearts in their mouths, the pair
watched her. A single wobble—an inch
to right or left—and the machine weuld
plunge headlong inte the dark, sileat
waters below.

But the little daredevil did net mis-
calculate, Cool as a cucumber, she rede
on to the farthet bank, bumped Aeisil
ashore, and, with a cofitemtudus wave 6
her hand, shot off ifito the Right.

“Confound her Impudence!” Grey
eyed a vague shape neatby, spanning the
river—an older bridge. which the part-
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ly fimishedl structure was evidently to
replace. “Look out! I'm backing. We'll
get her yet!”

There was no room to turm, so he
snicked the gears into reverse and began
backing down the narrow lane, obviously
an unpaved approach for trucks carry-
ing materials to the new bridge. But the
car had enly gene halfway when eonce
fore Logan gave a warhing shout,

“Hold hard, sir!”

Another car had turmed in up the al-
ley behind them and was blocking the

way.
“Blast!” Grey breathed an impreca-
tion. “Hi, there! Back out, will you?

This is a cul-de-sac.”

E other car did not move. Instead,

its driver shouted shouted some-

thing in a forelgn tongue, and, since the

fellow did not seem to undetstand, Grey
jumped down and ran back to him.

“Reverse, you fool! Back—back!”

But the stranger still held his ground.
He continued to jabber excitedly,
it sounded like unintelligilble gibberish.
In a frenzy of impatience—for the girl
was all the while escaping—Grtey sprang
up to the car, gesturing furiously.

“For the love of Mike, back, you
fool—!"

He stopped abruptly. The car was a
big one, the same model as his own, and
the same color, too. At the wheel sat a
turbaned Indian.

For a full second, Grey stared at this
unexpected combination in astonish-
ment. Then, recovering, he let drive
in Hindw, followed it with a succes-
gion of other Indian dlalects. Yet the
Indian enly sheek his head vaguely. Ot
the innumerable tongues spokem on the
Decean peninulia, Grey had apparently
tf‘a_ule@i to strike en one intelligible to

i,

Still, pantomime achieved its object
at last. After a little, a light of dawn-
ing intelligemee came into the Indian’s
face, Reversing, he made way for the
othet vehicle, and Grey's car backed out
6nto the main road.

Grey, however, made no efffort to
drive onto the old bridge. It was now
obviously futile to follow the meotor-
gycle. By this time the girl must have
Eaiﬁed an enoffmous lead, and might

ave gone down any one of immumerable
tUERINGS.

Furious, yet impotent, Grey drove off
back toward the town, leaving the other
driver to his own devices. Themn, as his
anger commenced to wane, he frowned.
Why had the Indian tutned iAto that
alley? It was a gueer eolncidemes, one
mighty eonvenient te Eve Tankerton!

His eyes fell thoughtfully on the in-
strument board, held it vaguely for a
second, then fleshedl in suddem under-
standing. His own special type of
speedometet that should have been
thete was missing! He bent forward
quickly and scanhned the polished ma-
hegany. Not only was the imstrument
absent, but the screwholes were gone,

“But how, by all that’s uncanny—"
he muttered, and, quick as thought, cut
into a private gateway and round a cres-
cent drive that led to a second gate. Just
before this gate he pulled up, listening.
Ah, as he thought—uthe soft hum ot
another car was coming down the road.
In a trice, he switeched off the lights.
A rement later the Indian’s car swept
past en the read outside,

Grey let it get a short lead. Then,
switching on the lights agaim he set out
in pursuit. Who was this Indian.
And what was he doing with a supercar
like his own? How, too, did he come
to drive along Maryland roads when he
spoke apparently net a word of the

nglish language?

The detective’s brain worked swiftly
as, trailing the Indiam into the town, he
followed him to Main Street, where he
drove into an entramce fflamkimg the
chief hotel. Above the entramce was a
garage sign. After a moment’s thought,
Grey locked his own bus in beneath it.

He was in time to see the Indian
dismount and stroll unconcernedly into
the hotel itself.

Grey parked his car quietly. He was
a little disconcerted by the fellow's non-
chalance. Had he, after all, formed a
too hasty conclusion? Perlaps. Still—

He raised the hood and peered in at
the manufacturer’s number stamped on
the aluminum crankcase. The figgures
confronting him were not his own.

E WENT quickly to the other car,
spied the instrument Woard,
spotted his familiar speedometer. Then,
lifting the hood, he inspected the en-
gine Aumber. It was the one belonging
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to his own car.

“So that’s how they worked it—
brought the coffin along after us and
swapped cars after changing license
plates outside the hotel where we
stopped for dimner!”

His mouth wreathed in a triumphant
smile.

“So you're in on this poltergeist stunt,
my Asiatic friend! I've a notion the So-
ciety for Psychical Research might not
be so interested in this case, after all.
Well, we'll see—"

He slipped an arm through Logan's
and drew him to a side entramce of the
hotel. Behind one carefully shrouded
window, a light still burned. Trying
the door, Grey opened it and emtered.
In the bar beyond, a small group of men
stood drinking.

Grey shut the door quietly, strode up
boldly to the bar and beckoned to the
round-taced man behind it.

“Two rickeys, please,” he ordered.

The rubicund publican drew the
drinks and passed them across the coun-
ter.

“That'll be four bits,” he said.

“Okay.” Grey took a sip at his drink,
tossed the silver on the bar.

“"We'te friends of Mr. Browm, up at
the school,” he said. “Does he come here
often?”

“Oh, so you're friends of the science
fmaster, eh?” The barkeep’s face cleared
still further. “Yes, he comes in here now
and again. A smart apple. At least, they
say smart ones don't talk. He keeps
pretty much to himself—no offense, ot
course.”

Grey smiled.

“Welll, he can talk at times. That's
how we came to know about your ex-
tensive hospitality here.”

The barkeep guffawed mirthfully.

“I’ll bet he didn't tell the schoolmarm,
though. A bit of a bluenose she is.
He'd get kicked out if she knew the
booze he knocked off here. And—he
leaned forward suddenly in semi-con-
fidedree '—she’'d most certainly ‘out’ him
it she knew who he et in here some-
times.”

“Meaning?”

“I’'m mentioning no names. A nice
piece of you know what—" He winked
portentously. “Right out of the cradle.”

Eve Tankerton! So she’s been meet-
ing Brown in here!

REY'S pulse quickened as he stared

teflectively into a mirror set in the

high mahogany structure that held the
saloofi's many bottles,

The Indiam was standing just at his
elbow, a hand over the detective’s glass,
For a second the browm fimgers paused,
then passed on. Through the liquid,
white powder was settling slowly.

“A cutie, old Browm, eh?” Grey
chuckled, as the Indiam walked casu-
ally away. “Amd I thought he spent all
his time poring over those chemical ex-
periments of his.”

“A man’s got to have some pleasure,
mister. I'd be glad to get out of that
house of his if ever I was in it."

“Why?* the detective asked, with in-
terest.

“A gloomy place. It was shut up for
a long time before he took it, a month or
two back. It must be musty as blazes.
Damp, too. I dunno what made him
move in there. He'd a nice bungalow
down by the river, too."

"Which reminds me—we need rooms.
I s'pose this hotel can put us up? Yeu
can? Good! Welll, here's all the best
=" Grey raised his glass and, under
cover of the counter, signed to Logan
in code. Promptly the lad knocked his
untasted beer with his elbow. The glass
fell to the floor with a crash that drew
the instant attentiom of the whole com-

pany. . .
‘L%,Iks_ lightning, Grey slung his own
liquer into an adjacent palm-pot. When
the company looked around agaim, he was
in the act of settling down an appar-
ently just-drained glass. _

For awhile Grey went on talking to
the landlord as the latter, very insistent,
drew a second drink for Logam. Grey
could sense the Indian’s eyes on him.
After a little, he began to yawn sleepily.

“I thimk—a bit of sleep—" he mut-
tered thickly, stumbled slightly toward
a doorway. “What about it?"

YAll right, sir, this way—"

They passed on, guided by the bar-
keep, and Grey glimpsed in the mirror
the Indian’s smile of triumph.

As mine host left them, Grey shut the
bedroom door and bolted it.

“The gutter-pipe, Sam.” He raised
the window-sash softly and threw one
leg over the sill. “Back to the garage."
A second later, he was sliding gingerly
down the pipe.
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Gaining the garage, the palr hid them-
selves. Hardly had they dene so when
the Indian entered, swapped the license
plates of the twe ears and, starting his
own, drove out into the street.

“So you think I'm nicely doped and
out of the way, eh?” Grey chuckled, as
he sprang to the wheel of his own ear.
“Welll, you'te wrong, and—"

As he looked out into the street, his

wrists were jarted at the wheel, his
whole body shaken,
The ground beneath him rocked.

There was the sound of a muffled exple-
sion.

CHAPTER V111
Tiee Bark Smashers

IAGONAILILY across the way a

building blazed inte sudden light.
A door was flung open, and a man rushed
otit ente the pavement.

“Police! Police!”

Grey braked his car sharply. Above
the door, was a brass plate, which an-
nounced that the structure was a bank.

“What’s the matter?” he demanded,
driving into the curb.

The man at the door made a frantic
gesture.

“Raiders! The vaults! You heard
that explosion?” He set a whistle to his
lips and blew. “Therell be a pack of
'em! I can’t tackle a gang single-
handed!”

“You won’t have to!” Grey whipped a
heavy wrench from the toolbox. “Come
on!”

He plunged into the building with
Logan at his heels, armed with a jack
handle. Inside, they ran into a white-
faced man, clad in a dressing-gowm. It
was the bank manager, roused from his
bed in the apartment above. Together
they hurried down to the cellar. A great
steel vault door faced them. It was in-
tact.

For a second the manaﬁsr stared help-
lessly at the great metal door with its
triple locks. Then he gave a stifled

laugh.
"g}(mv! theughf we'd Bssﬁ raided.
A false algrm. And yet' —iis si %
puzzled="1 eeuld Have swoth | R

an explosion.”

“You heard one, all right, sir,” the
night watchman asserted. “The whole
place shook!”

“Yes. We heard it out in the street,”
Grey affirmed.

“But if the door’s intact—"

“Wait!h” Grey put his nose to the joint
of the door. A faint odor of fumes

greeted him. “They've tunneled and
blown in the floor of the vault I'm
afraid.”

“Good Lord!”
his hands frantically.
do?”

“Unlock the door!
them?!”

“But I can't. Three of us hold the
keys. No one man can open the vault
alone. My assistant managee has one.
The cashiet's got the other.”

“Them send for them,” Grey ordered
coolly, taking charge. “Wihem the po-
lice come, we'll raid the adjacent prem-
ises and see if they've bored through
from there.”

The watchmam and a second man raced
away. Then, when the police showed
up, entry was made to the houses on
either side of the bank building. Roused
by the noise, their occupants were
quiekly astie. But a rapid search yielded
fe trace ot berings.

Grey, whose name had worked magic,
next searched the rear yard. Agaim he
drew a blank. Just how the raidets had
reached the vault he could not tell. With
the whole town as a possible starting
plaee, it was vain to huat farther. There
was nething for it but to wait for the
eashier and Ris associate.

The fmanaget wrung
“Wihat are we to

We'lll settle with

N HOUR elapsed before, dragged

from their beds, the twe bank em-
ployees arcived with theie respective
keys. The police drew theit pistols and,
geipping his spannet, Quentim Grey
poised at the ready while the manager
hauled the heavy steel door open.

A rush of fumes poured out into the
vestibule, but nothing more. Crouching
tensely, the whole party waited in si-
lence while the grey clouds cleared
away.

“Now!” Grey switched on his torch
and strode boldly forward into the vault.

It was empty! In the concrete fliwor
gaped a huge, jagged hole.

“Just as I thought!” The detective
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gave a shrug of resignatiom. “And
they’'ve got an hour’s start. Still, we'll
see where theit borings start from. That
should give us a clue.”

“And, by God, we'll soon find out!"

A hefty sergeant dropped down into
the hole, only to stagger back, coughing,
his hands to his face.

Grey threw himself flat, seized the
sergeant by the armpits and hauled him
to the vault fitaar. His face had gone a
sickly yellow. After a choking splutter
of s6, he collapsed limply—unconscious.

“Look out!” Grey dragged him aside
quickly. “The tunmel’s full of gas. The
thieves were clever. They'we left a trap
behind them. It’s certain death to fol-
low them till the tuanel’s clesred!”

The manager breathed a stifled oath.

“But, my heaven, what are we to do?
They've got away with two hundred
thousand dollars! The Zalumnite Com-
pany distribute theit annual factory
bonus temerreows, and we had the money
here ready. My God, the directors will
break e for this!”

Grey eyed the unhappy man pityingly.

“I'm sorry, but it's madness to drop
into that gas. The tofrtoise is going to
win this race, not the hare. But till we
know what the gas is we can de nothing.
Get e sorme paper, soiieone.”

A man came forward with a bunch of
newspapets, and rolling them into a
loose torch, Grey set a match to them.
Waving his companions back, he ad-
vanced gingerly to the mouth of the
tunmel, and tossing the blazing mass
down inte it, leaped back quickly,

Thete was a blinding flash, a roar, a
tush of leaping fflame. Then the fire
faded, and the tunmel went dark again.
Feom its mouth great clouds of black
smoke came rolling. There was an if-
terval while the smoke continwed, then
Grey advanced cautiously te the hele,
and lewered himselff ifite it

“Okay!"” he called up. Logan sprang
down after him. The others followed.

Picking their way gingerly, they
gtoped along a narrow cleft of newly
hewn workings, the earthem sides of
which were fetained by planking. A
hundeed feet farther on, the beards
ended. A brick-walled tunmel lay be-
yend.

“New stuff, this.” Grey indicated the
plank-sided tunmel., “But this other is
old—look.” He pointed to the damp

green on the masonry. )
“And see where they've dumped their
up-cast,” Logam added, nodding at the
floor of the brick tummel. Along it a
thin layer of earth showed where the
gang had deposited their diggings:

ROM the comparative shallowness

of the depesit, it looked as if the
tunmel must proceed for some distance,
And se, indeed, it proved. The party
gtoped onward for several hundred
yards before at length a fliight of stone
steps confronted them.

At the head of the stairs, lay a wooden
panel, secured by a rusty catch, recently
oiled. A fiinger to his lips, Grey raised
the catch gently and shot the panel
back.

Beyond lay an uncarpeted room and
a table loaded with test-tubes, retorts,
and ffiadks.

“By Jove! Brown’s place! I'll bet!™
Grey cried and stepped into the room.
A single lamp still burned brightly in a
corner. Over against the skirting lay a
still ffggire, 1t was the sclence master,

agged and trussed up like a fowl. Grey

ropped en ene knee beside him. As he
rolled the fellow ever, twe frightened
gyes blinked at him ﬂﬁfmkmgly:

“One moment!” The detective rose,
fumbling for his knife. He glanced up
at a window. Pressed to the pane, two
eyes stared baek inte his ewn.

“Don’t touch him!”

Grey dashed at the window as the
eyes vanished. He flung up the sash
and vaulted out inte the gardem in time
to see a vague shape filing itself ever
the fenee. As he gained the latter, {here
was a rear frof the readway. AR uf-=
lighted ear shet off up the read. 1ts
fake was uneertain.

“Too late!"

With a shrug of resignation, Grey
went back to the house. Sinee they had
no car of their own, it was useless te
think of pursuit. Pausing te inspect {he
ropes which beund the seience master,
he cut them through. Greaning, BrewAd
fnade an effert te sit u?.-

The atterapt failed lamentably. Biit
for the fact that Grey put eut a%&ﬂ@ te
catch him, the unfoftumate fan weuld
have fallen back to the fidear. Steadying
hir, Gfefy_lift_ea him te an adjaent ta-
ble, and laid him prene.

“What's happened?” he asked, testing
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Brownm’s pulse.

“I don’t know. I was jumped from be-
hind.” Brown spoke with seeming diffi-
culty. “I didn’t see by whom. They
kayoed me. Tied me up. Gosh, I feel
rotten I* He ended with a dull groan.

Grey bent over him for a few moments,
them modded.

“That’s all right, old chap.
worry. Take your time.”

Brown’s eyes answered gratefully.
For a little he lay quietly, them he gave
a sudden start and tried to sit up again.

“The reactant! Curse them! They've
stolen it! My great discovery! And
Zalumnite’s promised me fiffty thousand
dollars!”

He fought Grey off frantically.

“Let me see! Out of the way! They've
got my secret! AAadn!”

He fell back, gasping, too weak to
swing his tortuted body to the fltawr.

“Calm down, man!” Grey said kindly.
“It wasn’t your chemicals they were
after, but the bank. They'we cleared
the vaults—got away with two hundred
thousand dollars.”

“Oh, is that all?” Brown heaved a
sigh of relief and lay back comtentedly.
“Thank goodmness!”

Don’t

FTER all, what did a mere sum of

fAeney fhatter when seienee was at
stake? With an indifference whelly
eharaeteristic of Hhis profession, the
ehemist elesed his eyes tranquilly and
eompesed himselt. Twe hundied theu:
sand dellars—alengside a retert full of
seme evil-smelling eempaund ot his own
E6REBELION, What was a trife like (hat?

“You see, there's nothing to worry
about, my dear fellow,” Grey said sympa-
thetically. “Just keep still for a bit.
It's all right.”

“Yes, I see now,” Browm murmured.
“Only 1 was wrong not to let you come
back here with me whem you wanted to.
It's this silly protessional jealousy. For-
give me. I knew you were a bit of a
seientist yourselt, and I was afraid about
that reactant. I—well, I thought you
fight get a line en my diseovery. And
Aew it's you who've reseued rme from a

ang whe mighta't have dared try any-

ing if we'd been together.”

“Don’t apologize, old man."

“You're generous! I don’t deserve it.
Poor Robinson! I see now what he was
ttying to warn me of. He’d spotted the

gang breaking in. And all the time I
thought it was something about the re-
actant.”

“Never mind. We'll go into that later.
Forget it.”

Grey turmed to Sam Logan.

“Wihille he’s recovering, welll have a
look at the groumds. There may be foot-
prints.”

Together the two detectiwes passed
out into the gardem, whete Grey plied
his torch methodically upon the paths,
lawns, fllower beds. But ne clues re-
mained on the sun-baked ground. Here
and there the rank grass and weeds had
been disturbed, but there was mething
to lead to identitication of the raiders,

He was about to give it up when his
torch ray caught a circular disk of black
amidst the grass. A latge, iron manhele
cover—it lay fringed with battered
nightshadie, a frond of which was caught
under its edge.

“Hallo!” Grey bent sharply. The lid
had been raised recently.

He yanked it from its mooting, fiathed
his torch into a gaping oritice. Below,
far dowm amongst the slimy-coated
brickworlk, fllowed funning watef,

“Wihatt’s this?” he asked a policeman
at his side.

“That’ll be the brook. It’s trapped in
a conduit, you know. It runs under the
town."”

“"Where to?”

“The river. It runs out inte it about
two miles downstream.”

(le!!ﬂl

Grey swung himself dowmn a rusty iron
ladder affixed to the masonty and gained
a narrow ledge just above the water level.
Plying his ffiadiligtit, he inspected the
conduit to right and left, but located
nothing.

“Now what did they want to lift that
lid for?” he mutteted. “To dump tools
into the water, perhaps. Nothing like
getting rid of ineriminating equipment.
Ough!™”

He drew back sharply as he felt his
feet grow wet. He looked downwards.
The water was flowing over his boots.
Curstng, he climbed up the ladder and
gained the outer groumnd. His feet and
trouser bottoms were soused.

The water level was rising fast.

“By the way, is there a grating at the
far end of the conduit?” he asked the
officer, as he mopped off his shoes.
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“I believe so. I haven’'t been down
there to see.”

“Huh! And there’s been no rain these
last few days. Well"—he straightened
—"you’d better get a doctor to see Mr,
Brown, officer. I think we’ll be going."

Close to the main entrance to St. Mon-
ica's, Grey's car drew up in the deserted
street. The detective alighted and, leav-
ing Sam Logan in the car, shot a keen
glance up and down the roadway.

Assured that it was empty and that
he was unobserved, he took a fllying leap
at the wall, gripped its crest with his
fingess and drew himself up onto it
Dropping to its farther side, he stole
softly across the grounds and gained the
shadow of the great School House.

High above, a window lay open to the
warm night air. It was one he had seen
Eve Tankertom quitting when she
climbed down the ivy. Very stealthily
he scaled the creeper, following the path
she had taken in her descent. Leaning
in across the sill, he scanned the moonlit
foom.

Serene on her pillow, he saw the lovely
face of Eve Tankertom. She was fast
asleep.

Silently the detective climbed back to
earth again and rejoined his assistant.
It the supernatural elements of this case
were mysterious, so, too, were those of
its human agents.

CHAPTER IX
Zinganim the Merciless

- R—

‘]’EX’II‘ morning, Quentim Grey in his
X'w car, pulled up beside the river bank,
where, as a briek culvert suggested, the
tunnelied brook flowed eut ifnte the main
gtrearh. Beside the road, a an was 16ad-
ing %236“&@ €ang onte a truchk. Grey
alighted and went ever te him.

“Excuse me. Do you know where the
conduit runs out?” he asked politely.

The other, a rough red-bearded fellow,
with a patch on one eye, regarded him
unpleasantly.

“Me? I dunno nothin’ about this
neighborhood, mister, 'cept that the to-
fmatoes round here ain’t got no manners.
They give me the needle!”

“Wihy, what’s the matter?”

“You see that tractiom engine down
the road?”

“Yes. We passed one.”

“Druv me up on to the grass off'n the
road, he did! My back wheels sunk in
so far into the ground I've had to unload
My cans an’ load up again when I got
her back on the road. She wouldn’t have
it nohow. AR’ not so much as one word
of apology outet that punk with the en-
gine, either.”

Grey shot a glance at some damaged
boards lying on the grass, where, pre-
sumably, the back wheels of the truck
had been. Apparently they had been
placed there to assist the vehicle regain
the roadway.

“Well, I hope you’ll be all right now,”
he said, smiling. “Some of those trac-
tion engines do take up a good bit of the
thoroughtate. Sorry for tiroubling
yeu_“

He strolled down to the bank with Sam
Logan and satisfied himself that a tun-
fiel motith did, i faet, let out inte the
steeam. The river bank was steep, how-
ever, and at lts foot lay a mass of unin-
viting blaek mud. To negetiate the bank
was By e feans easy, and sinee he did
Aot knew how deep the mud was, he Hes-
itated te descend.

While the two detectives felt their
way cautiously, the truck drove off.
Failing to gain the tuamel mouth, Grey
went back to his car and secured a tow-
rope. This he lashed te the bridge rail
so that its end trailled ever the mud.

“We'll need a platform ot some sort
to stand on,” he annoumced, glancing
about him. “Semething that will lie on
the mud—"

Remembering the boards left by the
truck driver, he looked 'round and found
them still in their old peosition.

“They’ll do,” Grey sald, picked them
up. The ground under them was guite
smooth and hard. There seefed no rea-
son why the truck should have stuek.
The discovery gave him a start. He east
a swift glanee up the read, but the vehi-
cle had disappeared.

He flung the planks out ente the mud
in front ot the conduit, then slid dewn
by his rope frofh the bridge and get a
stance on the planking. Steadying him-
selt with the repe, he peered foerward
into the tunnel.

Bent remains of a grating remained.
The rest lay half-sunk ifate the mud. The
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twisted iron still adhering to the brick-
work was badly blackened. It had been
cut through by an 6xy-acetylene burnef.

“Fool! I might have guessed!”

He swung up the rope qulckly and re-
turned to Logan on the bridge.

“Back to the car, fellow! We mist
overtake that tewek. I must Rave been
talgletc:p, letting him get past me like

a -\.“

E WENT racing for his car, and

Legan, net a little mystifed, fol-
lowed. The big ear went raeing dewn
the road in the direction taken by the
eommereial vehiele,

The latter had had a comsiderable
start, and it was some time before the
two detectives sighted it, traveling
through some woods where the road ran
between high banks. As the ear bore up,
the lumbering truck seemed to gather
speed.

Grey pulled up, bade Logan take the
wheel, then signed for him to proceed.

“Go get him, kid!"

Logan nodded, sent the car heading
for the truck, which, swaying drunkenly,
seerned all out on the narrow road, its
piled-up cans dancing noisily.

“Empty—the lot of them!” Grey mut-
tered, as Logan ran the car in alongside.
“Hi, you! Stop!” He leaned outwards,
signalling the truck driver.

With an oath, the latter stamped on
the gas and tried to forge ahead—a vain
effort against the greater speed of the
lofig, gtey car.

“Cut in on him—ditch him!” Grey
breathed to Logan. The latter, swerving
sharply, forced the other vehicle against
the bank.

“What the heck are you playing at?"
the driver yelled angrily. “"Who d'you
think you're dealing with?"

“You, Browm!"

Grey sprang on to the step and yanked
the fellow’s beard away.

It was the science master,

Brown's jaw fell. For a second he
scowled. Then he laughed sourly,

"Well, I suppose I've a right to the
foad, haven't I?” he demanded. “What
tight have you, nearly wrecking us that
way?" He paused ferociously. “I've a
good mind to call a policeman and give
you in charge!”

“I shouldn’t if I were you," Grey re-
joined easily. “He might like to look in-

side those gasoline tins of yours, Mr.
Brown.”

Brown paled slightly.

“Wihat for?"

“To look for that loot you got put of
the bank vaults last night, my friend.
A slick trick, fiteting it down the con-
duit in bits and pieces in empty cans.
Only you weren't away quick emough.”

“You're mad!” Brown snarled. “I was
never near the bank.”

“Sorry. I should be more accurate.
The loot you won off the actual bank-
smashers, Brown, by gassing them in the
tunmel. It's handy to have kmowledge
of chemistey, you know. Handy to have
a confederate to tie you up afterwards.

“And to stand by when the time
comes!” a fiierce voice slashed from atop
the tins.

Grey glanced up sharply. Ewve Tank-
erton lay there, a pistol in her hand. Her
dark eyes were on him ferociously.

“This gun’'s loaded,” she warned, her
voice ice-cold with hate. "“A move, and
you're as good as dead.”

“Ah—the schoolgirl!™ Grey smiled
evenly. “Did they—er—teach you that
trick at St. Monica's, Miss Tankerton?
Surely net?”

“Shut your trap! And don't let that
Zombie of yours stir, either. I'll plug
you either way. Get off that step.” She
lowered the gun threateningly.

“Certainly. Anything to oblige.”

S HE spoke, he leapt, ducking. The

gun roared and a bullet whirred
past his head and struck the mudguard
with a vielous piag. Thetre was a ety of
anguish from Eve as he wrenched the
gun from her hands.

For a desperate second, the two wres-
tled for its possession while Logam, ris-
ing in his seat, fllung himself on Brown.
A shower of cans went in the road as the
detective hauled Eve Tankertom from
her perch.

“Better come quietly,' he warned,
swinging her by the wrist to her feet.

In reply, she buried her white teeth in
his hand and, when he tried to free him-
self, fllang a quick arm round his neck.
Just in time, he wriggled out of a cun-
ning ju-jutsu lock,

“NOW!!”

A fiierce voice bawled from abowe; and
a rush of men swept down the bank. Be-
fore the combatants could spring apart,
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the charge had engulfed them. Quentin
Grey went down on the road, a mass of
huranity on top of him,

Something was thrust over his head,
blinkering him. Impotent in the vice-
like hold of several captors, he was
yanked to his feet. Cords tightened
round his wrists and ankles. Pinioned,
he was fiung violently down into some
vehiele. Vaguely he heard three other
thuds elese by, guessed his fellow cap-
tives Had been thrown in beside Rim.

The vehicle started, jolted a short dis-
tance across uneven ground, then fetched
up at its destination. He was hauled un-
ceremoniously out, and born tip a stair-
way, to be dumped roughly on hard
beards. He heard the tramp of many
feet, the seund of heavy objects depos-
ited near him. There was a moment's
silence.

“Welll, Zingaam, aren’t you carmimg?"
a voice asked impatiently. Through the
bag over his head Grey heard a low,
fiendiskh chiickle.

“Not yet. I have to attend to these
carrion, my friend.”

“You fool—wasting time. Suppose the
cops find that truck—and what’s on it?"

“Then be gone with it—do you know
where?” the second voice answered im-
patiently. “I shall fellow whea I have
dope here.”

The viperish evil in its tone brought
a shiver to Grey's spine. The other man
shutfled for an instant. Grey could hear
his tense breathing as he f&ced the
speaker.

“You brown devil, you can't work that
stuff in this country. You'll get us all
hanged it you—"

“By the Great Snake, you gutter-
sweepings, would you give me orders?”
Wiith & bestial roar, the Indian turfied
on his white assoclate, a knob-kerrie
swung on high. “Be gone, I say, o6f yeu
will be in ne danger of any rope. 1 am
Aot to be balked Aew.”

The white man hesitated: them, with
a muttered oath, turned on his heel and
went down the stairs. The Indian filung
the door shut and bolted it. Thete was
the dull roar of the departing truck, far
below and faint through the intervening
walls—then a laugh, low and evil.

“And moosw—"

Grey felt the fellow bend over him.
As the bag was jerked from his head, he
folled over, blinking in subdued daylight

—light dazzling by comparisom with the
former gloom, ) )

Logan, Brown, and the girl lay tied up
beside him. Towering over them like a
giant was a huge Hindu—the fellew he
had seen in the other ear—the man Whe
had tried to dope him. ,

“So, you scum="The Indian leered
down at them sardgmealéy.- "You would
think to trick me, desecendant of Zingaan,
son of a hundred servants ef the Great
Snake! To trick one te whem every ael
every thought, is knewn, even befere it
happens. You fools—yeu puny feels—
to pit your feeble wits against mine!"

E BENT forward mockingly, the

whites of his eyes showing, his
Auge frame muscled like twisted whip-
cord. If ever Asia had bred Hercules’
ptototype, Here was the man.

“Yet you did not foresee the gas in
the tunmnel,” Grey said, taking stock of
the Indiam from his place by the wall.

“Silemce, pig! A cheap policeman—
am I, the scion of a thousand priests, to
bandy words with such as you? I shall
attend to you and this cub of yours later.
Meanwhile, there is this mixer of foul
smells—" He kicked Brown comtemp-
tuously with his'toe. “And more partic-
ularly this treacherous woman—his tool
and ally.”

He fixed his fierce eyes on Eve Tank-
erton.

"Sit up, daughter of plague rats.
up, I say, and face me it you dare!”

The girl shivered, tried to avert her
gaze, then, with shuddering reluctance,
poised herselff to meet the Hindu’s mag-
netic eyes. As a rabbit quivers wnder
fascination of the snake so did Eve
Tankerton turn to cower, rigid, before
the baleful light of Zingaan’s lightning
orbs.

“So!” He fixed her glittecingly. “You
would double-cross me, you spawn of
nothing! When I senat you to that
school, that you might werk out pur-
poses and lure this compounder of drugs
from his habitatiom, you dared te fall me.
Instead of luring, you were lured—by
that idle folly men call love. So6 you
plotted with your lover to sell us and
snatch our hard won booty in the hour
of wvictory.

“Welll, I have said—from me nething
is long hidden. I have my magic—the
secret of a thousand priests, each more

Sit
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potent than yon bottle-washer 6n the
floor. You have falled—and the price of
your failure shall be—~"

“Death?” The girl spoke woodenly,
her voice ice-cold. She shrugged within
her bonds. “Well, I shall net care if you
let him go unhurt.” She looked towards
Brown. “It was my fault! You hear?
Mine—mine—miited/” Her voice fose in
high-pitched emphasis.

“Death!” Zingaan laughed coldly.
“You will be praying for that presently
—and in vain. Only as a last metcy shall
it be vouchsafed you, and that after you
have learnt what it means to betray one
such as 1.”

He stepped back, smiling, and the room
lay open to Grey's view. In the middle
of the floor were a pair of mighty mill-
stones, with gearing overhead.

Zingaan strode to a flap and flung it
open. As it swung wide, a sullen roar
like the noise of many waters surged in
through the opening. It was a mill-race
boiling past the building.

“See!” Zingaan set his huge black
hand on a rusty lever. “Old as this place
is—long as it has been deserted—I have
but to pull this lever and those stones
will turn. When they do, daughter of
water snakes, they will grind you to
powder!”

He bent and swept her up in his
mighty grip and filung her down amongst
the mills.

“Ah, you shudder! But wait! First
you shall taste of something better.
Mine is a race of kings, and as such
knows how to extract payment to the
uttermmest. But be of good heart. You
shall feel the cunning touch of a crafts-
man. Exquisite tortures, worthy of a
chief's daughter. And that lover of
yours shall lie there and watch while
you de not die—listen while you scream,
as that white beauty of yours crumples!”

“You devil!” Brown tried to stagger
to his feet, but failed. Panting, the blue
veins taut upon his sweating forehead,
he fell back helpless to the floor, almost
on top ot Grey.

Zingaam viewed him sardonically for a
mement, then laughed maliciously.

“So you commence to suffer _mlllr?&@){!
Waiit, aasvegeél. This is only Wimﬁmqi“
And, snatching up his knobkerrie, he
slashed with it at the girl's white face.

As she flimched, he laughed anew:.
And, without hitting her, fllung the stick

contemptuously to the fitmr. Grey no-
ticed that its handle-end fiinishetl in a
carved goat’s hoof.

“You will be regretting that it did not
strike home soon enough, woman. I
know far better tricks than that.”

He bent over her evilly. And as he
turmed his giant back, Brown crouched
to rise again, his pinioned hands thrust
back against Grey's face.

“S-gsift! Keep still)” Grey whispered
and got his teeth into the knotted cord.

HILE the black completed his

evil preparations Grey ¢chewed
fnadly at the knets. Browh, sensing his
purpowe, forced himself to 1ie rigid. After
a little, the last strand parted—his bands
were free.

“So—we are ready,” Zingaam slewed
abruptly, and in the nick of time, Grey
whisked away his face. “You scum, I
could will you into living death! But I
shall not deprive you ot the exquisite
pleasute you are about to enjoy. Watech
well now!”

Contemptuously he turmed, and, a
knife in his hand, made passes before the
girl’s terror-stricken eyes.

“My penknife,” Grey breathed—"in
my jacket pocket.”

Brown nodded mutely, groped back-
wards with his hand, and fumbled in the
detective’s coat. He found the knife,
opened it and, reaching forward, sawed
at the rope about his ankles.

The cord parted. Dropping the blade,
he crept forward stealthily towards the
knobkettiie.

The latter lay on the floor mid-way to
Zingaan's turmed back. Holding his
breath, Brown crawled towards it—
stealthily, silently.

He stretched out a hand—the stick was
but an inch from his groping fifuggars.
Temse, ice-cold, Grey waited, watching.

“The point—below the fifgeenwils—
to start with. My friend—"

Zingaan slewed abruptly as Brown's
hand gripped the stick. Brown sprang
to his feet, and the Indian leapt at him
with a bull-like roar. The club smashed
dowhn upon the turbaned pate, rose and
sfashed again. There was a flash ot
g&mtm@ gteel, a seream from Brown as

@ knife-Blade plunged heme inte his
HAguarded ehest.

Once more the gnarled knobkerrie
drove home on Zingaan’s skull, and, with
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a choking gasp, the man went staggering
backwards. He stumbled blindly against
the lever, while, blood pouring from his
shirt, Brown swayed drunkenly towards
the millstones.

“Curse you—die, then!” the Indian
blared, filmgimg his monstrous weight
upon the lever. It creaked over in its
rusty seating, and the giant stones began
to move as the water in the tumbling
stream communicated its force through
the rods and gearing.

Gasping, Brown wrenched the girl
from her place of peril, dropped her to
the floor and, with a choking cough, fell
feebly across her. For a second he lay
still, while, gathering speed, the rasping
millstone raced on with a roar. Then,
stumbling to hié knees, he jerked the
knife from his breast, and severed her
armcords with the bloodstaimed blade.

“EBve—you're free—a-a-ahV”’

The knife fell limply from his hold
and tinkled to the floor as he fell for-
ward, dead, beside her.

“Curse you, I'll get you yet, trai-
tress—"

By the lever, Zingaam staggered up
and stumbled towards her, clutching at
her. Lips afroth and his eyes ablaze
with tigerish fury, he swayed across the
floor.

Powerlless, Grey strained at his bonds,
while the girl, chalk-white, thrust Brown
away and sat up, snatching for the knife.

“Wou rat!™

The Indian crashed over a yard from
his victim, rolled in a spasm of agony
and, with a stifled curse, lay doubled up.
A groan, and his contorted limbs slack-
ened, a victim of the knife. As Eve
Tankertom cut her leg-bonds loose and
stumbled stifly to her feet he dropped
flat, and the life-breath left him.

Simultaneowslly, a body on a slab in
the local mortuary sighed and sat iip
blankly. It was Will Stimpsom, the man
from the coffin.

Zingaan's passing had released him
from a living death.

—

CHAPTER X
Reasons Wihy

—

OR a long moment the girl stood
staring at the Indiam. Then the knife

fell from her hand, and, with a wail of
anguish, she filung herself on Brown's
body—pleading, weeping. But the still
form made no answer. Wilfred Brown
was dead.

Realization came to her at last. Her
eyes dried hardly. Very slowly she bent
and kissed the cold lips. Them, rising,
she looked over at the two piniomsd de-
tectives.

“If only you had died instead of him!"
she cried passionately, took a step to-
wards them.

For an instant Grey thought she meant
murder. But she checked hersellf half-
way, stood in thought, them nodded
mutely. A look of grim resolutiom passed
slowly across her pallid face, and, with
a slight shrug, she turmed to the door,
A moment later she was gone.

It was two hours afterward that a pass-
ing yokel, hearing the millstones grind-
ing, entered the derelict building and
released the detectiwes. Hurryimg back
to the town, Grey found the police sta-
tion.

“The bank plunder—it’s on a truck,
packed in gasoline cans!” he cried, rush-
ing up to the sergeant. “If you throw
a cordon out you’ll get 'em. The State
Police—"

“Don’t worry. We've got 'em already,”
the officer said, smiling. “We phoned the
capital. They nabbed the whole bunch
just outside of Baltimore.”

“Them you knew!” Grey stared at the
sergeant in astonishment. “But how?"

The bluff-faced officer chuckled.

“Imformation received.”

"From whom?"

“A woman. She called in an hour age
and spilt the beans. No, I can't tell you
who she was. She wouldnt give her
name. Just told us where the gang were
making for and by what route. They ran
right into our hands. Revenge, I expect.
It's the old story—a woman scorned—I
shouldn’t wonder. If crooks only had
the sense to steer clear of females! But
they haven't.”

Quentin Grey nodded and walked
slowly out of the police statiom. The
sergeant had guessed shrewdly—yet not
quite shrewdly enough.

Eve Tankertom's wortk — Wilfred
Brown was avenged.

Still, he had not yet done with that
young woman. She had things at the
school house, and these might give some
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clue to her real idemnidiyy=Ed also te Her
present whereabeiits,

He re-entered the car and, with Logan,
drove rapidly to St. Monica’s, 86 wrapped
in thought that he hardly neticed the
red glow in the sky. It was net till he
reached the entrance arch that the acrid
smell of burning aroused him. He looked
up sharply.

The House of
from end to end.

As he dashed through the open gate
and pushed his way through an excited
throng of people, he ran into Miss
Smythe.

“What's happened?” he asked.

“It was the houseboy!” the headmis-
tress exclaimed sadly. “He owverturned
a drum of kerosene. It ran all over the
place and came in contact with fire—
how, I don't know. The boy’'s had a fit
and has not come to yet. So far we know
nothing—except that this lovely old
building is doomed. Tihe flames have too
strong a hold.”

Grey looked past her at the towering
mass of grey stones. From every window
a torrent of smoke and flame poured furi-
ously, the red tongues licking viciously
at the ancient masonry. Above the roof
hung a dense pall of black smoke, hover-
ing like some evil bird.

“"Thank Heavem, it's not the school
house, anyway!” Miss Smythe breathed.
“No lives in there to lose, whereas in—"

“Look!™

Grey sprang forward, pointing at the
single turret filamking the roof.

On it a vague form stood in sillhouette
against the ruddy glare. Arms raised
toward the sky, it rocked and swayed
amidst the billowing smoke as might
some heathem priestess chanting a wild
hymn to the nether powers.

“"Eve Tankerton!” he cried and, throw-
ing off his jacket, ran forward to the
foot of the wall.

“Come down! You up there, come
down!” he yelled as some men raced up
with an extended blanket.

But the girl ignored him. Like a
wreaith in the mists she held her station,
flingingg her arms wide, as if in supplica-
tion to the smoke pall gathering above
her.

“She's mad!

He started climbing, grasping at
ledges, chinks, carvings, careless of the
heat and flame that wrapped him. Chok-

the Goat was ablaze

ing, half-stifled, he fought his way up
steadily through the rolling smoke and
almost gained a sill some feet below the
turiet.,

Grey steadied himself, them, setting
his tortuted muscles to their desperate
task, renewed his climb. Scorched,
coughing, dizzy, he got his bleeding fin-
gers on the castellated top at last aird
dragged himselif over to Eve Tankerton.

She was facing the roof now, a black-
ened fiigure bedecked with sparkling
gems that mocked the whirling smoke.
Round her slender neck a string of dia-
faonds glitteted. On her arms and fin-
gers was a load of gems—rings, brace-
lets, bangles. They must have been
worth a fortune.

“Come away!” He touched her elbow.

UT she shrank from him and, when
he would have caught her, swung
madly toward the pitching tiles.

“”I’ am his, I tell you—his! Let me
8I7 i1y "
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limp burdem. She had fainted.

Yet the look of mad terror had left her,
The crazed expressiom had left her fair
face.

“She must have gone back for the
jewelry I took from her, Mr. Grey."
Eleanor Smythe said after the girl had
been removed to the school house. “Such
a wealth of gems you never saw in the
possession of a schoolgitl. Of course,
we don't permit that sort of thing at St.
Moniea’s. It doesn’t do, for one thing
—and again, suppose it were stolem!”

“"Er—exactly. A wise precaution!™
Grey murmuted. He was wondering
just how such wealth had come into the
glel’'s hand, but could hazard a guess.
"How did she come here?”

“Her father’s agent arranged for her
schooling, Mr. Grey. He’s living in Mex-
ico somewhere—at Cuapuleo, I fancy!™

“He may be,” Grey said dryly. “A
useful fact for the gang, and their—er—
his agent.”

“Gang!!” Miss Smythe exclaimed in
consternatiom.

“Certainly. The crowd that did that
bank raid last might.”

“But what have they to do with Eve
Tankerton?”

“I happen to have discovered certain
things at first hand and other things
from the papers I found when Mr. Brown
—but HIl explain. You see, an old tun-
nel happens te run from a ceftain house
in this towh—to what final pelnt I den't
knew. The tunnel's clogged up in many
places. It happens, however, te fun
flght under the vaults of the medern
bank building, as this gang in seme way
discovered.

“It’s difficallt—almost impossible—to
break through these up-to-date safe
doors that banks use. But you can blow
a way through the concrete flloor fairly
easily. This the gang planned to de.
Themn, as they were in the middle of their
work, clearing the tunmel, Wilfred
Brown elect to take the Hhitherto
empty house where the tunmel began.

“This upset the raiders’ plans. They
could no longer conveniently get at the
tutinel, especially owing to Brown's foe-
tuemall habits. He was frequently up halt
the night making chemical experiments,
In some way, they had to devise a means
of remeving him. That's whete Eve
Tankettom carme in.

“Rurnors of this haunted house of

yours, Miss Smythe, had leaked out. I
have no doubt that the falling furniture,
et cetera, was caused by your house boy,
whose final exploit was to upset that
kerosene drurmm. Natuwrally Browm, as a
scientist, was interested. The gang
knew that, and hoped that the phenom-
ena at your house would draw him there
and get him out of the way.

“Unfortunately for the gang, the phe-
nomena could not be relied upon to take
place at any particular time. They there-
fore planned to supplement them with
boegus phenomena scheduled to take
place at convenient morments—especially
at night. To procute this, the gang con-
tEi to get Eve intioduced to the
sehool as a pupil.”

@0 OO heavens, Mr. Grey!” the

headmistiess eried in herror.
“"Do you mean to say that she teok part
in that Bank raigd?"

“Not exactly. You see, she fell in
love with Browm and let him inte the
secret. The pair of them let the gang go
ahead, and as they were retutning from
the vaults, laden with loot, gassed them,
in the tunnel with some cherical prep-
aration of Browm's own devising. That
done, it was easy to enter the tunmnel with

as fhasks, seize the loot and haul out
the Uneonscious €rooks,

“Thete the gang chief found them. He
arrived later with a car to drive his men
away. I suppose they deermed it wiser
not to park the vehicle in the street.
Meanwhille, Beowm and Miss Tankerten
had got rid of the plunder—" Grey
paused to explain how they had ffleated
it down the eonduit,

“News has just come in that that man
in the coffin has come to, and been idef-
tified. He is Brown's step brother. He
called on Brown the night 1 reached
here. Failing to get an answer, hHe was
going away when the gang, 1urking eui-
side, mistool him for Browh and kid-
naped Him. They wanted Brown sut of
the way, and the peltergeist had se far
failed to draw him. Disesvering their
mistake, they get rid of Rim By putting
hifm under hypnetic eontrel. The Hindu
was a master et that.”

“Eve doubtless lent herselff to this plan
since it would make things safer and
easier for her confederate if the gang
believed him secure.”

“So then all these weltrd phenemena
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were faked!” Miss Smythe exclaimed.

“Certainly—except for the houseboy’s
clumsy errors. Eve Tankettom faked
further stunts—a careful arrangement
of thread and chewing gum could have
made the plates crash together. A small
explosive charge doubtless dislodged the
coffin. The rfed pebbles that fell two
nights ago were doubtless died rock salt
which dissolved on the ground. As for
the spear, that was undoubtedly threwn
by one of the gang—the Indian—to pre-
vent Browh's servant frem reperting
their rald. And Zingaan whdoubtedly
hyphotized me through the mirter to
aceount fer oether phenemena.”

“Murder—and one of my girls mixed
up in it! My heavens, Mr. Grey, such a
scandal would ruin the school! At all
costs it must be hushed up. I must see
this girl. 1—"

She hurried to the school house, Grey

47

on her heels.
vanished.

“Miss Smytie, I fear you have lost a
pupil,” the detective smiled. “I should
let it end at that. She was an acceksory
to the murder, but I don't think anyone
will come inquiring after her. After all,
she’s pretty, and a jury—"

“Poor child! Sometimes she reminded
me of that unhappy Jeanmne of the Flame.
The red hair, the dark eyes, the pale—"
Miss Smythe stopped at something in
the detective’s face. “Me. Grey—all
those ghostly phenomena—you don’t
think—she—Jeanne is—"

Quentin Grey shrugged enigmatically.

“My work, Miss Smythe, lies on the
material plane. And for the rest—"
He shrugged again. “As Shakespeare
says, ‘'Thete are more things in Heaven
and earth tham are dreamed of in our
philosophy.” ”

But Eve Tankertom had
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Flimt struck a match, anmd saw a diameomd rimg in the big mam's hand

mension OF THE MISSING

By JOHN L. BENTON
Privaite Detectitoe Dam Flint Eiltenss a Housee of Grim
Seaatss and/ Leavnss That Deatht Can Be Greerd!fss 7 wuin!

E rain beat steadily against the
windows of the office as the storm
swept over the towm, and as Dan

Flink moved restlessly, his desk chair
ereaked beneath his welght. There was
an expression of defeat on his lean, dark
face as he gazed bleakly around the one
foem that housed the Flint Javestigat-
ing Serviee.

It had been nearly six months now
since he had established his private de-
tective agency in the little city of Bank-
ford and during that time he had had
only three cases. Yet his expenses had
fum oA and on. He had to pay his office
fent, and for the room in which he lived
at Mes. Carter’s boarding house. His
Bank account was dwindling, and things
were getting pretty tough.

Those unpleasant thoughts were in

Flint’s mind when his office door
opened, and he frowned as he saw whe
it was who entered. He did not like Jed
Thotime, and he was sure that the re-
orter for the Bankford Evesiieg NNaws
Rew it and reveled in the knewiledge.
"Any news, Sherleck?” Therne
drawled. Standing just inside the deer
he looked like a bedraggied hHerned ewl
with his glasses and dripping raineeat.
“After I cheek with the pelice and the
hesgita;ll 1 always like t8 see it Bank-
ford's Fr_wat% investigater has some-
thing ef interest that 1 ecap yse”
“Nothing of interest,” Flint said, with
a yawn. “Guess I might as well admit
that this town just isR't big ensugh fer
a private detective to find any business.
You've fhentioned that sften eﬁaugn i
your frank and brutah way, Therpe.”
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“Sure.” Thorme dropped into a chair
with little regard as to what his wet coat
would do to the furniture. "That's ffe—
sees all and tells everything. I've just
been working on a heney of a feature
story for tormeftow evening's paper.”

“Wihat about?” asked Flint, though he
wasn’t particularly iinterested.

“That old place out in Oak Valley just
south of town,” said Thorme. “The
Greyson estate that everybody calls
‘Murder Mansion.” It's beea just ten
years sifice the Greyson brothers disap-
peared. Everybody claimed, at the tifme,
that they had been murdered, but ne
trace of their bodies has ever been
feund.”

“Maybe they just got tired of Bank-
ford and left town,” Flint said. “If any-
body believes the bodies of those two
men might still be somewhete in that old
house why don't they just tear down the
place? Maybe they’ll find a stray corpse
of two If they do.”

“Because the Greyson house can't be
touched until the attorney for the own-
ers says so.” Jed Thorme leaned back
in his ehair and removed his damp hat
and dropped it on the fflanr. His hair
sti Iz tip above either temple like horns.
“The ewners got a cotrt order that the
heuse sheuld net be epened for ten years

—that was_just befere John and Martin
Greyson disappeared.”
“And the ten years is up?” Dan Flint

was discovering a little interest in the
missing Greysons and theit old house.
"That why you are doing a feature story
on it, Thorne?”

“Right.” Thorne nodded. “The ten
years will .be up this Thursday—day
after tomorrow.” He smiled sardon-
jeally. "Good chance then for a private
detective to make a name for himself,
Flint. Solve the mystery ot the missing
Greyson twins and youw'll be a great guy.”

“No, thanks,” said Flint. “I've about
made up my mind to quit this town—
head somewhere else. If it wasn’t for
fy bad arm I'd have been in the Service
leng before this.”

“"Let me know when you are leaving
town and I'll run a story about it in the
paper.” Jed Thorme picked up his hat,
clapped it on, and got to his feet. “See
you later, Flint."”

N FLINT merely nodded. The
reporter left the office, slamming

the door behind him so hard it nearly
broke the glass panel. Thorme had little
regard for other people’s property.

Flint sat staring at the door. The rain
was still beating against the windows.
The wind had risen and howled dismally
outside the building now. Fliat made
an often-tried experiment—attempting
to raise his left hand until it was on a
line with his sheoulder—though he knew
that eould net be dene. The badly set
shoulder bene frem an eld feetball iA-
{ufy made lifting his left arm that high
mpossible.

He was frowning discontentedly about
that when suddenly from the cerridor
otitside the office carme a muffled shout—
and what sounded like the thud of a fall-
ing body! Flint leaped to his feet, made
the door In a beund, and flung it epen.
The hall lights were out and the cerrider
was dark,

Flint blinked, fiinding; it difficult to see
after the lighted office. But he had a
vague impression ot something sprawled
on the floor that might be a bedy. He
foved toward it, but befere he éeuld
take a good leok semething lunged at
him out of the shadews.

“Hickory, dickory, doe,” said a deep
voice. “The mouse ran up the clock.”

Something heavy crashed dowm on
Flint’s head with such force that, with-
out a sound, he dropped to the floor of
the hall, unconscious. . . .

When Dan Flint finallly opened Hhis
eyes he was lying on the couch in his
own office. His head felt as if someone
had been using it for xylophome and
playing on it with iron hammers. For a
foment he just stated blankly up at the
celling.

He grew conscious of voices some-
where close by then, and turned his head.
Mark Hiltom, the Bankford chief of po-
lice, was seated at Flint's desk carefully
opening an envelope with the private de-
tective’s letter opener. Hilton lesked
like a rather small gorilla whe had just
learned a new trick. Jed Thorne was
standing close to the ehief, 1esking over
Hilton's sheulder.

“The letter was lying here on the
desk,” said.the chief. "Looks like Flint
didn’t bother to open it before he killed
Marshall.”

Flint choked and sat up, looking wild-
ly at the twe men,

“Wiat in thundet are you talking



60 THRILLING MYSTERY

about?” he demanded. “I didn’t kill
anybody!”

So you fiimally came out of it, Flint."
Thome peered at him solemnly tthrough
his shell-rirnmed glasses. “If you didn't
kill Jimm Marshall, then how come he's
lying out in the hall with a bullet from
your gun in his heart?”

“Was lying out there,” remarked
Chief Hiltom, with a glance out through
the half-open door. “The coroner said
it was all right to have the body taken
away.”

“James Marshall,” Flint said, bewil-
dered. “He's a lawyer here in town,
isn't he?”

“Was a lawyer,” growled Thorne.
“Always speak of the deceased in the
past tense, Flint. Sure, Marshall was
the attorney for the missing Greyson
brothets—and just why you killed him
fascinates me.”

“Listen to this,” exclaimed the chief,
tapping the letter he had drawn out of
the envelope.

The letter read:

Dear Mr. Flimt:

I am anxious to engage your services on an
importamt case. I offer you five thousamd dol-
lars for this job. I want you to find out why
1 was muyrdered.

“And it’s signed ‘Johm Greysom,’ " said
the chief.
“Lowvely,” drawled Thotme. “A man

who has been dead for ten years sends a
message from the grave hiring a private
detective to investigate his murdet. Un-
fortunately the detective can't take the
case because he has just killed the dead
an's atterney.” The reperter frowned
eavily. “I don't like it, Chief.”

“What do you mean, Jed?” Hilton
looked puizzled.

“It’s all too pat,” said Thormne. “I
think Flint here has been framed. I was
here talking to him half an hour ago, and
he didn't seem to know anythimg at all
about the Greysons then.”

LINT listened in silent amazement.
That Jed Thorne would come to is
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The reporter glansed at the chief, and
both frowned:

“You feeling all right, Flint?” de-
manded Hilton. "Sure that blow on the
head wasn't too much for you?"

"I knew it sounds crazy,” Flint said bit-
terly. "But that’s exactly what the guy
who knocked me out said. Looks to me
like he did it deliberately, if he was the
one who framed me. No one would be-
lieve it if I claim I was knocked out by
an unknown killer who goes around bab-
bling Mother Goose verses.”

"They sure wouldn't,” said Therne.
He glanced at the doorway of the office.
"Aht And so now we have a feminine
anglet!”

slender girl stood there. Her brown
hair was worn in a long bob, and her
eyes were blue. The skirt of a long red
evening gown was visible beneath the
bottom of the raincoat she was wearing.

"I'm Gail Marshall,” she sald, glancing
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from one to the other of the three men.
“I—I just heard about my uncle. I was
at a party but I came here at once. 1s
there anything I can d6?”

“Nothimg, Miss Marshall.” Chief Hil-
ton rose from the desk. "The police are
investigating James Marshall’s death,
and the body has been removed to a Jocal
undertaking establishment.”

“But who did it—how did it happen?”
demanded Gail.

“I'm afraid I seem to be the main kus-'

pect up to now, Miss Marshall,” Flint
said wryly. “But I assure you I didn’t
do it, even though your uncle was sup-
posedly killed with my gun.”

“Whhat do you mean supposedly?” de-
manded Thorme. It must have been your
gun—has your fiame engraved on the
butt. Quite a fancy atitomatic it is, t06.”

“I know.” Flint sighed heavily. “Buit
I pawned it three days age. I still have
the pawn ticket in fmy pocket.” He
reached inte a pocket of his vest. “Yes,
here it is, right here.”
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Hilton merely nodded as he and Jed
Thorne departed. Flint closed the office
door and looked at the girl question-
ingly. She did net speak at once, and
then he saw that the chieff had left the
letter sighed “Johm Greyson™ lying on
the desk,

“My uncle was coming here to see you
tonight, Mr. Flint,” Gail said abruptly,
as Flint sat down. “He mentioned it
to me at dinner before I left for the
party.”

“You lived with yout uncle then?”
Flint asked politely.

“Yes, my parents are dead.” Gail’s
eyes clouded and her lip quivered.
“"Uncle Jirm wasg so good to me! I'll miss
him—terribly!”

“Why was he coming to see me?” Flint
asked quickly.

“To try and hire you in your capacity
as a private detectiwe,” said Gail. “He
was the attorney for the Greysoms, as
you may know, and lately strange noises
have been heard coming from that old
house of theits. Uncle Jim heard them
when he went out to 16ok over the place.
But he did net want te say anything to
the police about it.”

“And he was going to hire me to see
what I could find there?” asked Flint.
He picked up the “Johm Greyson™ letter
and handed it to the girl. “Read that,
please.”

Gail swiftly read the letter, then
looked at him, her eyes wide.

“What does this mean?” she de-
manded. "I don't wnderstand.”

“The Grayson twins were supposed to
have died ten years ago,” said Flint. “No
one knows whethet they did or net, since
they just disappeated. It gsuld be that
they are still hanging around IA that
eld!haus;& Anyway D't golng to find
euty”

“Amnd doing that, you might learn who
murdered my uncle.” Gail rose to her
feet. “Come on, my car is outside. I'll
drive you out to the Greyson place right
now.”

“All right.” Flint got his hat, gloves,
and slipped into his raincoat. “Let’s go.”

The rain had fimally ceased, the dark
clouds were drifting away, and the wind
was gradually dying down. Gail Mar-
shall drove her coupe out through the
south side of the town heading for the
old house in Oak Valley that was now
called Murder Mansion.
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HEN they reached the place, Gail

swung the car into the weed-
studded driveway that led te the big
rambling Reuse Ralf-hidden baek ameng
the trees. Staring at the dark Bulk Flint
instinetively wished he had Ris guA.

“Uncle Jim told me a lot about the
Greyson brothers,” Gail told him as she
stopped the car close to the porch steps.
"Martin Greyson and his twin brother
Johf were about fifty years old when
they disappeated ten years ago. They
didn't go out much, and had few friends
in town. Nelther of them ever married,
and there were rurors that they didn’t
trust banks and had a fortune hidden in
thetr heuse.”

“Mmm—a fortune hidden in the
house,” repeated Flint. “Just asking for
somebody to try to murdet them.”

He stared at the front door of the
house, eyes suddenly narrowed. When
the car had first stopped he had been
sure that door was tightly closed, but
now it was standing half open, revealing
a yawning maw ot blackness.

“Come on,” Gail said, as she climbed
out of the car. “Let’s see what we fiind.
I've got a gun. Unele Jim told me he
had kept the electri¢c lights on here dut-
ing all of the past ten years. That was
at the Greysons' orders. 1 guess they
left my uncle a certain surm to take care
of the place. Anyway he paid the light
bill each menth, though the enly times
they were used, I suppese, were when he
eame to leek the place ever.”

Flint followed her up the steps. This
business of keeping the electricity
turned on in a house that had apparently
been vacant for ten years struck him
as strange. Still the more he learned of
the Greysonm place the more weikd the
whele set-ip appeared to be.

Flashlight in hand Flint stepped in
first through the front door and Galil
followed close behind him. He found a
light switch in the lower hall and
pressed the buttem. The lights came on.

Naturally the place was in a bad state
of repair after ten years of standing idle,
but it had been well furnished, and all
the original furnishings were still there,

Gail removed her raincoat and threw
it over a chair. In her low-cut evening
gown she looked like a young hostess
awalting the arrival of guests. But that
impresston was gone as soon as she
feached into the side pocket of her rain-

coat on the chair and drew out a busi-
nesslike small automatic.

Dan Flint threw off his own rainceat,
but kept on his hat and gloves. From
the moment he had entered the front
door he had felt uneasy. He seemed to
sense some evil presence waiting, wateh-
ing—ready to strike at the first oppor-
tunity. _ )

“Here we are,” Gail said quickly. “But
I can't say that I think very muech of the
place.”

“Let's take a good look areund,” 8ug-
gested Elint. "We might find semething
interesting.”

Together they searched the finst fARer
of the house. Only the lights in seme
of the rooms still worked. In others
the bulbs had evidently burned eut and
never been replaced. -Flint used his
flashiloght at such times.

Wihen they reached the kitchen, how-
ever, they got a surprise. There was
food on some of the shelves, and the
coal stove showed evidense of having
been used lreeentlg= _ )

"Someone has been living here,” Gail
said firmiy, as they looked around. “I'm
sure of that now. I wonder if=—"

She didn’t finish as they moved to the
stairway to climb to the second fitor.
They explored all the rooms, but with-
out findimg anyome. Im a bedroom in
which the electric light still worked was,
eddly enough, a flight of wooden stairs
leading up to a trap-door in the floor of
the attic. Gail started up the stairs be-
fore Flint could stop her.

Tl bet the mystery of this place is
hiddem up here,” she called dowm to
Flint as she pushed against the trap-
deer with her right hand, holding the
gyn in her left. "We'll seel”

THE trap-doot rose with surprising
ease as she sheved apainst it. She
stepped up inte the epening that was fe-
vealed, then abruptly she uttered a wild
Screainm.

“What's the matter?” Flint demanded
tensely, as he reached the bettem 6f
the stairs. "What's wiong, Gail?”

“There’s the skeletom up here!” she
cried. “The skeleton of a man. It seared
me. And—and 1 feel as if there's some
great horrible monster up here watehing
gie dwlth huge red eyes—and elawlike

ands.”

“You sure have soffe irmaginadioni”
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Flint grinned up at her as she looked
down at him. “All you really saw was
a skeleton, wasn't it?”

“Yes. But 1-—"

Gail broke off, too frightened to
scream as a pair of great hairy hands
reached down, grabbed her beneath her
arms and lifted her up bodily.

Flint shouted and dashed up the steps
but before he reached the attic the trap-
door was slammed in his face. Raging,
he battered against the door, trying to
shove it up, but it would not budge.
Locked! Locked from the attic side.

He was still pounding, shoutimg, when
the light in the room below went out.
Flint stood motionless on the stairs,
waiting, as he heard someone moving
around on the second fftanr.

“Jack!” a man’s voice whispered husk-
ily. “Where are you?”

There was no answer. Flint could
hear footsteps growing fainter and
fainter as the man below headed for some
other part of the house. Flint drew out
his fdadligtit and crept down the stairs,
trying to move as silently as possible.

Just as he reached the lower step a
gun roared out of the darkness. The
bullet struck the filadhliglit, knocking it
out ot his hand.

“Hi diddle diddle, the cat and the
fiddte,” said a voice in the blackness.

Then there came a mocking laugh, and
the pounding of runming feet as some-
one dashed away.

Flint edged along the wall at the foot
of the stairs, cursing fervently because
he had no gun on him. The man who
had shot the flaadiligitit out of his hand
was the same one that had murdered
James Marshall—he knew it' And he
was equally as certaim that he and Gail
faced death in this miserable old heuse.
Net that he was thinking of himself, but
the theught of Gail—

“I want more little blocks to play
with,” said a heavy voice. “Can't build
a house with just one block.”

A light came on in the hall—and
standing there was a creature so weird
Flint could scarcely believe it human.
A big shaggy-haired man, dressed in
trousers only. The upper part of his
body was bare. He was looking at a dice
cube that he coddled in one huge hand.

Flint came to a swift conclusion. This
big man, of course, was simmple-minded.
So probably then there was a possibility

of the detective controlling him.

“Helllo, Jack,” Flint said cheerily step-
ping boldly into view. “Maybe I can
find you some more blocks to play with.”

“Don’t know you.” The big man glow-
ered at Flint. “But I want more blocks.
He held out the dice cube. “Like this."

“Let’s see.” Flint took the cube in his
gloved left hand. “Wihat will you give
me if I find you more blocks, Jack?"

“Gave other man lots of greem paper,”
said Jack. “But he never found out
where me and Mart hid all of it. Just
let him have a little at a time.”

“Come in here,” said Flint, motioning
the apelike man to one of the dark rooms
along the hall. “We can talk much bet-
ter. Now tell me—what will you give
me for more blocks?”

“Make light and I'll show you,” said
Jack.

WALINT struck a match. Im the filick-
i‘ erlng light he saw that the big man
was helding a woman's diamoend fing if
his hand.

“Took this off girl’s fiimger up in the
attic,” said Jack. “She still up there.
Went to sleep.” He grinned confiden-
tially. “No one but Mart and me know
about secret ways in the walls ot this
house. But Mart—he's dead.”

“So you are Johm Greysom,” said Flint.
“Amd your brother Martim is dead.
That's his skeletom up there in the attic.”

“Johm Greyson!” mumbled the big
moron. “Sometimes I remember—but
when I do he keeps me locked up. Then
I forget again.”

“You're too smart, Flint,” growled a
voice from the hall. "I guess I'l have
to kill you after all.”

Jed Thomme stood at the door cover-
ing Flint and the big man with an auto-

matic. Tihe reporter’s eyes gleamed
wickedly through the lenses ot his
glasses.

“Nice racket you've been working for
ten years, Thotme,” Flint shot out at him.
“I"m betting yawu killed Martih Greyson
ten years ago, just to get the money the
twins had hiddem in this house. The
shoek of fidingy his brother dead must
have been too much for Johm Greysef
=left him half ecrazy.”

“Not all the time,” Johm Greysom him-
self said, in a suddenly surptisingly sane
tone. “I have found that I have been
regaining My reason to a great extent
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during the past year. But I did not
want this man to know.” He nodded to-
ward Thotme. “Afraid it would mean I
would be killed as was my brother. He
kept me chained up here in the house
all of those years—but 1 got free today
when Thorme did net knew. I heard
him talking abeut a private Detective
named Dan Flint here iA tewimr—so I
decided to try and hire yeu.”

“Then you actually wrote me that let-
ter hiring me to investigate your mur-
der?” Flint asked eagerly.

Greyson nodded. “I managed to sneak
out of the house and mail it. 1 was
afraid to leave the place for long for
fear Thorne would get me. So I dropped
the letter in the corner mail box and
came back. 1 had made an arrangement
with My attorney ten years ago to have
the house taken care of for that length
ot time. My brother and 1 plafnned to
fake a trip around the world. We didi't
knew hew leng we would be gene.”

“So that’s why James Marshall didn’t
do much looking for you two at the
house during the past ten years,” said
Flint. "He probably thought you and
youe brother had gone on your trip as
you planned and had just disappeared
until you felt like shewing up again.”

“True,” said Greyson. “But unfortun-
ately this man Thorne came here on the
night we were to leave. He saw his
chance to get the money he was sure we
had hidden in the house, 6 he killed my
brother and the shock drove me insane
for a time.,”

“And since Marshall was going to
start some real investigating now that
the ten years are about up you killed
him, Thorne!” Flint glared at the re-
portet. “You tried to frame me—and at
the same time make me think you were
my friend!”

“Sure,” Thorme shrugged carelessly,
“I had no idea that letter that was deliv-
ered to your office was from Greyson
until the chieff read it. Unfortunately
Lem Baker, who found the body of
Marshall and you unconscious happens
to be one of the local mail-carriers—
and he delivered the letter to your of-
fice.” The reporter raised his gum. “Now
I'm going to kill you both."

UT before he could fire, from fur-

ther along the hall an automatic
feared. Thorme hewled with pain, and
dropped Ris gun as a bullet tore into his
Fight areh. Flint leaped ferward and
grabbed up the awtematie.

“I always knew this gum of mine
would be useful some day,” declared
Gail Marshall as she stepped forward.
“I'm sure Uncle Jimm, wherever he is
now, will be glad he taught me how to
shoot—since it has helped to get his
murderer.”

“That feature story you were going to
do about Murder Mansion will make the
front page of the Bankford paper all
right, Thorme,” Flint said grimly. “But
you won't write it!” He looked at Grey-
son. “Wish you had meant that about
the five thousamd dollars for getting
your murderer, Mr. Greyson."”

“I did mean it,” said Greysom. “I've
kept the secret of where Martim and I
hid our money so well that Thorme only
got a little of it from me at a time. I
owe you five thousamd—and you’ll get
it, Mr. Flint. It’s worth it to me to be
alive and in my right mind.”

“You and your Mother Goose rhymes,”
exclaimed Flint with a look of disgust
at Jud Thorme. “I suppose you thought
that made it all more mysterious! Well,
try and find one that will fit a guy going
to the electric chaiir!™
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Pop lay deadi on the

floor, ~ a rTeen

feather clutched in
his hand

THE SILENT PARROT

By W. H. PEARS

Peite Martim, Canmy Armenitea: Detbetitibe, Swniess to Uncoverr a Wiital
Seanatt by Leaminmyg the Formulb: for Malkinmyg a Bivd/ Speakky

E big-shouldered man hunched
forward, frowning into the dusk.
He turned to the slim blonde at

his side.

“Something’s wrong, Ann. Pop Solo-
mon's place is dark as a tomb. WHhy
should he close up whem he knew we
were dropping in to see his new Scot-
ties?”

Long strides carried Pete Martin to
the door of the pet shop. It was open.
He called Pop Solomon’s name loudly.
A puppy’s lonesome whine was the only
fesponse. Inside, Martin stopped short,
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facing a large empty cage.

Samson, the silent parrot, was gone!

Pete Martim leaped into the back room.
He had to pull up sharply to keep from
stepping on the body. Pop Solomomn lay
on his face, his head crushed in like an
overripe melon.

Hard glints were in Martin’s blue eyes
as he bent over the old man. Something
was clutched in Pop’s blue-veined hand.
Gently Martim drew it free—a green
feather. Pop had fought to the last for
his mysterious pet.

Reluctantly Martin turmed away from
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the body of his old friend and made a
rapid search of the room. No clues. He
moved back to the front of the store.
Ann gtiood by the doeorway. In clipped,
hard tones Martin told her what had hap-
pened.

Her gray eyes widened with pain,
“Pete, who'd do such a terrible thing?
Pop never kept much money around.”

Examining the cash drawer, Martin
said:

“Robbery wasn’t the motive. All they
took was the parrot.”

“But why, Pete? Wiho'd murder Pop
for a voiceless pamrot?™

Martin had picked up a book that lay
face down on Pop’s desk. He flilpped
through the pages.

“This may help, Ann. You know, Pop
swore he wouldn’t sell Samson until he
found out why the bird wouldn’t talk.
This book’s about a guy named Pavlov,
a Russian scientist who experimented
with amimals.”

“I still don’t get it,” Ann said.

“You’re going to,” Martin retorted
grimly, thrusting the book at her. “This
guy Pavlov may give us the clue.”

“Whatt're you going to do?” Ann
asked.

“Catch the rats that killed Pop,” Mar-
tin said, rummaging through the old
man’s desk. “He kept a card file of people
he bought pets from. He always got
jdentification to protect himself against
stolen property. I'm going to find out
who sold him the parrot.”

“You'd better call the police,” Ann
said.

“Nothing doing—not till I get a start
on them.” Martin held up a card. “Here
it is?! The name and address of Sam-
son's former ownet. Now I'm going to
prove something to Rains.”

E SCOWLED, remembering the

F.B.IL. chief's friendly twrndowm:
“You'te okay, Pete. Before Pearl Har-
bot you were one of the best private de-
tectives in the business. You gave it up
to work in a defense plant. You're serv-
ing your country already.”

“That’s just swell!” Martim had
snarled. “I make nice blue-prints while
other guys fiight the war! You're a big
shot. You could push through my ap-
pointment if you wanted to."

“Not with that trick heel of yours,
Pete,” Rains had said patiently. “If the

Army or Navy won’t use you, how can I
risk it?"

Martin had sworn volubly. “I tell you
the tendon only stiffens up on wet
nights.”

“So I've got to consult a weather chart
before I send you on a case! No, sorry,
Pete.”

Ann broke in on Pete’s angry reflec-
tions.

“This is a police case, Pete,” she said.
“Even if you crack it, what good can it
do you with Rains?”

“Thig’ll be just another homicide to
the police,” he explained. “Tihey'll never
look for a Nazi angle. I will. If I un-
cover it, Rains may give me a break.”

Ann gasped. “What makes you
think—"

“Look! We know Pop refused to sell
the parrot. Suppose you are a crook,
Ann. For some reason you want that
bitd. Pop won’t budge. What would
you do?”

“Tie Pop up and take the parrot,”
Ann replied.

“Right! You wouldn’t risk a murder
rap if there was an easier way. Now
suppose you're a Nazi who’s been taught
to hate certain races and creeds. A guy
gamed Solomomn defies you. What de you

e?"

“I—I don’t know. I can’t think like a
Nazi.”

“I'll tell you. You'd bash in his head
to impress him with your superiority.”

“But you're only guessing, Pete.
You've no clues.”

“I've got this card,” Martin said.
“You've got the book. Take it over to
the Ronson Hotel and study it. Walt
there until I come.”

“Where're you going, Pete?”

“To see a wotnan.” Pete Martin
grinned.

The address on the card led him to a
grimy brownstome house with a sigh in
the window, “"ROOMS TO LET.” A
%trlilhgy—-mmiiﬁdi worman answered the

ell.

“Mrs. Adams?”

She nodded. “You want a room?”

“I want to talk to you about a parrot.”

“You're the second one’s come asking
about it,” she complained, starting te
slam the door. “I seld It te eld Sele-
mon."”

Pete Martin thrust his foot inte the
opening, dangled a bill in frent of the
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woman. “Come in,” she sald sullenly,
leading him inte a parlor that reeked of
stale cooking. “Wihat do yeu want to
know?"”

“Wihere did you get the parrot?” Mar-
tin smapped.

“One of my lodgers died sudden. He
didn’t leave no relatives. I got rid of
the bird along with the rest of his junk.”

“What kind of junk?” Martin asked.

“Oh, some old chemicals and an elec-
trical contraption. He rented the whole
cellar—always paid prompt. But crazy
as a loon. Made me leave his meals at
the door. Never let 1o one in except on
the day he died.”

HE stopped and Martih moved im-
patiently.

“Go on,” he urged:
in?”

“A fellow delivering chemicals. I re-
member him because he was mean-look-
ing, with a big scar across his cheek.
That night when I took the old man’'s
supper, his door was tinlocked. He was
lying dead acress the table. Clty dee-
tor cofme out and sald it was a heart at-
tack. He was all blue, the old man.”

“What did the old man call himself?"
Pete asked.

“Peroux. ‘'Pee-too,” he pronounced it.”

Pete Martim arose. “Did you ever
hear the parrot talk?™

“Never a squawk until the old man
played his mouth organ. Then the bird'd
get off some gibberish in a furrin tongue.
Didn't make no sense through the door.
Guess the old man only knew one tune.
I asked him what it was, but he get smart
and said it was the national anthem. As
it I!gidﬂ*l know the Star Spangled Ban-
nef

Back at the hotel, Pete Martin found
Ann reading Pop Solomon's beok.

“It’s all about stuff like comditioned
reflexes,” she explained. “This Paviov
could make a rat so nervous it couldn’t
eat just by giving it a small electrical
shoek every time it started. Mean, 1
call it.”

“Peroux had an electrical comtrap-
tion,” Martin mused. “Maybe he con-
ditioned the parrot not te talk except—"
He broke off. "That’s what Pop was try-
ing to get at, I'll bet.”

“"Wihat are yow trying to get at?” Ann
demanded.

“I'm wondering what Polly could say

“"Who'd he let

that would be important enough to cause
the murders of two men.” Martin
scratched his head. “Anm, did you ever
play a harmonica?”

“Why, Pete, how did you know? 1
stopped the freshman class show with
my rendition of America.”

“Good girl!” Her husband grinned.
“Always in there pitching. Run along
home now. I've got to see Ed Burns at
the Jowmsd]. Dig up that juice organ
for me. IM call you later.”

The story of Pop Solomon’s murder
ran on Page One of the Jourrad/ and was
continued over to Page Nine. Thanks
to the many tips Pete Martin had given
Burns in the past, a curious advertise-
ment followed the murder account on
Page Nimne:

Have you a bird or animal that won’t per-
form? Consult an expert trainer. Write Box
34792. Results guramteed.

Martin hadn’t long to wait for a re-
ply. It came next ewemimg:

I will pay $1,000 to hear my parrot talk.
Come to the Silver Duck tavern at 8 tonight.
Look for the jeweled American flag in the
lapel of my coat.

“Goose chase,” Anm scoffed, reading
over his shoulder. “Wiho'd be silly
enough to walk right into a trap?”

“He’s not as dumb as he sounds,” Mar-
tin explained. “He can look the place
over. It he spots a lot of coppers, he
needn't show his ffigg. Even if I do turn
olit to be the law, you can't arrest a guy
for wearing a ffigg. Did you bring the
harmomnica ?”

Ann produced it from her handbag.
Martin blew some miserable sounds,
then stuffed it into his pocket.

“"How soon do we start for the Silver
Duck?” Ann asked.

“I start in a few minutes.
hoeme.”

“Oh, Pete!

“Yep.
Finn!”

Yow go

It's a lovely place.”
Lovely place for a Mickey

E Silver Duck was located along

the shore, a low frame structure with

a splashy neon sign. Pete Martin, wear-

ing shabby clothes, waded through a

haze of tobacco smoke past a dinning

juke box to the bar. He ordered a beer,
sipped it slowly.

He stood thus for about ten minutes.
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Outside a fog was rolling in from the
ocean. Martin knew it without looking.
Pain darted through his heel. The ten-
don had begun to stiffen. He swore
softly.

A big man with blocky shoulders ap-
peared in the doorway. Martin’s heart
gave a jump. The man wore a jeweled
American flag in his coat lapel. A pale
scar angled across one cheek. He took
a conspicuous place by the bar.

Martin sidled up to him. “Hiya,
chum,” he said thickly. "“Guess you
don't remember me?”

The scarred man narrowed his eyes,
but said meothing.

“Won't talk, eh?” Martin growled,
“Okay, guess I can make a birdl like you
talk.”

“You'd better come with me,” the
scarred man said smoothly. “You're a
little tight.”

Protesting loudly Martin followed
him to a booth in the back room. Two
chairs were drawn up around a heavy
oak table. The scarfed man motioned
him te ene.

“Got the grand wit’ you, chum?” Mar-
tin demanded.

“Not so fast, my friend.” The man's
speech was clipped, almost British, but
he had the cold, hard face of a storm
trooper. “Suppose you tell me what
you're talking abowt?”

“Cagey, ain't you?” Martin leered.
“Welll, Muggy Garson ain’t one to beat
the bush. You gotta bird that won't
spill. Me, I can make it—for oke grand.”

Suspicion showed in the man’s pale
eyes.

"How do you happen to know so much,
Muggy?”

“"Me? I get around. I roomed in the
same joint with Perouwx. I was the only
one he'd get pally wit’. I was hard up.
I figure the old guy's got foldin' dough
hid semewheres in the cellar.”

llwmly?n

“"Welll, I got him pretty full one might.
He told me the bird knew a secret worth
a million bucks. Me, I thought it was a
joke until old Solemon gets knocked
off. 1 put two and two together and
advertise.”

“But you heard the parrot speak?”

“Sure, sure, the bird give out with
some Fremchy talk. Didn’t make no
sense to me."

“Naturally. You're certain you could

make it talk agaim?™

“Easy as stickin’ up a cripple,” Martin
bluffed. “Gimme the green stuff and let
me at the bird.”

“I'm afraid I can't do that, Muggy.
Suppose you tell me how to make the
parrot talk, then I'll pay you."

“Nuttin’ doin'l” Martin growled. “I'm
no sucker.”

“Neither am I, Muggy.” The scarred
man's hand darted to his shoulder.

Pete Martin was faster on the draw.
Gun metal fidsdied. As Martin lifted his
gun to swing it in an arc, the scarred
man slid to the right. The motion was
fluid, automatic. The gun was knocked
from Pete Martin’s hand. _

He saw the oak table coming at him.
He ducked, but his bad heel made him
slow. The table struck him on the chest.
The scarred man leaped, his gun butt
upraised. A star exploded in front of

artin’s eyes. . . .

ETE MARTIN struggled back to

consclousness. He was securely
beund. His head thiobbed. His heel
theobbed. He didn’t open his eyes, but
lay 1uletly listening to the Teutenic
fumble of a strange voice.

“Excuses mean nothing to the Father-
land, Schnabel,” it was saying. “You
radioed the U-boat to put me ashore to-
night and you would deliver the formula,
You do not have it!” The man lapsed
into violent German.

Martin recognized the scarred iman’s
British tones then.

“I’m sorry, Henrr Muellek, but we must
speak in English. Renault here under-
stands no other tongue except his native
French.”

“Go on, go on!” Mueller commmanded,

Schnabel spoke with a trace of malice.

“Wihem Peroux slipped through your
fingers in Paris and escaped to Amer-
ica—"

“Insolence!” Mueller roared. “Per-
oux did not slip through our fitipaars.
Whemn Renault here proved his loyalty
to the new order by reporting Peroux’s
successful experiments with the exple-
sive, we instantly seized Peroux.”

“Being a loyal Frenchemamn,” Schnabel
added, “Peroux refused to give you the
formula. Your methods of persuasien
succeeded only in driving him mad.”

“We released him, thinking he weuld
lead us to the formula, but the swine
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eluded us,” Mueller snarled. “We picked
up his trail here in Ametica, yet you
have failed.”

“ have not failed,” Schnabel said
calmly. “Omnce I had suffocated Peroux,
I easily found the formula—too easily.
Naturally I hurried from the scene. The
formula seemed complete, but furned
out to be worthless. Peroux might have
turned his discovery over to the Ameri-
cans, but he was obsessed with the idea
ot revenge. Here is the message He
wrote at the botterh of the fermula.”

Pete Martin gazed through slitted
lids. He was in a large cellar dimly
lighted by two candles. He saw Mueller,
a loose-fleshed giant, grab the paper and
tead Peroux’s message allowd:

Doubtless you will kill me to get this. It
will be of no use. Two'chemicals are missing
from the formula. Only Francois knows the
answer. It will do you no good to torture him
as you did me.

Muellet cursed violently in German.

“Experiment!” he ordered the rene-
gade Fremchmmam. “Find these chem-
icals.”

“I dare not, Hemr Mueller,” Renault
said timidly. "It is one of the deadliest
combinations conceived by man. To
make a single misitle—poof!™

“Them seize this Framcois!” Mueller
shouted. “Tortute him. He will tell.”

“Framcois,” Schnabel explained, “is
Peroux's parrot. I returmed later and
learned this from his landlady, who had
sold the bird. I took the parrot from an
old nof-Aryam whose skull I had the
pleasure of crushing. But the parrot
ytters ne sound.”

“Fantastic!™ Mueller exploded.
are a fool, Schnabel!”

“Per , Hemr Mueller.” Schnabel
smiled. "“We shall see.” He jerked his
thumb at Pete Martin. “I have the man
who can make Framcois talk.”

He yanked Martin roughly to his
feet. The young American shook his
head groggily. “Whadda ya want?"

“You

CHNABEL cuffed him hard across
the face.

“Does that help you remember?"

“Gimme my grand,” Martin mumbled.

Steel fimgers bit into his arm. “Get
this through your thick skull, my
friend,” Schnabel said. “You will re-
ceive no money from me. Unless you

make the parrot talk, you will not leave
this room alive.”

Martin stalled, trying to loosem the
tendon and drive the mists frem Hhis
aching head.

“No dough, no talk.”

“You waste valuable time, Schnabel,”
Muellet broke in. “If I am caught on
American soil—"

“First we shall try something simple
but crude.” Schnabel yanked the shoe
off of Martins sore foot. “The candle,”
he snapped to Renault.

Martin’s eyes ramgedd desperately
around the cellar. An opening overhead
probably led into the Silver Duck. But
one exit, he suspected, would never
satisfy the methodical Sehnabel. Tufh-
ing to the floor, he saw a llne of foot-
prints in the dirt. They led behind an
old boeiler. The other way owt!

Schnabel bent, candle in hand. The
flame sent a new agony into Martin’s
foot. Setting his teeth, he let the can-
dle flame lick around the injured ten-
don. If he could endute it a few mo-
ments the heat might—

Sweat poured from his face. His foot
felt like a fllaming torch. But he hung
on, hung on until the odor of scorched
flesh made his head reel.

“Let me up ! he gasped. “I'll do what
you say.”

Schnabel jerked him upright. Mar-
tin wriggled his heel. It was on fiire
with agony, but the pain was ootiside!
Intemse heat had loosened the injured
tendom.

“Talk!"™ Schnabel growled.

“Untie my hands and feet,” Martin
ordered. “I can’t tell you how to make
the bird talk. I've got to do it myself.”

A Luger appeared in Heamr Mueller’s
fat hand.

“Let him loose, Schnabel.
escape.”

In a moment Pete Martin was free.
He moved toward the silent parrot, limp-
ing only a little.

“I need more light,” he said.
both candles.”

Schnabel hesitated.
this is a trick—"

Schnabel, don’t be an old woman!”
Mueller grunted.

With a shrug, Schnabel obeyed. Mar-
tin directed him to place a candle on
each side ot the parrot. Then he ex-
tended his arms,

He cannot

“Bring

“I warn you, if
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Renault watched with beady eyes.

“Hypmesis,” he murmured.

Fingertips leveled at the bird's eyes,
Martin advanced between the candles.
Mentally he charted his course to the
boiler. He drew his afmas slowly ouit-
ward as It to clap his hands. Them, in
one rapid sweep, he brought them to-
gether. The two candles were knocked
to the floor as his hands cenverged on
the parret.

Darkmness caught the Nazis flilatféadted.

“I've got my fimgers around the par-
rot’s neck!” Martin yelled. “"One move
from you Jerries and you'll have an aw-

ful dead bird on your hands. And I
don't mean me!”
He headed for the boiler. The room

exploded with Nazi rage. Holding the

parrot in one hand, he groped along the

wall. His flingeis touched a heavy

wooden bar. He yanked it. Semething
ave, and the roist smell of fog was in
is nestrils.

UTSIDE he was enveloped in a

swirling gray blanket. Seft sand
underfoot teld him that he was en the
beach. He tried te run, sturabled. Again
gamFaess had begun te stiffen the ten-
on

A whistle shrilled. Henrr Mueller
barked an order in Germamn. Footsteps
shuffled across the sand from two direc-
tions. Pete Martin swore. Naturally
there would be sailors from the U-boat
waiting to take Mueller back. He was
surrounded!

His one defense was the parrot. They
wouldn’t shoot for fear of hitting it.
He stumbled forward. Too late he saw
the solid fligure of Herrr Mueller. They
crashed together. Martin’s bad foot
gave away. He fell to the sand, the
parrot fRlttteringg from his hands.

Ignoring Martim, Herrr Mueller leaped
after the bird. Pete Martim clambered
over a dune, lay ffiat. His last protec-
tion was gone.

Beyond the dume, he saw someone
move. The man’s back was to him, so
Martim had the advantage of surprise.
He lunged, hammering home a terrific
rabbit punch. A grumt, them Martin
held the cool comfort of a gum butt in
his hand.

Gunfire pricked through the fog,
jumping sand at his feet. He caught
the flash, threw back lead. Suddenly he

remembered the way Schnabel had faded
to the right whem Martim had gone for
his gun in the Silver Duck. Maybe
Nazis were all drilled alike.

At the next spurt of gumfire Miartin
fired to the left of the flémn. He heard
a moan. He tried it again, Another
moan.

“Like mechanical ducks in a shooting
gallery,” Martim grunted.

He fired his last shot, missed. A fiig-
ure charged him in a mad bull-like rush.
The beam of a powerful flikkhight
jumped out of the murk. Behind Mar-
tin a gun spat. The lunging fiiure
folded to the ground.

“Nice work, Pete,” the welcome voice
of Rains said. “Come on, boys, we'll
close in."

Pete Martim limped along, giving
Rains a rapid account of the set-up.
Only Hemr Mueller was missing. A thin
trail of blood on the sand showed which
way he had filsll. It soon disappeared.

“The big boy himself,” Martin
groaned. “He’s got the parrot and the
formula. We've got to catch him.”

“Pretty tough in this pea soup,” Rains
grunted.

Martim spum around. “Just a minute,
Rains! How did you fellows happen to
find me?"

“Anm got worried and called us,”
Rains explained. “We surrounded the
Silver Duck and waited. We were just
about ready to stormm the place when we
heard your gunshots.”

"Did Anm come
rapped.

“"We left her in the car.”

“Oh, no, you didn't!™ Anm’s voice
came out of the fog.

Martim grabbed her. "Baby, am I
glad to see you! Hey, you guys, get
ready to move, and move fast. Mueller's
hit, so he can’t be far away.”

“Say, what—" Rains spluttered,

“Mrs. Adams said Perowx played the
natiomal anthem, to his parrot!™ Martin
exclaimed. “I just now got it. Net 6uf
national anthem, but his—the Freneh!
Peroux conditiomed the partot te talk
only when it hears the Marseillaise!
I've got the harmomica, Ann, Cah you
play it?"

“I—I guess so0.”

“Okay, Rains,” Martin said, “we'll
march down the beach. Anmflll lead the
band. Wihem the parrot hears the Mar-

along?” Martin



seillaise it'll sing out, and we've got
our man.”

l‘l‘ was a strange procession. Anff
played the Fremch natienal anthem
not accurately, but loudly. The F.B.1
men fanned out around Rer,

They had gone nearly half a mile
when Pete Martin heard the squawk—
a squawk that was quiekly choked off.
The Fedetal men closed if, zigzagging
against the spit of gunfire,

In a moment Rains reappeared.

“Got him,” he said crisply. “So fast
he dida’t have time to kill the parrot.”
Rains extended his hand to Martin.
“You did a nice job, Pete, even with
your trick heel. Maybe on special as-
signments ., . . Welll, you might droep
over to the office tomorrow.”

“You bet!” Pete Martin grinned.

“Nice going, Pete,” Ann said softly.

“Nice going, yourself,” Pete retorted.
“You play a lot of harmonica!”

MNext Padura
Caendar of Mystery

N ODD, chilling paralysis
seized Wendal Bishop's
legs when he approached
the lonely grave of Anna
Bishop in the ghostly, de-
serted Wescott cemetery.
Even from thirty yards
away he could hear the
haunting sound of a wom-
an's heart-brokem sobbing.
It was a terrifying sound
that cut sharply through
the night’s silence.

A feeling of oppression,

==——~——— of evil came over Wendal

Bishop. The air became hard to breathe. A

cold hand of fear seemed to fastem upon his
heart.

Desperation drove him nearer, turned his
dilated eyes upon the earth at his feet. All
about him loomed the eerie, white shapes of
headstones and monuments.

“Stop it!" he cried with a trembling wave
of his hand.

But the sobbing continued—Ilow and pene-
trating and somehow full of total despair. It
tore at Bishop’s nerves, reduced him to a
quaking shell of bones and muscle. He turned
abruptly and rushed out of the cemetery as if
a thousand demons were at his heels.

All the way home he thought of that one
strange passage in his aunt's will—the passage
which read:

“. . . To my nephew, Wendal Bishop, I be-
queath my house and all the furnishings within
my house, including the broom by the fifiegiace
and good stout cord to mend its broken han-
dle. May he sweep evil deeds and evil doers
before him. . . ."

Back in his own living room Wemndal Bishop
went to the fineplae, reached up into the filue
to a soot-covered shelf in the masonry. His
trembling fimgers brought forth a gold link
bracelet and a leather-bound notebook. He lit
a match, started to burn the pages, then hllew
out the fitame.

“No,” he whispered tonelessly. “Don’t do
it. She doesm’t know. How could she kmow
—buried these two and a half years?"

That crying grave was a trick, he assured

himself—anything to create a stir, to suggest
that there was rottenness in the timbers of
his political platform. But was it?

And that was only one of the many perplex-
ing questions George Chance, the famous ma-
gician-detectiwe, had to answer in THE CASE
OF THE BROKEN BROOM, by G. T. Flem-
ing-Roberts, the featured novel in our next
issue.

Hardly does he reach Wescottt than Chance
makes a strange discovery at the lonely grave.
Later, a mysterious red-headed woman ap-
pears there. Chance follows her—amnd the
trail leads to murder! Frorm this breathless
start, the story moves on through a series of
dramatic and hair-raising incidents that call
upon Chance to assume his other identity of
the Green Ghost more than once and to battle
for his life before the deadly murder plot is
solved.

G-Man Dan Sheridan encounters a phony
birth certificate racket involving nation-wide
peril in next issue’s gripping, fast-action nov-
elet MURDERER'S BIRTH CERTIFI-
CATE by Dale Clark. Careful imvestigation
uncovers the fact that strange men of ques-
tionable patriotissm are being placed in vital
defense shipyards.

But not until murder makes lts appearance
and Sheridan finds his own life in deaagy peril
dees he hit upen the full seope of the danger-
ous and elever plan teo sabetage America’s war
effert. A Hhard-hitting, dramatic stery {hat
willl keep you gueasmg and keep you Féading
all the way te the end.

In addition, our next issue will contain the
usual assortment of absorbing shoft steries
and Chakra will be 6n hand with meke weird
and ufusual tales te tell.

If you are enjoying the stories and features
in THRILLIWG MYSTERY why doa’t yeu
drop us 2 letter or postcard? And if you have
any suggestions or eriticiams, just pass flén
along. We promise to give them eareful-it-
tention. Address all communications t6: THhHe
Editor, THRILLING MYSTERY, i1 East
39th Street, New York, N. Y. Thank yeul

See you next issue.
—THE EDITOR.
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Lake quickly handed the phone to
Kenny and the sergeant placed the re-
ceiver to his ear,

“Go ahead,” he said.
again.”

“This is Harvey Willson, of Wilson
and Bart, attorneys,” came a ruffled
masculine voice over the wire. "I'm at
my office on the tenth floot of the Chap-
man building. I'm going te commit sui-
cide, so you'd better send the morgue
wagon here fof my body.”

“Hey, wait!” shouted Kenny excitedly.
“Don’t do anything foolish. You just
wait there until I get to your office and
we'll talk this thing over. Go slow, will
you, old mamn?”

“Let’s have it

OM the other end of the line there

came the sound of a shet and then

a thud and a elatter. The sergeant low-

ered the phene and looked at the mergue
attendant.

“Did he do it?” asked Lake.

“Sounded like it.” Kenny put down
the phone and hung up the receiver.
“Call the homicide squad, Lake,” he
snapped. "I'm going to the Chapman
Building and see what happened to that
poeok devil.”

Lake was busy on the phone as Detec-
tive Sergeant Kenny left the city morgue
and climbed into the car he had left
standing outside. The fresh night air
felt good as Kenny started the motor and
drove away.

Only twenty blocks separated the
morgue from the Chapman Building.
The sergeant made it in a few minutes
without using his siren. He parked in
front ot the office building. The lobby
door was locked but a night elevatot op-
erator appeared and opened it after
Keniny had knocked several times.

"Poliice,” snapped Kenny, filashing his
badge. “We just received a suicide re-
port from the tenth floor here.”

"Gosh!” exclaimed the operator as he
Jed the way to the night car. “Who was
it?”

“He gave his name as Harvey Wilson
and told us he was going to kill himself,"
said Kenny as the car ascended. “Then
I heard a shot over the wire.” He looked
intently at the operator. “Have you
taken any one up to the tenth in the last

half heur?”
The operator nodded. “Mr,

“Yeah.”
Jefif Bart. He's Mr. Wilsom’s partner,

He signed in about three-fifteen. He piit
the time down in the book in the lobby
like all the guys do when they come here
to work at night.”

“Good,” muttered Kenny.

The car stopped at the tenth floor and
the door slid open. Kenny stepped out
into the corridor with the elevator opera-
tor close behind him. Halt-way down
the hall a lean, sandy-haired young man
about the same build as the sergeant was
struggling desperately to get an office
door open from the outside.

“That’s Mr. Bart,” said the operator.
“Somethin’ has happened all right.”

Jefferson Bart turmed as the two men
came toward him. There was a wild
expressiom in his eyes and he was still
wearing his hat.

“My partner,” he exclaimed. “He's
locked himsellf in—and I can’t get the
door open. I left my keys at home. I
heard a shot, and tried to find someone
on this floor who might have a pass key.
Then I came back here. I think he’s
killed himseif.”

“Yeah.” Kenny shoved Bart to one
side and looked at the door. It seemed
rather ffiimsy. He moved back and filung
himselff against it, giving the door a hard
blow with his shoulder. It flew open,
revealing a yawning maw of darkness be-
yond it. "You didn’t try hard enough,
Bart.”

The sergeant produced an automatic
and a fliishiight. He stepped into the of-
fice with Jefft Bart behind him. The buz-
zer in the elevator was sounding stfi-
dently. Kenny glanced back at the op-
eratok.

“That’s probably the homicide squad,”
said Kenny. “Bring them up.”

“Yes, sir.” The operator ran to the
car, and the floor door banged shut as the
elevator descended.

Kenny went on into the office with
Bart following. The ray of the filash-
light gleamed on a still figuie that was
sprawled back in a chair. Behind the
sergeant there was a click as Bart found
a light switeh and turned on the lights.

“He’s dead all right,” Kenny said as he
thrust his gun and fflashligitit back into his
pockets. “Shet in the right temple.”

“This is awful,” Bart muttered. “Why
did he do it?”

Kenny did not answer. He was star-
ing thoughtfully at the corpse. Harvey
Wilson had been a middie-aged man.,
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He was slumped back in a comfortable
leather desk chair, his arms dangling
over the sides. Thete was a .32 auto-
matic lying on the floor just below the
fingarss of his right hand.

E telephone transceiver was off

the heok and lylng on the desk a

little to one side of him. Kenny went

clese and snilffed. Thete seeried to be a
falnt hint of perfume in the air.

“I didn"t believe he would do amything
foolish even though he sounded excited
when he phoned me,” said Bart suddenly.
“I told him not to worry, to wait until I
got here and we would work things out
some way.”

“Wihat do you mean?" asked Kenny.

He saw that the windows were closed
and the door leading into the next office,
apparently that of Bart, was locked from
this side. There was the sound of the
elevator door opening and voices in the
hall. The homicide squad had arrived.

“Why, Wilson phoned to tell me—"
began Bart and then stopped as the
sergeant shook his head.

“Hold it,” Kenny said. “No use in you
having to tell your story twice. Waste
of time.”

The men from the homicide squad
crowded into the office. Most of them
were detectiwes, filnggerptinit men and
photegraphetis, none of them in uniform,
save a few patrol car officers who had
been sent to the scene. Kenny saw that
Captain Tiltoed was in charge. The de-
teetive sergeant saluted the captain.
Tiltord returned the salute.

“Suicide, eh?” said Tilford, looking at
the corpse.

“I don’t think so, Captain.” Kenny
shook his head. "“More likely murder.”

“Murder!” gasped Jefff Bart. “But how
could it be? The door was locked from
the inside and Harvey told me on the
phone what he was golng te do.”

“There's a snap lock on the door,” said
Kenny. “The killer could have shot Wil-
son and then stepped out into the hall,
autornatically locking the deor behind
him. He might have slipped away then.
Tell us why you think youe partier
might have killed himselt, Bart.”

“He phoned me and told me that he
had drawn out all of the funds of the
firea and spent the money gambling,” ex-
plained Bart. “He sald he had cheated
fae and ruined the firmm of Wilsen and

Bart. I couldn’t believe it was that bad,
and asked him to wait here until I
reached the office and we would talk
things over.”

“And what did Wilson say to that?"
demanded Kenny.

“He—he just laughed at me,” said
Bart. “Told me he had drawm our last
ten thousand dollars out of the bank to-
day to pay off some of his debts. That
by the time I arrived here he would be
gone.”

“So you came here, grew angry at what
your partner had done and murdered
him,” snapped Captain Tilford albruptly.
“Then you tried to make it look like sui-
cide.”

“The voice of the man who called the
morgue and said he was Harvey Wilson,
sounded muffled.” said Kenny. “Might
fet have been Willson at all.”

Bart looked dazedly at the homicide
man. He was pale and obviously fright-
ened. Kenny frowned as he gazed at the
young attorney. Jefferson Bart looked
almost toe guilty. Twenty years of po-
llee work had taught the sergeant it was
usually an innecent persen whe leeked
that way when cenfronted in such a sit-
uation.

An assistant medical examiner ap-
peared and looked over the body. He did
it with the casualness ot a butcher pre-
paring a roast.

“Death by lethal penetratiom of the
auricularis superior,” said the medical
examiner. “The missile taking a down-
ward course.”

“Yeah,” said Kenny. “In othet words
the guy was killed by a shet in the head,
the gun fired from such an angle that sui-
cide isn't probable. Besides, the lights
were out when Bart and 1 fikst entered
the office and suieides den't usually kil
themselves in the dark. They like (e
have light when they de it.”

“But I didn't kill him!” protested Bart
suddenly, as though he just realized Re
had actually been accused of murder. “1
liked Harvey Wilson. He was My part:
ner, and besides, I'm in leve WIth Ris
flece. Graee Wilsen will stand Bz He.
She'll never believe I killed her whele”

“Then she has more faith in you than
I have,” said Captain Tilferd. “Yeu're
under arrest, Bart. We're helding yeu
on a charge of murder,” He metiened
to some ot his men, “Take him away,
boys:”
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“I wondered what became of Wilsen's
ten thousand bueks,” Kenny said mildly.
He sniffed. "That pemade you use oR
your hair sure has plenty eof smell,
Streetsr.”

“Wihe are you?” demanded Streeter.
“And what is this stuff about Wilsen's
ten gramd?”

“The name is Kenny,” said the ser-
geant. "Detective Sergeant Kenny from
Headquarters. Investlgatmg the murder
of Harvey Wilson."

“Murder?” A flicker of surprise

showed in Streeter’s dark eyes.

“That’s right.” Kenny nodded. *“You
thought you had arranged it so the police
would believe it was suicide, dida't you.”

Behind Kenny the outer door of the
office closed and there was a faint click-
ing sound. The sergeant glanced over
his shoulder. There was no one at the
door. He looked back at the desk to fimd
Nick Streeter covering him with an au-
tomatic.

“ Automatic lock on the door,” Streeter
said quietly. “It works from the desk.
The door is steel and the office is sound-
proof. A shot fired in here couldn’t even
be heard out in the hall. Are you the
only one who suspects me?”

Dan Kenny knew what would happen
if he gave the correct answer to that one.
He had a vision of himselff lying stiff and
cold like one of those bodies he had been
examining in the morgue. It was not a
pretty picture and he did not like it.

“Just me and the whole homicide
squad,” he said quickly. “Now that we
are just a couple of pals together would
you mind telling me why you bumped
off Wilson?”

“He was trying to doublecross me,”
said Streeter. “He was takem for fiffty
grand in my joint. He lost all of his
firmiSs money except ten grand trying to
win back his dough. So tonight Wilson
plans to skip town, after drawing the ten
grand out of the bank.”

“So you kill him, get the ten thousand
and decide to make it look like suicide,”
said Kenny, moving closet to the desk as
he noticed that the wire of the lamp ran
along the floor not far from his feet.
“You disguise your voice, phone Jeffer-
son Bart, and rmake him think it is his
partner confessing all.”

“Nice touch that,” said Streeter, who
was not lacking in self-esteem. “So was
my calling the morgue.”

“Except for muffling your voice,” said
Kenny. “I happemed to be at the morgue
and listened to that call. There was no
reason for the muffled voice. No one
knew you or Wiilson at the morgue.”

“You better put that gun of yours on
the desk,” ordered Streeter. “I don’t like
the way you keep holding onto it in your
pocket.”

“Sure.” The sergeant drew the auto-
matic out of his pocket and placed it on
the edge of the desk. “There you are.”

The gun was a little too close to the
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edge and it slid out and hit the floor with
a thud.

“Sorry,” Kenny said.

He reached down to pick up the gun.
As he did so he gave the electrie cord a
quick hard tuF. It jerked the lamp off
the desk and i1t landed against Streeter,
knocking the gun otit of his hand.

Kenny stood up, his automatic in his
hand. He reached across the desk and
tapped Streeter over the head with the
barrel of his weapon while the gambling
club owner was trying to plek up Hhis
owh guh. Streetes went 1imp, knocked
otit from the blow.

“This guy makes a much better mur-
derer than Jeff Bart,” muttered Kenny
as he drew out a pair of handcuffs and

placed them on the wrists of the uncon-
scious man. “And if Streeter has a gal
who believes and trusts him, them dames
atre mote simple-minded tham I think
they are.”

Detective Sergeant Kenny sighed and
then yawned. He found the automatic
buttom that unlocked the outer door of
the office and opened the door. He had
placed his gun on the desk. He frowned
as he picked it up and smelled the barrel.
The scent from the pernade on Niek
Streeter's hair was on the guf.

“This night life is getting me,” mused
Kenny. “Much more of it and I'll be
dead.” He grinned. “Im fact, I just
came close to being a corpse a few min-
utes ago.”

Comingg Nextr Issue: MURDHERERS BIRTH CERTIFICATE, a Griggingg Cosmplete
Novelder of Shigyard! Sabotagee and Mystery, by DALE CrLamk—
Plas Manyy Oftterr Stories'



Carall felt the jolt of paim that spum her aroumd! amd Knockedl her Into a world of empty
blackness . ....

WITH THSS GUN

By C. WILLIAM HARRISON

Carol Leamss That a Cop Is Justt a Soldléer in a [ifftorent
Unifform Who Keegss tie Homee Front Sifle!

thete against the backdeop of

darkmess. She had been erying
softly, but new that he had come she
held herselff eomposed, lecking fear out
6f her eyes.

He came through the yellow spill of
the street light in a dark, shabby suit
and she was shocked by the umncertainty
of his walking. He was a man walking
through prison walls that had been
etehed iAto his mind by time and habit.
He was like a man who had fergetten
freedom, and new that he had it again,
was afraid et it.

“I did that to him,” she thought.

He was afraid of the light, and what it

SHE was like a white filame standing

the reach ot the street lamp, and she saw
him pause to pick out the old landmarks.
His glance traveled a slow cirele across
the neighborhood houses, and she saw
his faee, gaunt and sunless, reflect the
retutm of lost memories.

There was Rob Banning's, whete he
used to go for his Friday night poker
games; over there was the perch where
little Torarmy Fletehet had stood each
evening at six to call out his gfeetiﬂg,
"Hi, ecopper!” Wihat weuld Temmy's
greeting be new? Dewn there threugh
the darkness was Menaham's esttage. . . .

“Hello, Johm,” she said.

His glance had been sliding toward
their home, and now he saw her for the

might show to others. He moved out of firsit time standing there by the fenee

67
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gate. Expressiom dropped out of his
face as he looked at her, and for the mo-
ment, he didn’t move,

“I'm glad you're back, Johm.” She
tried to keep her tone casual, as though
he were coming home from a day’s work
and not from a year in prison. She tried
to be a man about it when she wanted
so much to be a womam, to show her eag-
erness, to tell him that she had suffered
too.

He moved toward her slowly, and sud-
denly there was an uncontrolllzible panic
pounding through her. Wihat should
she say to him?

Should it be, “Johm, you're looking
well.” But he wasn’t looking well, and
he knew it.

Should it be, “Johm, I've counted every
hour you were away. I did all this to
you. You don’t know how much it has
hurt to know that. But I did what I did
because I love you. Everything is still
the same. You're still Johm Thacker.
I'm the same Carol. I'm still your wife.
I leve you, Johm. You've get to give me
the €hance to make you understand why
I did what 1 did. 1 leve yeu.”

IS hands were clamped hard on the

gate post, and the long muscles of

his jaw were like ropes undet his skin.

He spoke them, as though he had to
fighit to control each word.

“I ought to kill you, Carol.”

He scared her with the bitter pull of
his tone. He hated her, and he showed
it. She tried to reach him with her voice,
but she couldn’t touch him.

“Jolhm, I'sa your wife! You shouldn’t
say that. I love you.” She couldn’t find
the words to say what she wanted to say.
There was a wall between them, a wall
that she herself had built, and she
couldn’t break it down.

“Johm, you've got to give me another
chance.”

“Another chance to frame me into
prison agaim?2"

“Wihem a woman loves a man she'll do
anything to protect him. Even what I
did, John™

He laughed, a raw, bitter sound.
“That’s not the kind of love I want,” he
said. “I didn’t come here to say this,
Carol, but now that it's started I'll finish
it.

“You knew I was a cop when you mar-
ried me. It was my work, and you

started out at the first to make me change
it. You always were headstrong. Fram-
ing me into prisom was simply fimal
means of having your own way."

She tried desperately to remember all
the arguments she had planmed, but they
were gone. All she could say was, “I
didn"t want my husband killed.”

“That’s not the whole of it.”

“No, that’s not the full reason.” Say-
ing that was a key that unlocked other
words, and they came out in a quick,
almost frantic rush. “Jolhm, try to see
my side of it. I love you. I sat home
nights waiting for the sound of this gate
closing. And when it came I was afraid
to go to the door, afraid it would be an
officer sent to tell me you wouldn’t
be home any more, ever.

“I didn’t want you to be killed, but
that wasn't all. I dida't want you to
have to kill, and that is something you
might have been forced to do whem you
went after a man. Oh, I know those men
your job made you fight were crooks.
But they have mothets and sisters some
place, and I dida’t want those wormen to
have to go through what I did.”

But she had failed; she could see that
in the unrelenting bittermess in his face.
She was losing, and she fought desper-
ately against it.

“I know I was wrong, Jolhm, but I can’t
help loving you that much. Let’s start
over. Nothing has really changed.”

His voice came low and ragged. “And
you can say that to me ! I've spent a year
in prison, Carol. You put e thefe,

“Do you know what it means to be a
cop in prison. You'te hated by every
convict there because you were a €6p.
You're hated by the wardem and every
guard because they think you seld yeur
badge. I went through a hell that yeu
made for me. And now you ask me {6
forget it and start over!”

“But, Johm, everything is the same.”

He hit her hard with his veice. “Yeu
mean everything s the same beeause 1've
been reinstated in the Foree? Beeause
Mike Cancetti was shot and befere he
died confessed his part in framing me.

“You let him take one of my uniferms
to wear. You stole my badge that nRight
so it could be in the phetograph {Rat
framed me with taking a Bribe from that
east side racketeef,

“Mike wanted me out of the way be:
cause I was crowding his gang tee Elgse.
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Sure I was cleared and reinstated. But
half of the Force think I took that bribe.
The town thinks it, and they’ll always
think it. I'll be busted again the first
chance the Commissioners get.”

He looked at her steadily, piling all his
bittermess up against her. He spoke
again with a slow, inevitable force that
drove wild winds of panic througih her.

“There’s a saying that once a man is a
cop, he's always a cop. That is some-
thing you refused to believe. Sometimes
a man has to fiight force with force, and
that's anothet thing you couldm’t Jearn.
You never could face reality.”

For an instant he let a shadow of re-
gret cross his face. But he killed that
expression with one of grim fifiahbitty.

“The gang Mike Cancetti left hasn't
been cleaned up yet. That’s what I came
here to tell you. The Commissioners
will never get another chance to bust
fme.

He swung away, and she chased him
with her cry.

“Johm—Joiim, don’t go!™

But he didn’t turm back.

AROL caught a cab, and told the

deiver, "The Madierra Club, and
please hurey.” She tried to relax, to firnd
something solid to put het mind on, but
little pleces of the past kept sliding into
het thoughts.

Her father had tried to warm her in his
quiet, careful way.

“He’s a cop, Carol,” he had said.
“That means nights of worry for his wife
while he’s out on a case."

“I know that, but I'll change him."

“He'll always be a cop."

“Not after we're married. He'll get a
different job whem I ask him to."

She remembered her sense of shock,
of jolted confidence when Jobm had re-
fused the first time to turm in his badge.

The cab seemed to be crawling along
the street, and the grumble of traffic was
a sound that pressed a definite weight
against her merves,

She tapped the window, and said,
“Driver, can’t you go any faster?"

“You want me pinched for speeding,
lady?"

"Please hurfy.”

There was a place in the park where
he had often met her on his way heme
from work, a little mess-hung bridge
overlooking a slender stream where

dragomflies swooped and droned like
miniature bombers; and when the park
was empty he would kiss het and she
could feel the gun under his coat press-
ing hard and heavy against her side.

“You're lovely, Carol,” he had said.

“Jolhm, someday that gun will get you
killed, or make you kill somebody.”

“A man has his job to do.”

“But it's different now. I'm your wife;
think of me."”

“Yesterday, you mailed a check to the
USO. That money was to help soldiers,
and a soldier is just a cop in a different
uniform, with a job of figghtiiigg the same
kind of men as Mike Cancetti and Nick
Cassiano. Wouwld you ask a soldier to
quit his jeb?”

“Go to work for Dad, Johm,” she had
begged.

The thud of Johm’s heels on the side-
walk had been like a clock ticking away
the last minutes of a man's life. They
were no more than that, Caroll thoiight.

She knew Johm Thacker now, better
than she had ever knowm him before. He
was a cop, and he had said, “They’ll
never break me,” And because he was a
cop she knew what he would do.

He would go in Nick Cassiano's, pick
a fight and make Nick kill him. That
wouldm’t be hard, because Nick was al-
way suspicious, always too quick with
his gun. Nick’s gang would be broken,
but Johh Thacker would be dead.

“Hurmy,” Carol said to the cabby.

She paid him, and got out of the cab
in front ot the Madierta Club, her purse
heavy undet her arm. She ran toward
the doort, and the attendamt moved across
to block heer way.

“Waiit a minute, lady,” he said. But
she didn’t let him stop her. She pushed
himm back with a suddea thrust of her
arms, and went past him through the
chromiurm latticed door.

There were palm trees lifting their
leaf-crowned columns high along stucco
walls, and festoons of Spanish moss here
and there. The atmosphere was tropical
and the music filwatingy out of the dance
fleor was tropleal.

A thin and immaculatly dressed man
was coming toward her, his face tight
and inexpressive. "I saw that outside,”
he said.

He took her armm, started to turm her,
but she shook him away.

“I want to see Nick Cassiano.”
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Anger was smoldering in his dark eyes,
turning into bright fikames, ]

“You want trouible, you can have it."
He reached for her again. She tried te
push him back, but he was surprisingly
hard. She couldn’t move him. He eaught
her wrist, and his thin fingers were 1ike
wires biting into her fitsdn. "You geing
to be mice?"

“I've got to see Nick."

“He don't need any canaries. He don't
need any cigarette girls. 1f you're seme
old flame of his, see him in the morning:
Let’s go, now." )

The squeeze of his fimgers was turning
her around, back toward the doer, het
splinters of pain stabbing through her
arm and into her shoulder. .

“It’s about Johm Thacker,” she said.

His grip relaxed slightly, and she saw
there was a frozen smile on his thin
mouth.

“You trying to give me the run-
around?”

“It’s the truth. I've got to see Nick
about Jobhm Thacker. There isn't much
time. If you want trouble, you'll get
more than you know by throwing me out
now."

“You better not be stringing me, lady."
His eyes were sultry and wicked.

E HURRIED her around the outer
edge of the main reom. There were
clouds drifting across the sky-celling, a
thin moon was rising, and a silver-bright
star was slanting a white spill ef light
dewn on the girl whe was singing, ". . .
My heart salled east inte the sun . . .”
And somewhere near Carol, chipped ice
in a cocktail glass tinkled a soft echo to
the marimba.

There was a short hall not far from the
orchestra box, and then Carol was enter-
ing Nick Cassiano’s soft-lighted office.
The door closed behind her and locked
out all sound from the dance filoor.

“She says she's got something aboiit
John Thacker, Nick,” the thin man said.

Nick Cassiano looked up from his desk.
He was a lean and compact man, and sus-
picion was always dormant in his black
eyes. Recognitiom curved his smile.

“You're Mrs. Thacker.”

She nodded. “There isn't much time
to talk.”

He was wary, on guard, grim beneath
the mask of his smile.

“It’s about your husband.”

-

THRILLING MYSTERY

“Yes,” she spoke hurriedly. “He’s
coming here. He’s back on the Force,
but he doesn't have his gun. He'll be
here soon, and he’ll pick a fiight, try to
make you kill him. I know that sounds
crazy, bit it's the truth. He wants to
force you to do murder. He's willing to
Be killed if he can break you and yeur
gang and at the same time clear himself.”

Nick Cassiano’s smile was thim and
hard. ]

“You think I'm that big a fool."

“He's a cop, don’t forget that."

The thim man spoke up narrewiy. “I've
heard of crazier things, Nick."

Nick was prying at her with intent
eyes. “Wiat if we do kill him?” There
was soft menace in his tone, and he was
gouging her for an answer.

“A year ago that's what I wanted,"
she said.

Suspiciom was a flame burning in his
glance. She went on quickly.

“Winem I helped Mike Cancetti frame
my husband for taking that bribe, I
thought Johm would go after Mike with
his gun. I counted on him being killed.”

"Wihy?" It was a hard flat word.

She put her thoughts into her eyes.

"Remember who it was who gave me
the idea of framing my husband. It was
you. Nick. Only you thought I simply
wanted Johm off the Fotee, when it was
his insuramee I was thinking of. Twenty
thousand dollars is a lot of money.”

"Wihy?™ Nick said harshly.

“You ought to know womemn better than
that, Nick,” she laughed, softly mocking.
“"With Johm out of the way, with his
insurance money to help, I might have
had a chance to make anethef rman for-
get I'd been married.”

He looked at her, stilll tensely uncet-
tain.

“You mean—"

“You, Nick. It was that way from the
first. I dida’t want it te be like this,
but there’s no time for anything else
now.”

His glance burned a swift path over
her, and then he grinned broadly. *“You
got what it takes, lady.” But he still
clung to his suspicions. "What if we
kill him when he comes?”

"Whattewer you say, Nick.”

“You're all right, kid,” he laughed.
“All right, Joe. Thacker knows too
much, and this is our chanee. Wien he
gets here, we'll let him have it. He wen't
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have a warrant, and he'll start the figdht.
I'll switch on the orchestia amplifier so
everybody can hear it. It'll be self de-
fense.”

“I don’t like it,” Joe sald narrowly.

“We've got to fiinish him off sometime.
What's wrong with now? We got every-
thing our way, s6 how can we slip?”

“I just don’t like it,” Joe said.

“Maybe he's yellow,” Carol sneered to
Nick.

Joe whipped around, his eyes hot and
ugly, and for a minute she thought he
was going to strike her.

“He's your man,” Joe said harshly,
“Maybe you'd like to bump him."

Her voice was flat and steady. “If
Nick says so. He's the boss.”
“She’s got guts,” Nick said. “You

know what to do, Joe. Grab him when
he gets tough, and I'll slip her the gun.”
A buzzer sounded, and he clicked a
switeh, bent cloese to the communicator
bex. ‘Yeah, all right—all right,” he said
in answer te the message, and them he
elieked off the speaker. "Thaeker is com-
ing,” he said.

T'HE office door shoved open, and then
closed guickly. "He's here,” jehn
Thacker snapped.

Thacket's face was gray and drawn by
tension. When he saw his wife he
flingfieed as though he had been struck a
blow., He looked at Carol and them at
Nick Cassiano, and then his eyes came
back te her again, bleak and distant, and
there was a shoeck and a hurt in them that
8nly she eeuld read.

“You warned them I was comimg?"
His tone was quiet, level.

Carol heard the faint click of the
switch in the communicatiom box, and
knew all that was to follow would reach
the crowd outside through the orchestra
amplifier.

"Yes,"” she said.

It cut him, and he tried hard not to
show it. He shrugged.

“You and Nick? Is that how it is?"

"Yes.” _ _

And she theught, ""I've seen things Yike
this happen in the mevies, but they deR't

happen in real life. And yet it's hap-
pening to me; it's happening to John!”
A core of fear was growing inside her,
stretching out tentacles of panic. “This
can't happen to John! I've got to say
something, I've got to do something to
stop it.”

But there was nothing she could do.

Nick Cassiano’s voice crowded in.
“You've nho right to break in here like
this. I hope you brought a warrant.”

“No.” And then there was sommething
slow and cold in Joha Thacker's tone.
“I'th golng to kill you, Cassiano.”

John started forward with his hands
balled-up at his sides, but Nick yelled,
“Grab him, Joe! He’s going to shoot!”

And then Joe was pinning John’s
hands to his sides, and Nick was pulling
Carol across the roormn, thrustihg some-
thing cold and hard inte her palm.

“Use it,” he said softly. He raised his
voice wildly, "Don’t let him shoot!” And
then his gun was pressing against her
back, and he was whispeting harshly,
“"Use it, lady. It’s your idea. There's
only one bullet in it, so don't miss.”

Carol was standing close in front of
her husband, with the gun in her hand
pressing against his jacket, watchiag him
and fixing each detail of him fivmly in
hee mind.

" Jolhm—,” she said, and shifted the gun
muzzle two inches to the right, then
pulled the trigger. She saw him fflinch
as the bullet scraped across his ribs uf-
der his arf, and she heard Joe seream.

Then, as she opened her putse so John
could get the gun she had brought, she
heatd the roar of the shot behind her and
felt the jolt of pain that spun her around
and knocked her into a world of empty
blackness. . . .

Thete were soft curtains and antisep-
tic smells and whispering silences in the
room she wakened in. Johm was bending
over her.

"Don't try to talk now,” he was saying.
“Just sleep, Carol. Go back to sleep.”

"Don’t go, Johm, don't ever go.”
His touch was light on her hand. “I'll
be here,"” he said. “I'll be waiting.”
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CHAPTER 1
Five-Mbarm Funeral

AT THE edge of the
clearimg,, George
Chance came to an
abruptt stop.. He
stared at the brown,
barnlike sttructure
that bridged a swiftly
moving streamn, and
was lighted by two
flood lamps beaming
down from the roof.
The place was a mill, no doubt of that,
for Chanece could hear the rumbling of
the mill-wheel as it churned in the water
of the race. But no one could have
named this ancient building the “Green
Mill.”
“Stand where you are, Simmons!”
The husky command came from be-
hind Chance. He turmed swiftly to con-
front a thick, broad-shouldered man
wearing high boots with trouser legs
tucked in their tops. The man had an
unpleasant, coarse-featured face, with
curling red hair hanging down to meet
scowling brows. Over a hlack-and-red
plaid shirt he wore, peculiarly emnough,
an artist’s smock that was daubed and
smeared with oil colors. He was aradling
a repeating shotgum in one arm, but
it was doubtful if he had been hunting
rabbits by moomlight.

“You're not Simmons,” he said
gruffly.
“Fortumattzly, I'm not Simmons,”

Chance said.

A smile twisted his finely drawn
mouth — the smile that had charmed
thousands across the footlights whem he
had toured the world with his magic
show. The man in the artist smock,
however, was not charmed.

“Them you’re one of the others. |
promised I'd shoot the next prowler I
found around here. You're it.”

“I'mm not prowling,” Chance said. “If
I were, you wouldn’t have caught me.
I'm rather good on the prowl. I just
happened to be looking for a roadhouse
known as the Greem Mill. I heard this
mill-wheel and saw the lights, so my mis-
take was matural.”

“Huh! Any darned fool could see my
place isn‘t green. Besides, dida’t you
see my sigh at the foot of the path?”

“Sorry, I didn't.”

“"Welll, suppose you go back and look
at it. You'll find what you're looking
for a quarter of a mile up the road.
The Greem Mill is painted green—and,
it's a windmill. I hope you lose your
shirt, sucker!”

"Thanks. That’s decent of you!™

ROM the mill sounded the slam of a
dook. The fan in the artist smeck
started slightly. Them Chanee saw
anothet mam Funning aeress the eleat-
ing, a lanky figuse with a shock of dead-
black hair that emphasized the whiteness
ot his thin, peaked faee.
“Roy!"” the lanky fman called.
Babe's gonel”
“Gone?”
The redhead’s jaw dropped and his
yellowish eyes glared at the black-haired

“R@y.
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newcomer who, evidently mnoticing
Chance for the first time said, in a voice
that approached the whine of a whipped
puppy:

“I—I'm sorry, Roy. I thought—"

“Never mind what you thought
The man in the smock poked at Chance
with the barrel of his shotgum. “Get
along, you.”

“Getting,” Chance said, and began
to amble toward the road where his car
was waiting.

“And move fast!"

This parting shot from “Roy” didn't
quicken Chance’s footsteps. He even
paused after he had gone a little way to
look back. The redhead had the thin
man by the scrufff of the neck and was
huferying him toward the mill.

“Nice, amiable person, that Roy,"
Chance muttered, then went on to where
the footpath joined the road from Am-
beyd. Using his filathlighit he discovered
a sigh en a fenece post. It read:

"ﬂ

ROY BARTLET STUDIO

Across the road, Merry Wihite low-
ered the window of the Chance car. The
magician playfully picked out her pert,

retty face with the beam of his light.

he called to him, asked if this was the
place.

“No,” he told her as he got into the
car. “That’s Roy Bartlet’s studiee-
visitors not welcome. Or welcomed with
a shotgun. I wouldn’t be surprised if
we'd have more fun investigating Bart-
let’s brown mill than Lanky Leyton's
Green Mill up ahead. But we’'ve got a
job to do.”

The “job” was self assigned. George
Chance had been spending much time in
recent months breaking up crooked gam-
bling resorts up and down the state of
New York. Sometimes, with the help
of Merry White and Joe Harper he
would visit Army camps and instruct the
soldiers how to detect various devices
employed by crooked professional gam-
blers.

For several days the regiom around
the little town of Amboyd had been his
special concerm, for a new Army camp
was being located a few miles north of
the town. Chance held no brief against
gambling. Games of chance had been
played since the beginning of time. But
he could not endure the thought of
the men of America’s army losing to

gambling crooks. For that reasom he
and Merry were headed for the Green
Mill while Joe Harper, claiming to have
a private project of his own, had re-
mained in Amboyd.

As the Chance car had topped a little
hill Merry White leaned forward to
stare through the windshield. Ahead a
tower of crackling flame reached up into
the dark sky.

“Look, darlin'!"

“Too bad we didn’t bring some marsh-

mallows,” Chance said. “That's quite
a fime"

“Some poor farmer’s barn!” Merry
suggested.

“I don't think so,” Chance disagreed.

The structure that blazed seemed too
tall for a barm, or had been too tall, for
at that moment the roof caved in, send-
ing a shower of sparks hundreds of feet
into the air.

Chance braked his car beside a drive
which led from the road to the blazing
building. He pointed significantly to
a large green sign that hung from a steel
post at the side of the drive. The sign
read:

Lanky Leyton's
GREEN MILL
Fire Fodds & Ligours

They could see dark figures moving
about fiear the filaming building. One, a
man on horsebaclk, gave his mount a
sharp cut with a quirt and galloped to
the mouth of the drive. Chance recog-
nized De. Jefferson Hall, a retired physi-
cian who had become mayor of Amboyd.
He was a tall, clean-shavem man with
a high forehead and the type of featires
generally referced to as “distinguished.”

Hall dismounted, strode over to the
car.

“It’s Mr. Chance, isa't it? And Miss
Wihite?” The exciternent of the fire
found Jefferson Hall completely uf-
ruffled. “Please don’t park so near the
drive,” he said. "We're expecting the
fire truck from Amboyd any mement.”

Chance laughed. "They ought to get
here in time to save the parking let, any-
way. How did it happen?”

The mayor of Amboyd shook his head.
“No one has even offered a guess. 1
was taking my usual evening jauat when
I saw the fifee. But by the time I reached
here the entire bullding was a mass
of fHames”
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“No one trapped inside, I hope.”

“We don't know,” Hall replied. A
worried frown furrowed his high fore-
head. “Wihen I got here, there was 1o
one standing around except Mrs.
Bartlet and Wiilliaen Simmons, the lecal
real estate and insurance Man. SimMMons
went to the nearest farm to telephone for
the fire department, while Mrs., Bartlet
and 1 stood around and shouted to Leﬁ
ton just en the ehanee that Re might
have been semewhere inside, trapped and
in need of Help. No ene answered our
ealls.”

“Wihat about Leyton's customers?™
Chance asked.

“I understand a peculiar thing hap-
pened this evening early,” Hall said.
“Leyton’s customets walked out in a
body . .. But more about that later.
Here comes the fire dlepaddment !

Chance hurriedly pulled out of the
way of an antiquated fire truck that
came up the road with clanging bell.
Driving inte the parking lot some dis-
tance from the burning roadhouse he got
out ot the car with Mary, and ¢hey
L@lh@d Jeffersen Hall who had tethered

is herse to the sigh pest.

Exactly what the firemem intended to
do was not clear. There was no avail-
able water for the pumper, and the fiire
was certainly beyond the control of
chemicals.

“Look at that bed!” a man on the
truck yelled wildly pointing at the blaz-
ing building.

Fire had eaten through the second
floor and up there, supported by sag-
ging beams already ablaze, could be
seen a bedstead of iron, its mattress
in ffleres. Only a motment later, the
supporting beams %ave way, and as the
bed crashed through to the ground filoer
semething rolled frem the fAtaming mat-
tress into the blazing inferne.

ORRIFIED cries arose.
“That was a man'’s body' ’

n T Badypas agramufedy!” s
T:cc{[r;,emaybel Or Burkey! Some-

gﬁ%n the whole front wall of the
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was lying on that bed—"

At a rustle in the bushes Chance
glanced over his shoulder. A iman
stepped from the foliage, a small, weaz-
ened person, with the hair singed from
his head. Great watery blisters stood
uP from the back of his hand as he

utched the magician’s arm.

“Get the sheriff!” he said hoarsely.
“Don’t say anything to nobody. Just
bring the sheriff over here to me. I'll
be hid in these bushes.”

Merry White gripped Chance's arm,
staring wide-eyed at the little man.

“Sorry, but I don't know the sheriff,”
George Chance said. "Is he here?”

“Sure. The pot-belly over there
talkin’ to Simmons.” The little man
pointed with his blistered hand. “Bring
him over here, will you? I'll be back
in the woods.”

He ducked back into the bushes and
Chance looked at the girl beside him.

“There’s something kind of f-i-s-h-y
going on around here,” Merry said.

Chance nodded. Gripping her arm, he
walked with her over to where the sher-
iff stood talking to Simmons who, ac-
cording to Jefferson Hall, was the local
real estate agent and insuramce under-
writer. Insuramce seemed to occupy his
attentiom fully now,

“"Womder how the law reads on that,
Sheriff,” Simmons was saying. “Ley-
ton was a bachelor. No family, no kin
anyone knew about. And if that was
him tumbled out ot that bed, who will
the insurance company pay off to?”

“The estate,” the sheriff said. “To
settle up debts and stuff, I guess. But
we don't know it was Leyton fell with
that bed.”

CHAPTER 11
Litde Mban Im the Wooads

EORGE CHANCE looked William

Simmons up xhd down. That ugly-
tempeted artist, Bartlet, had mistaken
Chance for Simmens half an heur of so
ago. Sueh a mistake was wnderstand-
able. Simmens was nearly as tall and
fully as wide as the magician. His com-
plexion, however, was dark. He wore
glasses astride a crooked nose and his
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short upper lip was adormed by a wax
mustache.

Chance tapped the sheriff on the
sheuléer

"May T speak fe yee alg a ﬂgiﬁ
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Isg me:" the sheriff said: "You bet

ter talk quick, Burkey.”
It wasn't the mest tactful thing the

sherifff could have said. A wistful smile
twnstedl the lips of the little man,

“I'll talk,” he said. “I didn’t fire the
mill. You—you get the killer. Leyton,
Shag, and Shag's torpedo—he got ‘em
all. The wh—whiskey bottle inside my
coat. I saw him. Tﬂne—the pin artist.
Get him! He— —

The little man coughed. Blood fikcked
his lips. He summoned what strength
he had left, seemed to be tryimg to sit up.

"Get—get Leytom’s bones. They'll
tell. Get—Leyton’s bomes!"

And them, as Jefferson Hall, Merry
White, and Simmons came up Burkey
died. Chance knelt there, studying the
little man's face. A bright red welt
crossed it from temple to mouthh. .

S GEORGE CHANCE drove away
from the scene of the fire a little
later, he told Mlerry':

“You'll take the car back to New
York tonight. If you don’t hear from
me before noon tomortrow, send Glenn
Saunders up to Amboyd. Hawe him ar-
tive at dusk and go straight to the ho-
tel.”

Merry nodded.
business, darlin”?”

“It's murder,” he said. “Remember
Burkey's dying words—'Leytom, Shag,
and Shag's torpedo™? The sherifff didn't
seern to get the idea, but that name ‘Shag’
couldn't refer to anybody but Shag
Hemphill who feeeﬂtl{ looted theee up-
state banks ot four hundred thousand
dollars.”

“You think there were tlteee bodies in
the burning mill?” Merry asked, wide-
eyed.

“I wouldn't be surprised. The last job
Shag Hemphill pulled he was §u€pased
to have collected a bullet frem the gun
of a bank guard. He'd have had te hele
up somewhere and the Greem Mill eould
have been the spot. And the Greem Mill
being practically empty tenight—that
was a put-up job if thete ever was éne.”

“I didn’t hear anything abeut that,”
Merry sald “Don’'t Held eut en e,
darlin".’

He laughed. " I Rever have yet. It
seems that early this evening guite a
crowd came out from Ambeyd te the
Green Mill. Seme gay yeung Blade frem
town got to gambling, 1est meney, then
claimed the Greeh mill games were
crooked. He started a small riet whieh

“This is Greem Ghost
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ended with the crowd breaking up some
of the gambling equipment and walking
out in a body. About an hour later, the
fire seemns to have been well under way.”

“And you think that riot was for the
simple purpose of cleaning out the Green
Mill so that Leytomn would be easy prey
for soriebody?”

“That’s about the size of it. And
there’s something else I picked up. It
seemed to be open knowledge that Ley-
ton ran a gambling house. Up until a
mofith ago, though; he had the reputa-
tion of belng an honest gamblet. Then
the gamnes started to get crooked. It
might be coineidence—but it was just
abeut a menth ago that this Shag Hemp-
Ril pulled his third bank jeb and van-
ished.”

Chance stopped the car, got out, went
around to Merry's side.

“Shove undet the wheel, honey,” he
said. “I'm going to need both hands.”

With Merry driving, Chance took a
small leathet-covered make-up kit from
a pocket. Magician he was and breaker
of crooked gamblers and other frauds,
but He was alse the Greea Ghost, hurter
of murderers. Few knew of this double
identity for enee the secret was eut the
life ef Geerge Chanee weuldat have
been werth the proverbial plugged
Rickel. Where Geerge Chance had Rests
of friends, the Green Ghest had as many
enemies.

Chance had spent the early years of
his life in the circus. There he had
learned the rudiments of his magic. Ven-
teiloquisim and impersonatiom were les-
sons he had learned, along with the art
ot fhE@W'ih? a knife with deadly accu-
faey. But frem Ricki, the clown, he had
learned rmake-up, and new his skill in
that field far surpassed that of Hhis
teacher.

WIFTILY now Chance applied make-
up te his lean fair-skinned face.
Blown eye shadow deepened the pits
of his eyes and the hellews of his cheeks.
Brown pencil applied delicate little lines
that emphasized facial bones. Two liftle
gvals of wire inserted in his neostrils
tilted his nese. A set of yellowed shell
teeth were fitted over his ewn natural
teeth. Add to this a liberal application
ef white pewder for paller and the job
was virtually dene.
In his black suit, his black crusher hat,

the Green Ghost could have passed ufi-
noticed in a crowd. But let his sunken
eyes assurme that unblinking, vacant ex-
pression, let his thin 1ips draw back from
the yellow teeth and his face became a
pale, terrifying death’s head. To height-
en the effect, a tiny electric globe was
eoficealed in an erhate seaff pin. He
eould manipulate a rheestat in Ris poeiaet,
throwing a baleful greenish glow acress
Ris faee—the faee of the Green Ghest
that, eAce seen, was Rever fergetien.

Complete secrecy concerning Chance's
double life was assured by Glenn Saun-
ders who had served in the role ot dotible
for Chance in the magician's great stage
performances. Sinee Chance’'s retire-
ment from the stage and his adoption of
crime detectiom as a Hhobby, Glenn
Saunders was more important than ever,
For by a curious wink ef Natute, helped
_bg plastic surgery, Saunders was the
identical deuble sf Chanee.

“What did the whisky bottle have to
do with [t?” Merry asked abruptly
wgen Chance had fiinishedi his make-up
job.

“The one Burkey had concealed under
his coat? It was just an empty quart
bottle but it had contaimed gasoline.
Burkey must have caught the murderer
firingz the building. He mmay have tried
to save Leytom—liiff he wasa’t tee busy
saving his own skin—but he knew the
murderer, whieh made him dangerous to
the killer.”

The twinkling lights at the outskirts
ot Amboyd came into view and Merry
sent a wistful glance at the lean figgure
beside her.

"Wihat do I do—just drop you off here
in town?”

"Yes. Then drive straight on through.
And don't forget about Glenn.”

“Sending me back home while you
gt?y here and detect, darn it! It’'s not
a r.H

“You might even go so far as to say
I'm mean,” he suggested. “But some-
body has to go back for Glenn. The
Green Ghest can't operate unless Glenn
is around to alibi Mr. Chance. Now how
abeut a smile?”

Merry dimpled. “And a kiss, huh?”

Ten minutes later, George Chance,
now the Green Ghost, was a shadowy fig-
ure in the yard back of Amboyd’s only
hetel. A rusty fiite-escape ladder fas-
tened to the rear wall was eight feet
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above the ground. The Green Ghost
leaped, caught the bottom rung of the
ladder, drew his light well-sinewed body
up hand-over-hand until he found foot-
hold. Then he climbed to the third of
the hotel's four stories, tapped on the
pane of a lighted window.

OE HARPER, Broadway's prince of

chiselers and perpetwal parasite at-
tached to the Geofge Chance bamk-roll,
appeared at the window, a cigarette
dangling from his loese lips. If he was
surprised to see the skull-like face of
the Green Ghest looking into his hotel
room his wooden face gave no indica-
tion.

He simply lifted the sash.

"Fly in, G. G." he invited dryly, closed
the window, calmly sat down and picked
up a movie magazine.

Joe had on his green snap-brimm hat.
That wasf't news, since he probably slept
in that hat. His gaudy checked suit and
shrieking tie was not news either. What
was different about Joe Harpet was that
his right eﬁe was pretty well blacked out.
His left, sharp and shiny and black, ex-
amined the Green Ghost critieally.

"“You must’we run into a murdet to sud-
denly show up here in the graveyard
costurme,” Joe said.

“Two murders, anyway,” the Ghost re-
plied. “Maybe a couple more. I know
fnow whete Death takes his holiday—here
in Amboyd. You leok as though you'd
fun into something yourself.”

Joe slammed his magazine on the floofr.
“I ran into a hick gas grindet, that’s all.
It was my idea I should sort of cireum-
navigate the town and see it there were
any crooked crap games going 6n whieh
I would detect for you, see?”

The Ghost’s grin was ghastly. “And
you thought you could pick up a few dol-
lars out-crooking the crooks.”

“All right,” Joe said peevishly. “The
truth is, this town is deader than you
look after ten p. m. No crap games.
They take in the sidewalk. About eleven,
1 stopped in at a gas station which alse
sells magazines and candy and stuff, and
1 got to talking with the prep and ehief

as pumper. No dice games, I said 8
im, and he said he'd rell me a game.”

“And the hick from the sticks took
your wad!”

“Yeah,” Joe admitted. “With crooked
dice. I told him so, and he said you can't

load transparent dice. You can, can't
you?”

The Green Ghost nodded. “With tiny
platinum disks under the spots.”

“That’s what I thought. Anyway, me
and the gas grinder had an altercation.
He was a big guy. He knocked me for
a loop.”

“You didn't pick up those crooked
dice, did you?”

Joe shook his head. “I picked myself
up and came back here to watch my
fmouse grow up.”

He glanced in the mirror to see what
his mouse was doing. The eyes were
swelling and blackening to his dissatis-
faetion.

“Who was killed this time, G. G.?" he
asked.

“They think Leytom, proprietot of the
Green Mill, for one. They know a man
named Hugh Butkey for another.”

“Hugh Burkey?” Joe turmed from the
glass. "I knew a Hugh Burkey once.
He was a pitchrmam, and darned good. He
used to sell the Lord’s Prayer engraved
on the head of a nail. A llttle, shriveled-
up guy, this Hugh Burkey I kaew. 1
heard he'd been iR stie enee fer engrav-
ing seme plates for counterfeiters, and
when he get eut he atened fer Ris evil

ways by deing these religious engrav-
ings e naill Heads. His was a niee
Facket.”

OULD be the same man,” the
Green Ghest said.

He picked up Joe's cigaretie case from
a little table beside the bed, epened it
to find it well stocked with Geerge
Chanee's clgarettes, and chuekled.

“Mind if I meoch from myself, joe?”

“Go right ahead,” Joe said geﬂefeuslg;
“And then you might eﬂllghteﬁh e as te
who you'te going to haunt.”

The Ghost took a few theughtful
drags, then said:

“First, I want to see the guy whe beat
you at dice.”

Joe looked at his watelh—a wateh
which had ence belenged {8 George
Chanee.

_ "He’ll be closed up By new. He was
in that filling station twe Blecks up the
fain drag.”

_ "There was a light there when I passed
it a moment oF 80 age. Meet me over
there in five minutes. Remember, we
don't know each ether.”
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CHAPTER 111

Broken Neck

E Green Ghost returmed to the
windew, swiRg ever the sill and
efte the fire-eseape ladder. He dropped
from the bettem fung inte the yard, thea
headed up the deserted street toward the
filling station. The plase was still
lighted.

Joe and the Ghost approached the sta-
tion from opposite sides ot the street.
The Ghost's black gloved hand closed on
the knob ot the office door, twisted it,
and he stepped inside. Joe Harper fol-
lowed close on his heels. The office
seemed deserted.

Across from the door was a cigar and
candy counter. The glass front had been
broken and pieces of peppermint stick
candy were spilled on the ffear. Also
on the floor, tracked in grease, were
the marks of big bare feet. Joe gave a
low whistle.

“Couldn’t be Li’l Abner, could it?" he
whispered.

The door from the office into the wash
and grease room was open and visible
across the sill was the foot and ankle of
a man. The foot wore a shoe that cowldn't
possibly fit the barefoot tracks on the
floor.

The Ghost crossed to the door. The
grease room was one step down from the
office itself. Lying there on the flloor
sprawled the fiilling station attendant,
head bent so that one cheek seemed to
rest on one shoulder. He was a big man.

“But,” the Ghost muttered, “not big
enough.”

“That’s the guy with the gyp dice,"
Joe said. “"Whoewer knocked him out
must have been the son of Superman.”

The Ghost stepped into the room,
knelt beside the man. He took hold of
the head, moved it from side to side.

“Neck's broken,” he whispered. “He
didn't do that falling, either. Look at
the bruises on the throat.”

“Jeeps! You suppose the barefoot hill-
william—"

Joe's sentence dangled. He had taken
a taste of the strength of the filling sta-
tion owner himself. Yet here that man

lay dead, neck snapped, the big body cast
aside like a broken toy.

“Jeeps!” he said again.
candy all over the place!”

The Greem Ghost was searching
through the pockets of the dead fiilling
station operatot. He stood up, shook his
head.

“No dice,” he said, “and I mean no
dice.” He stepped back into the office
and began a methodical search.

“They were red, transparent dice,”
Joe said. “Could be the guy had a sud-
den notion to get rid of them in case I
decided to report him to the cops.”

“That’s not logical,” the Ghost said. He
had opened the fire doot ot a coal stove
that stood in the cornet and was hauling
out bits of papee and waste. “If you've
been gypped by a gambler you don't go
to the cops.”

“Maybe he gypped the barefoot guy
and got killed for it.”

“That’s not sense, either. There was
money in the dead man’s pocket. Ap-
parently all the barefoot bone-breaker
wanted was stick candy. It sounds silly,
but—""

The Ghost spread out a crumpled piece
of paper and uttered a low laugh. On the
paper was writtem :

“And stick

Enclosed two hundred dollars. Will mail
twice that amount tomorrow if you manage
to get all the customers out of the Green Mill
tonight. Bettet burn this.

Thete was no signature.

E following afternoon, George
Chance feceived a phone eall at the
Amboyd hetel frem the office of Sheriff
Clasner, asking him to some to the eourt-
heuse at enee. Wheh he artived He
found the sheriff's office in a state of
Righ exeitement. Jeffersen Hall, Am-
Beyd's herseback-riding MayQ®r Was
there, dreised iR Ratty whipeokd breeeh:
gs ahd matching jacket. Wilhiamh Sim-
mens, the real estaie agent was alse pres:
ent, and appeared i@ Have gRawed 3eme
8k the wax 8ut 8t His mustache.

Beside the sheriff's desk sat a rather
pretty blond woman ot about thirty-five,
her eyes red and swollen as though she
had been ctying. A short, brown-haired
fman stood with one hand on the back of
her chait.

Newspapers were spread out on a
couch at one side of the room, and on top
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of the papers were three heaps of charred
bones.

“Tie ashes that remaineth,” Sheriff
Clasner said solemnly, and the woman in
the chair sobbed. “I'm sorry, Edith"
the sherifif apologized. “I know this is
pretty hard on you, since you and Ley-
ton were figuring on getting married.
But we got to do our duty.”

The sheriff turned to Chance. “This
is Miss Edith Muns. Leyton didn’t have
any next-of-kin so we called in Miss
Muns. And this man—he indicated the
short persom beside Miss Muns—"he's
Dr. Hereford, our coroner. Believe you
know the mayor and Councilmam Sim-
mons.”

Chance nodded. “In a case like this,
it's fortunate you have two medical men
in your local gowernment.”

Jefferson Hall smiled. “I haven't
practiced medicine in years, Mr. Chance,
but I suppose I was some assistance in
this matter.” He waved his hand to in-
dicate the heap of bones.

“I still don’t think we ought to pro-
ceed untill the insurance inspector from
my company gets here,” Simmons ob-
jected. “All this eould easily be arson,
Sheriff.”

“"Now you just keep your shirt on,
Bill,” the sheriff said. "All this is
pretty informal. 1 don't think it's arson.
It just looks as though the tail end of a
crime wave hit this county and we got
to stop it.”

He turmed to Chance, teetered up and
down on his toes,

“"Maybe you've heard Gabby Burns
who runs the fillling; station was killed
last night. Funny that it was Gabby
who was out at the Greea Mill and
brought on that riot that ended with all
the customers walking out. 1 fiigure his
killing was tied up with Leyton’s death,
the murdet of Butkey, and a couple of
unidentified skeletons we raked out of
the ashes.”

“"We have reason to believe, Mr.
Chance,” Simmons said, "that Leyton
was harboring a couple of bank robbers
—a Shag Hemphil and one of Shag's
men."

“Mr. Chance heard what Burkey said
before he cashed in last night,” the sher-
iff said. "Yessir, Mr. Chance, we ffigure
onie of those heaps of bones over there
belonged to Leyton. We got pretty pes-
itive identification of the skull, because
of the teeth. We'te waiting for a man

from New York to come up and identify
the other two. Though from what Bur-
key said, we just know they were Shag
Hemphil and one of his hemchmen."”
“That's not true!” the blond woman
eut in. “Lanky Leytom wouldn’t harbor
criminals. I know he woulidim"t)™

EFFERSON HALL regarded her
®P kindly.

“Perhaps not from choice, Miss Muns.
But Leyton had a criminal record—"

“I know!” admittedd Miss Mums. “But
he's been going straight! 1 know he
has!"

“Well,” William Simmons offfered, “it
could easily be that Leytom was forced
to sheltering Shag Hemphil. And if
Shag had one or more of his henchmen
with him, he probably just took the
Green Mill over, even wounded as he
was."

“Mr. Chance,” the sherifff said, “in the
ashes at the Green Mill and right with
the skeletom we've decided belonged to
Leyton, we found this here object and
darned it we can identify it.”

He handed Chance a scrap of metal
from which four prongs stood up from
the four corners of a square top. The
square was a little more tham three-
quarters of an ineh in dimension and the
prongs were about an inch and a halk
long. Thete was a small ring iA {he
center of the top and attached te this
the blackened and filieetwistedd remains
of a safety pif.

Chance handed the object back te the
sheriff.

“It's a dice holder,” he sald. “A
crooked dice man will pin the helder in
his sleeve or at the bettom of his €eat.
Whemn he wants tg introdwuee leaded dice
into a game, thumb and ferefinger eateh
the dice at the sides, pull, and the diee
are snapped inte the waiting Wand.”

The sherifff scratched his head. He
looked dlisappointed,

“Thought for a mement 1 had a elue.
Guess maybe 1 didn't. 1 heard Gabby
Burns took crooked dice off Leyten if
that fight at the Greea Mill ias mght..
Guess this thing is what held them.

"One thing before 1 ge,” Chance said.
"Was Burkey an asseciate ef Leyton's?”

The sheriff, Simmens, and Hall all
nedded.

"He worked behiRd the bar at the
Green Mill,” the sheriif said.

“Thanks,” Chance said, as he went 8
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the door. “I'm sorry I couldn’t be of
motre help to you.”

As a matter of fact, though, he might
have been quite a bit more help to the
sheriff, for he was fairly certain that he
knew the identity of the murderer. But
as to the motive behind the killings he
was still in the dark. Strings had to be
tied inte the mystery web and one such
string, he belleved, could be found at
Roy Bartlet’s stiidlo.

He particularly remembered the inci-
dent that had taken the disagreeable art-
ist back toward the house the night be-
fore. The thin man had come out to tell
Bartlet that “Babe” was gone. Wtho was
“Babe?” And why should the announce-
ment have affected Bartlet as it had?
Could someone who might be called
“"Babe” be connected with the theft of
stick candy in Gabby Butns’ filling sta-
tion? Perhaps the key to the entire mys-
tery could be found at Roy Bartlet's
studio.

Glenn Saunders, George Chance’s dou-
ble, came into Amboyd after dusk, driv-
ing the Chance car. He parked on a side
street a block from the hotel, immedi-
ately went to the hotel and to the room
Chance himself had arranged for. The
appearance of the tall, slender man with
fed-gold hair attracted ne special atten-
tion in the lobby, for there was no way
of distinguishing the double from the
erigimall €opy.

FEW minutes later the Green
Ghost entered the car which Glenn
Saunders had just left. He drove three
blecks to the north, paused at a quiet
gtreet intersectiom to pick up Joe Har-
efr.
P “You're a decoy tonight,” the Ghost
explained, as they cleared the city lim-
its.

“I am?"” Joe asked without emthusiasm.
The Ghost nodded.

“You're to be bait for Roy Bartlet's
shotgun while I get inside his studio and
see what's what."

“I get it. Along with the buckshot I
get it.”

“Apparently he doesn’t like prowlers
on his property. We've got to chance
it, Joe. He oughtn’t to be too difficult
for you to handle.”

The Ghost parked his car some dis-
tance from the footpath that led to the
artist’s studio. Joe contemplated the
wooded landscape distastefully,

“I ain’t no boy scout, I'd Hke you to
remermber,” he said. “No trail blazing,
stalking, and making fires without
matches for me, I'll take steam heat, for
mine.”

“I don't care how you manage this,”
the Ghost whispered. “You can use
diplormacy or you can tise a blackjack.”

“To me they are practically the same
thing.”

The sound of voices came to their ears
before they had travelled far up the path.
They paused, the Ghost shoving Joe be-
hind him into the bushes. Even in dark-
ness like this, he couldn’t be certain that
Joe’s necktie would not stand otit like a
teaftic light.

“Hey,” Joe whispered, “what about
poison iwy?”

“"Hush,” the Ghost cautioned.

He could hear the voices clearly now;
could recognize them.

“I wouldn’t sell at any price!” Roy
Bartlet was shouting. “I'we told you
that, Simmons. I bought the place for a
studio and a home for my mother, and
here I intend to stay!”

“I'm willing to pay a thousand dollars
more than you paid for it,” Simmons
said. “That’s a nice profit.”

“Go on and get out of here!” ordered
Bartlet. “Tell your New York client
that he can go find himself anothet old
mill if he feels he’s got to live in one.
Get!”

— ——

CHAPTER 1V

Fire Bug

em—

IMMONS" footsteps sounded along

the path. The Ghest and Joe Hart-
per walted breathlessly until the real
estate agent had passed withim twe yards
of where they were hiding.

“Now,” the Ghost whispeted to Joe.
“Right up the path. See it you can in-
tercept Bartlet!”

As Joe stepped into the path, the
Ghost melted back into the darkness,
cut across through the woods toward the
lights that fllooded the clearing around
the mill, He spotted Joe Harper stand-
ing in front of Roy Bartlet. The artist
had his shotgum, but Joe had his sap and
his gift of gab. Joe was talking, argu-
ing Rimself inte a spet whete Bartlet's
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guard would be down and Joe's black-
jack up.

Bartlet’s back was toward the Ghost.
The magician-detective moved from the
shadows and into the lighted clearing,
behind Bartlet’s broad back. Them he
ran for the door of the barnlike brown
building.

The door was unlocked. The creak of
its hinges was effectively muffled by the
rumble of the mill-wheel and the churn-
ing of the mill-race. He stepped into a
poorly lighted room that served as a
hall, closed the door, stopped to listen.

Upstairs somebody was snoring loud-
ly in spite of the early hour. On the
ground floor, to his right, he could hear
a metallic cligikelitick. He moved sound-
lessly to an open doorway, looked into
a cavernous room that must have been
cold in winter in spite of the huge stone
firepdace.

A woman of gixty or more was seated
in a cone of light cast by a table lamp.
She was knitting and her steel meedles
had caused the clicking sound.

The magician-detective had seem her
the night before at the scene of the flire.
Jefferson Hall had said that Mrs. Bart-
let and Willliasm Simmons had been the
firsit to get to the conflagration,

Mrs. Bartlet had rather a hard, stern
face. Her mouth as it mumbled over
counted stitches suggésted that Roy
Bartlet's ugly dispositiom might have
been inherited from his mother.

The Ghost waited to learn whether or
not his movements had been detected.
The click of the steel needles was un-
interrupted.

Ahead of him a pine staircase mount-
ed to the second fftoor. He climbed the
steps quickly, was confronted by a
closed door which he opened. Beyond
stretched a long, narrow hall with rooms
opening from either side. No sooner
had he set foot in this hall tham some-
body at the other end cime backing out
of a door. The thin, pale-faced man he
had seen the night before.

The Ghost stepped quickly through
the open door of a darkened room. The
pale-faced man came down the hall, car-
trying a tray of dirty dishes in beth
hands. At the door at the top ot the
stairway, he balanced himselff on ene
foot, stipporting the tray with ene hand
and an upraised knee, and the Ghost saw
a large ring of keys dangling half eut

of the man’s pocket.
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E thin man carried out the order

Aot te make a sound in a peculiar

manner. He dropped the tray ot dishes,

epened his mouth, would have screamed

had net the Ghest's hands shet out and
clesed upem his threat.

Downstairs, old Mrs. Bartlet heard
the crash. The Ghost heard her foot-
steps on the stairs and her anxious
question:

“"What's wrong, Raymond?"

Raymond was in no positiom to an-
swer, but from the thim lips of the Green
Ghost came a perfect impersonatiom of
Raymond’s voice.

“It’s all right, Mrs. Bartlet.
dropped some dishes.”

“Babe hasn’t got out again?”

“He’s all right,” the Ghost replied.

Them he heard Mrs. Bartlet descend
the steps. With one hand still tightly
closed on Raymond’s thtoat, the Ghost
pulled the servant back inte the un-
lighted room.

“You could have avoided some trou-
ble, Raymond,” he whispeted. "I re-
gret this, but probably net as fauch as
you will.”

His right hand dropped te his side,
pressed the release of a clever gimmick
pinned inside his ceat. His smalll black
autornatic dropped inte His Hand. He
lashed out with & gun-bariell blew to the
side of Raymond's head, and the servant
dropped limply inte his aFms.

He let Raymond down to the fllver
gently, them with the servant’s keys in
his pocket he proceeded dewm the Hhall
to the doer which he had seen Raymend
leaving. There was a small iren grat-
ing in the panel and tRreugh this Re
could see into a lighted reem. The Ak
was strewm with teys—a teddy Bear, a
wooden traih, lead seldiers, mafbles;

I just
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tops, and blocks. Here and there among
the toys were chunks of red and white
peppermint sticks, and among the other
litter were two shining red plastic dice.

Just beyond the grating, the Green
Ghost could see the foot of a bed. It was
from this bed that the snofing came.

The Ghost examined the lock on the
door, selected the proper key and quietly
turned it in the keyhole. The snoring
stopped momentarily. The Ghost waited
for it to begin again, then he pushed
the heavy door open, stepped into the
room. He looked across the foot of the
bed at Babe.

The bed was oversize and so was the
occupant. The Ghest judged that Babe
would top his own six-foot helght by at
least five inehes and the breadth of shoul-
der exposed above the top of the covers
looked like a prize winning ham. THhe
face of the sleeper rnatched the name
that had been given him. It was as pudgy
as a baby's, Had the same smeeth skif,
and yet a fine yellowish beard was grew-
ing &R the reunded €hiA.

The Ghost tiptoed over the teddy bear,
reached down among blocks and marbles,
picked up one of the dice. He dropped
it into his pocket. He was heading for
the second die, which was near the foot
of the bed, whea his toe touched a
farble. The marble started to roll, mak-
ing a small rumble oen the bare fllver.

Babe suddenly sat up. He blinked
puffy blue eyes at the Ghost.

“Hi,” he said in a ridiculous, squeak-
ing voice. "Man come to play with
Babe?”

ABE wore only pajama bottoms. He

scrambled from under the covers
and to the foot of the bed where he
sql;iatl@@ and blinked dully at the Green
Ghost. He was in ne way affected by the
green glowing death’s head of the
Ghost’s face.

The Ghost eyed the mate to the die in
his pocket, inched toward it. Babe
bounced up and down on the bed. Inas-
much as the imbecile must have weighed
close to three hundred pounds, that was
quite a bounce. An ugly gleam came
into his blue eyes.

“Don’t you touch Babe's playthings!"
he warned. “All Babe's.”

He jumped from the end of the bed
and as his huge bare feet hit the filwor,
one heel came down on the edge of the

red die. The cube of plastic was flifgped
clear to the other end of the room and
Babe was now firmly planted between it
and the Green Ghost.

The Ghost dropped his right hand into
his coat pocket and brought out the die
which he had just picked off the fiwor.

“Loolk, Babe,” he said in a gentle
voice. “"I've got a block and you've got
a block. You get yours and we'll play
a game.”

Babe scowled. “No block. Um’s a
square marble. You got Babe’s square
marble. You gimme!”

The imbecile grabbed at the die in the
Ghost’s hand but the Ghost popped it
into his pocket.

“You take Babe's toys!”

And thid complaint was imumediately
followed by three hundred pounds of
flesh and muscle that rammed the Ghost
back against the wall in Its onrush.
Huge fimgers went up to the Ghost's
throat—fingers ot tremendous, crushing
strength.

The Ghost’s nimble fiingets produced
a lighted match which he thrust toward
Babe's face. The imbecile released him,
backed away a little, regarded the match
suspiciously.

"Waitcth, Babe,” the Ghost said.

"Burm,” Babe said.

“No, it won't bura you. Just watch.”

The Ghost gave the match a flip and
instantly, whete the match had been, ap-
peared a beaiitifully colored rainbow
silk fully thirty inches square.

"Pretty,” the Ghost said.

Babe was not impressed. “Babe wants
um’s square marble.”

"“Keep watching,” the Ghost said.

Babe was watching with the dull stare
of the mentally deficient, one that defied
the deceits of magic. Babe was perfectly
aware that the Ghost’s left hand was
busy beneath the cover of that rainbow
silk. The magician-detective was taking
a hammer grip on the barrel of his %ua
because he knew ﬂeth'mF short ot a
Blulll-erishing blow would
Babe behave,

A crafty gleam came ifito the imbe-
cile’s eyes. He reached out suddenly,
snatched the silk away, expesing the
Ghest's gun. And then it seemed that
Babhe had always wanted a gun to play
Wwith.

His hands closed on the Ghost’s gun
and right wrist. Once more the Ghost's

ever make
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slighter body was crashed back against
the walb, with such force that for a mo-
ment he was practically out on his feet.
Wihen he staggered out of the red mist
that seemed to envelop him, Babe had
the gun!

Babe seemed to be trying to get the
forefingers of both hands through the
trigger guard at the same time. He
pointed the gun at the Ghost.

" "’ he said loudly. Fortunately
the safety was on.

“It’s no good,” the Ghost said.

GAIN that crafty gleam in Babe's
eyes. And by somme streak of mis-
fortune his fimger found the safety.

“Is too good. Babe fix um so go lxmg."”

“No,” the Ghost argued. “You don't
want to wake Mother, do you?"

“Mama don’t care. Babe want to hear
bang'"”

He had the gun’s business end toward
the Ghost now and as soon as his clumsy
fingess found the trigger he was going
to hear a bang;; no doubt of that.

“Look,” the Ghost said desperately,
“let me show you a good bang. Watch."”

He brought from his pocket a small
wad of fuse material and a little bundle
of tow. He lighted the fuse, hastily
wrapped it in the tow, and put it into
his mouth. No need for subtle moves
when performing before such an audi-
ence.

He drew a long breath through his
nostrills, exhaled forcefully through
clenched teeth.

Great clouds of smoke and sparks is-
sued from his mouth, and to his ever-
lasting relief, Babe laughed.

“Babe want to eat fire, too?"” the Ghost
asked.

Babe apparently did. He extended
his hand that held the gun, and the Ghost
obediently dropped the burning fuse
from the tow that enwrapped it into
Babe's bare hand.

Babe howled. He dropped the gun,
teied to cram his injured hand into his
mouth. The Ghost snatched up the gun,
brought a foot down flat on the glowing
fuse to extinguish it. His gun arm
slashed up, then down, the gun butt ham-
mefing the imbecile in the center of the
forehead.

Babe fell like a log. The Ghost sprang
across the room, picked up the second
die, ran out into the hall. From some-

where outside the building sounded two
gharp reports in rapid succession.

|

CHAPTER V
Ttke Fingger Poomts

EFORE the Ghost had covered half
the lengtm of the Hhall, he was
slowed by the appearance of Mrs. Bartlet
at the top of the steps. The old woman
took ene ook at the Green Ghest's glow-
ing faee, uttered a shrill screar and fled
toward the deer of the imbeeile’s reom.
The Ghost took the stairs in three
steides, bounded across the lower hall
and out the door. He all but ran into
Joe Harper who immediately rammed a
gun into the Ghost’s middle.

“"What's the shooting?” the magician-
detective demanded.

“Some fool fire bug!” Joe panted. “I
caught him trying to set fire to a pile of
firemaood at the back ot the building. We
took a shot apiece, then he ran back into
the woods.”

“You didn’t follow him, huh?”

“I told you I'm no boy scout.”

"Wihere's Bartlet?”

Joe jerked a thummb.
bushes, er—taking a nap.”

“Okay. Now back to towh.
the dice.”

“What dice?” Joe wanted to know.

“The loaded dice. Leyton’s dice.
Leyton’s bones, as Butkey said. Any
person who would use the term ‘pin af-
tist” would certainly refer to aPlee as
‘bones.” You see?” e

They regained Joe's roor at the hotel
by means of the fiticcetscape. There, the
Ghost poured a glass ef water, and teek
from his peeket a needle-peinted steel
probe and a jeweler's eyeglass. He sat
down befere the writing desk.

“What gives?” Joe asked.

“The test for crooked dice,” the Ghost
informed him. "Fitst, you've got to find
out where the load is. Like this.”

He held the dice evenly abeve the
water, dfegp@@ them. Instead of fall-
ing straight to the bettom, the diee
turmed in the water, came up with a
four and a thiee. The Ghest teek the
dice out earefully, turped them OVer,
marked the leaded bettems By serateh:

"Back in the
I've got



ing the plastic with his steel probe. He
used his handketchieff te dry them.

“How did the big Bartlet nitwit get
hold of them?” Joe asked.

“Babe was on the loose last night,”
the Ghost explained. “He went into town,
into Gabby Burns' filling station,
wrecked the candy case trying te get
peppermint. Burns tried to stop him, and
Babe is what yeu'd call a spoeiled brat.
He'll have his ewn way or bust seme-
thing. What he busted was Burnas'
feck. Then he teek all the eandy he
could earry, saw the pretty red dice=
‘square marbles’ to Babe — teek them,
tee. He was ear @ym@ his leet when the
Bartiet Household eaught up with Rim
and teek him heme.”

The Ghost had fiittedi the jeweler's
glass to his eye. His steel probe picked
at the white spots on the loaded side of
the dice, removed them one at a time
to reveal tiny disks of platinumm be-
neath. With each spot he removed, he
uttered a prolonged "AR'"" For on the
platinuth disks was minute engraving.
Whem all the spets en the loaded side
were removed, He put the dice dewn on

the desk tep. The engraving e the
platinuem dis 5 leeked like this:
Hemypihil here Loot
Underr
Get cops 1&«1‘

He handed Joe the eyeglass.

POEMERREE'S the whole story, Joe. |

N Lanky Leyton and Burkey were
virtual prisoners of Shag Hempil and
his henchmam. As soon as Hemphill and
company took over the Greem Mill as
their hide-out, Leytom’s games got
crooked. Leytom was angling for my
attentiom. He knew that evemtually
George Chance's investigatiom of
crooked gambling would land at the
Greem Mill.

“"He knew I'd confiscate the dice, ex-
amine them, and get the message that
Butkey had engrawed. That way, Ley-
ton could turm in Heraphil. Any less
subtle method probably would have
resulted in discevery, and them Hem-
hil and his Henehmam weuld have

illed Leytom and Burkey.”

“Butkey did the engraving, huh?"
Joe put the glass and the dice down.
“But what’s this about the loot wnder

[Turnn page]
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the mill race?”

“Hempiil and company hid the bank
robbery loot under the bed of the stream
that turns the wheel at Bartlet’s mill.
Therte’s a dam across the race just above
the wheel, with a gate that can be low-
ered, shutting off the flow of water. An
hour of 8o after the gate is lowered, the
bed below would be dry enough for you
to get down there and dig a hole.”

Hemphil’s loot must have been pretty
hot and he would have to wait before
he could spend it. Besides, he was
wounded, stood a fair chance of being
catight, but he wanted the loot to be
stashed until he got out.

“The joker came when the mill prop-
erty was sold to Bartlet. Because the
Bartlets were keeping Babe, who ought
to be in a padded cell, Roy Bartlet
turned out to be a watchdog who didn't
like trespassers. Our murdeter, want-
ing to get hold of the hiddem loot, was
willing te buy the Bartlet propetty. His
motive for trying to set the place on
fire was to force the Bartlets to sell.”

“Yeah,” Joe said. “But Burkey knew
about the loot and so did Leyton.”

“Well, Hemphil was wounded, and
perhaps delirious at times. He prob-
ably babbled about the hiddem money.
Burkey knew, Leyton knew, and so did
Heraphill and his henchman. But all
those men are dead. The pin artist saw
to that.”

“Wiho or what is a pin artist?” Joe
asked

The Ghost chuckled. “You'll find
out.” He stood up. "I've got to get
Glenn Saunders to arrange a meeting at
the sheriff’s office. I'll want all the sus-
pects there. Glenn, actlng as George
Chance, can say he's golhg to give a
demonstratiom of crooked dice games or
something.

“And—let’s see. I'll want that skele-
tom hand I used to tap out answers
in the Living-or-Dead trick, and also a
bar magnet. Some powdered lamp-black
on the fake skeletom hand, and it will
look like some of the charred bones. It
ought to be effective!”

In less than an hour they were gath-
ered in the sheriff’'s office—Roy Bartlet,
Mayor Jefferson Hall, Wiilliamm Sim-
mons, Sherifff Clasner, and George
Chance’s double, Glenn Sawnders.

“I don’t know what you've got me
here for,” Roy Bartlet fumed. “I'm not

interested in crooked gambling."

_ "New, Mr. Bartiet,” Hall said WEE:
ingly, "none of ys are IRtEFEStES 1R MAR:
ing our living that way, But ﬂéf 3 &5588
ghm ﬂfge,,havs yOUr eyes BBEREY BREE |

“Net interested in gamplings-. Sim:
mens asked, SuF Fi‘§€&‘:§ lelﬂg lifg it
self js just oRs 'grsaf %ﬁmh g

"Murder, gentiemen. 18 2 gamble: t831"

HOLLOW voice that might have
come from the depths of a coffin
sounded from the door of the sheriff’s
office. All eyes turned on the somber
figue in Black that entered the room.
@ 6ne said anything. They simply stood
and stared at the Greem Ghest as he
walked across the roem to a steel lecker
in which Sheeifif Clasner had put the
charred BoRes reesverdd frem the five,
Bending the corsRer's #mquest.

Sherifff Clasner was the first to re-
cover. He stepped to the coat tree
where his holster hung.

" Wihy—wihy, my gun’s gone !” he sput-
tered.

“Yes,” the Greem Ghost said. “I've
been here before, Sheriff.” He turned
from the locker holding a blackened
bony hand.

“You know what Burkey said,” Sim-
mons remembered. “'Find Leyton's
bones!"”

Jefferson Hall slapped nervously at
his polished boots with his ridiag whip.

“Stop that, Mayor,” the Ghost com-
manded. "I want no unpecessary noise.”

Jefferson Hall tucked his quirt under
his arm.

"Of all the brass-lined nerve!” Glenn
Saunders said.

“Not a word out of you, Me. Charnce,”
the Greem Ghost said to his double.
“You're not concermed in this. I sug-
gest you go over in the corner and sit
down before I make a ghost eut of yeu.”

Glenn Saundets, hiding a smile, went
to a chair and sat down. The Ghest
walked over to the sheriff's desk, teok
a position beside it. He put the black-
ened, beny hand dewn eh the desk {ep.

“Now.” His unblinking eyes leeked
from one to the ether. "“Shag Hemphil's
loot is hiddem under the mill stream at
Bartlet's studio. I suggest you fecever
it as soon as this session is ever, SheriH.
Also, there's a gigantic imbeeile iR the
Bartiet heuse whe eught te Be {urned

SHoas



over to the state. Watch out for him,
Sheriff. He’s dangerous. He killed
Gabby Burms, who was rot exactly a
weakling.”

“You’ll not touch my brother!™ Bart-
let said. "Wy, if he was turmed over
to an asylum it would kill Meothet.”

“I think you'll find the law in favor of
a padded cell for Babe, Bartlet,” the
Ghost said,

The real estate man tugged at his little
waxed mustache,

“Why were you trying to buy Bart-
let's mill, Simmons?” the Ghost asked.

“I—I was acting for a client,” Sim-
mons stammered. “A man in the city
wanted to buy it.”

"You've never met that client, have
you?"

Simons shook his head. “I simply got
a letter from him saying he wanted me
to get the place for him. His name was
Northrupt.”

“Northrupt!” The Ghost chuckled.
“"Welll, that's a better alias than Smith,
anyway. Northrupt is the murderer of
Leytom, Shag Hemphil, Hemphil’s tor-
pedo, and alse Burkey.

“Northrupt is a pin artist. He knew
about the hidden loot. He arranged to
i;.t the customers away from the Green

itl last night so that he could accom-
plish his murder business without inter-
fuption. His visit was expected by the

[Twnn to » page: 89] 89]
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T TNITED NATIONS forces are on the offensive along the watlines ot
the wotld, but we must not let down at home. Our Axis enemies
are brutally cunning and resourceful. If they think our guard is down,

they may choose that moment to strike us. Whether the news of the fight-

ing is pood or bad, we must carry on at home until our total enemy is
totally defeated.

It is going to be hard, but not as hard for us as for our sons and
brothers in the war zones. Ours is the less spectacular task of tightening our
belts, salvaging everything on scrapheaps tnat can be used in this war, put-
ting in long hours of volunteer work, sharing our tires and gasoline, giving
our blood, mending and scrimping and buying war bonds. There will not be
many heroes among us. Our adventure will come through teamwork.

Teamwork to make every blackout a cavern of guesswork for the enemy
at the bombsight. Teamwork to gather and transport every piece of rusted
scrap and every bit of decaying rubber. Teamwork to fill the membership of
the car club and force out the Hitler who rides the empty seat. Teamwork
to care for children while their mothers work. Your team is your local Civilian
Defense Council. The workers are all of us.

If we adventure well in these fields
that are open to us, and work for a just
peace for all men, there will be a new and
freer world of peace in which we and our
children can adventure after the war.

Divactow,
U. 8. Office of Civiliam Defensa.



THE CASE OF THE
BACHELOR'S BONES
(Coniinered fiam page $7)
four men He killed, but they didn't knew
he had come to kill. To kill and te burn.
“He brought gasoline for his arsen in
a whisky bottle. When he had accom-
plished his bloody work, he sprinkled
the gasoline around, set the place on five.
Only one man escaped him—Hugh But-
key. Even Btirkey did not live leng, but

long enough te point otit the killer.”

The Ghost turmed his gaze on the
skeleton hand before him.

“Leyton’s bones,” he said. “Step up,
gentlemmem, and take a look at Leyton's
burned bones."

They gathered around the desk. And
slowly the bony hand lifted from the
desk. “Good lord!™ Bartlet choked.

“Watch, gentlemen,” the Ghost com-
manded. “The bones of Leyton will point
to the murderer.”

The skeletom hand rotated slowly,
came to rest with the forefinger pointing
at Jefferson Hall. The hollow, terrify-
ing laughter of the Ghost echoed
through the room.

“"Well, Hall,” the Ghost said, “are the
dead fiingers right? Aren’t you the doc-
tor who attended the wounded Shag
Hemphil? And as his doctor, didn’t you
hHear Hermphil babble in deliriufh about
the hiddem loot?" [Twnn page]
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Hall returmed the Ghost’s accusing
stare coldly.

“That's absurd.
medicine in years."

“Because you cannot legally do so,”
the Ghost cut in. “You don’t know what
a pin artist is, do you? You don’t know
that that is the underworld’s name for a
doctor who indulges in illegal medical
practices. You lost your license. You're
nothing but a pin artist!”

In cold fury, Jefferson Hall lashed out
with his riding whip. The quirt struck
the Ghost in the face. The Ghost seized
the quirt. Hall jerked back and by that
very movement bared a long gleaming
knife that had been sheathed in the rid-
ing whip.

He lunged at the Ghost, but the magi-
cian-detective had been waiting for such
a move. Faster than it seemed possible
for any man to move, the Ghost was
across the roormm, stooping over the back
of the sherifi's couch. His hands struck
down, came up again, and in one he held
the sheriff's gun and in the othet his own
throwing knlfe.

He tossed the gun to Shetifff Clasner,
was ready with the knife when Hall came
at him. His right hand fllasheti up, and
his knife was a silver bird that fllew
across the roorn, struchk like a falcon for
the flesh of Hall's right shoulder.

Hall stopped in his tracks. His hand-
some face was contorted with pain. The
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sheriff, gun in hand, came up behind him.

“Drop that sticker, Jeff. Drop it!"

Hall dropped his knife, like a man in a
dreann.

“A handy little gadget—that whip
knife of yours,” the Ghost said. “I've
heard of such things. And I distinctly
remember the red welt across Burkey's
face. Strike a man with a whip and your
victim grasps at the whip. You jerk
back, bare the blade, and you're all sat
to kill.

“As for Leyton’s bony hand—Mr,
Chance knows how that was accom-
plished, no doubt. The hand isn’t bone
and it isn’t Leytom’s. There’s a bar mag-
net under the pointer finger which
caused the hand to point to Hall because
of Hall’'s concealed weapon—the steel
knife in the whip. This necessitated my
parking my own weapon some distance
away.

“As for the levitatiom, Mr. Chance
will tell you that a black silk thread is
responsible for more magic tham mir-
rors.”

Glenn Saunders smiled.

The Green Ghost backed out the door.

“Good night, gentlemen. An un-
pleasant trial to you, Me. Hall.”
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MYSTERY-SCOPES
(Comitipeced fram Pagee 10)

ruins of some city with walls and pillars stick-
ing out of the mud, some several hundred
miles northeast of Colombia.

Had George Snyder’s body been buried in
the mud of lost Atlantis? His nephew be-
}illelf‘z,cﬁs the fortume-telletr’s prophecy was ful-

THE GHOST THAT WORKS

'mYHERE are few cases reported of ghosts
B demonstrating EB ﬁaleal strength; But the
ease of Obadiam Bickferd still ;ﬂ@f&iﬁtﬁ—aﬁd
enly reeemtly a seientist investigatimg this
case sheek his head in bewilderment.

Obadiam Bickford, a hard working farmer,
died in North Bowdoim, Maime, thirty years
ago. Onme day after a quarrel with his wife, he
fixed up a room for himsellf in the woodshed.

He promiised his wife that each night before |
he went to bed, he would saw some wood, then |

bring it in a wheel-barrow to the kitchem doot
for his wife to use the following day. His
son brought him his meals.

This went on for two years until he was
found dead.

One mornimg, a week after he had been
buried, his wife called to her son: “Did you
cut some wood last night? There's a wheel-
barrow full here at the door.”

The son denied cutting it, so the wife
thought some neighbor was playing a joke.
But for several days the same thing happened.
Then the widow and the son decided to stay
up and watch.

At twelve o'clock they heard someome saw-
ing wood in the shed. They investigated—
but they couldn’t believe their eyes. The saw
was moving across a log but no one wal
touchimg it. Soom the pieces of wood seemed
to jump into the wheel-barrow and them the
wheel-barrow started its weird jourmey to the
kitchem door. But no one was pushing it.

The next night, neighbors came to watch,

[Turnn page|
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and they verified everything the widow had
told them. This continued for several weeks,
until it stopped its regular nightly occurrence
—but at least once a month the loaded wheel«
barrow was found at the dioor.

Fimally, Mrs. Bickford sold the farm te
John Martim, who still owns it. And te tlm
day, Johm Marltm swears that everé night
when the moom is full, the ghost of @badian
Bickford returns to saw a wheel-barrow load
of kindling and wheel it to the kitchem doer.

Hundreds of visitors claim to have ebserved
the phenomemom. No one has ever seen the
ghost, but everyome admits seeing the work of
some invisible force.

SACRED BURIAL GROUND

N A small island west of Scotlamd lived a

prowd family—the Coluhoums. Ome of
their fmost eherished possessiomy was the
farmily burial groumd. Ewery tmale Coluhoun
had beem buried thete for hundreds of years.
It he had died in a distamt place, his family
had brought back the bedy for traditional
burial. To leave a Celuheoun’s bedy in for-
eign soil would be a curse upen the clam, s6
they telieved.

They had beem a family of soldiets, but al-
though during the fiirst Worlld War six Colu-
houns had beem killed, every body had been
brought back to rest in peace in the family
groumd.

Them came the secomd Waorld War. Sev-
eral Coluhouns enlisted, Wiilliam being the
oldest. But early in 1940, news came to the
family that Williasm Coluhoum had been lost
at sea somewhere in the North Atlantic where
he had escorted Bome Germam prisonets to
Canada.

Thiis was a blow to the Coluhouns, for they
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knew that William’s bedy ecotild fiever be
found to be buried at home. It worried them.
They believed that more tragedy was due
them and that their clan had been cursed.
They were very unhappy and neighbeors sym-
pathized with them.

But one morming a shout went up from the
shore. A lad of the village had foumd a dead
body lying on the sand where it had been
washed up from the sea. It was an English
soldier. Anpd when the zuthorities examined
it—it was the body of Williarm Coluhoun
which had ffiwatesd 1500 miles to the sacred
resting place of his ancestorz. The family
believed that the souls of the dead Coluhouns
had guided the body across the oceam aided
by the Quif Stream.

Tihis story has been verified by the British
War Departmemt. Wiilliasn Coluboum was
buried with honors: “A stromg heart in life
and in death.”

RIVER REVELATION

PENMHERE is an Ameticam story somewhat
™ similar to that of the Saered Burial
Ground.

Back at the turn of the 20th Century, Joe
Michero and his brother Tom of New Orleans
were fighing in the Mississippi River. Their
father, Captain Michero, was watchimg them.
Joe was a good fishermam, but young Tom
used to let his line drag in the mud and enjoy
fislilng out old shoes and boots or other rub-
bish at the bottom of the river.

Joe chastised Tom for this, but Tom
laughedd and said that someday he might ffind
a treasure. The father smiled and told Joe to
stop picking on his youmg Wrother.

Severall years passed. Captain Michero
sailed on a regular voyage up the Mississippi
and his soms, now in the late teems, promised
their father they would have a good catch of
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fish waiting for him when he dg@s back a week
later. Their mother was dea
A week passed but the father didn’t veturn.
But the boys felt sure the Captaim wouwld be
back the next day—so early that morning they
went fiitling. Tom as usual let his line drag
and Joe still condemmed him for it. Tem
promised he would do it only a few moments
and them try and catch his share of fish for
the evenimg meal.
It had

Suddemly Tom’s line wemt taut.

caught somethimg heavy in the mud. Even
Joe was interestesl and helped the younger
boy pull it up.

Wihat they found will never be forgotten.
It left its horrible memory for life. Tom's
line had caught the dead body of his own
father, Captaim Michero. The corpse had
floaeed fifyy miles from the spot where it had
been lost. It had come into the cove where
the boys had always fifikhed.

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Chakra: Is it true that deaths in Hol-
lywood always rum in threes?

—Jpbhn Nhel.

Dear Mr. Nege-ll Hollywood people fepr this
Jinx Indeed. th in  threes withim days
seemms to be the regular thimg. It Rapponsd re-

centlly with May Rotewsn, Edma Mae Oliver and
ligura Hope Crews dylmik withim that period.
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Eadlier in 1942 it was Johm Bnrigﬂmmm and two
producers, J. Wallter Rubesn and Bernle Hyman.

Dear Chakra: Is it true that West Point
graduates always carry lucky charms with

them?
—@race Canmon.

Dsar Mlsa Cannon: There are many such cases.
Generall Blsenhower recently admiitited that he
always carried a lucky coimn. Also his aide Com.
Harry Butcher, and Admiral Sir Andrew
Cunningham carry lueky colns. It {8 quite com-
mon among aviationh ofhicers.

Dear Chakra: Before my brother sailed for
the Solomon Islands, I dreamed that my dead
mother appeared to me and said: “Mac will
take care of him.” Whhat does that mean?

—ifEisten RRbakies.

Dear Misa Rhodes: The messag® 18 based on
fact—for MAC stamdas for the three medicines
that protect mem in the tropics, namely Mithio-
late for protection againat buah-sores =snd
woundks. Atabrime for Mallarnia, and Chéemnophone
for Dysentery.

Dear Chakra: I have been told that Tibetan
mystica wear a double ring of twe metals.
Why is that?

e Sahhum.
Dear Mr. Salvam: Certaiim types of mysatics
wear two rings om the same fimnger—one or gold
and one of silver, these two metals swﬁponedly
making better psychic contact when the paim
18 placed om the forehead in meditation.
CHAKRA.
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the gaudy, groesoms, gals-and- . myBtery stor
of '"THE é STIBIIINB MURDERS .. A genmine, thrill-
acked, hilarious, geeplng plctum of Burilesque —
te Hictbsuzppﬂn irly and its rowdy laffs — with
ity four-a-day, pln-spotm, gaeeeka boxes, chorus girl
sirens, grouch bags, plckﬂe persuadiers, night life and
hot spots, dolls and wolves, cashi-register
hearts and thiee corpwes — PLUS a fast-
moviag, bleed- eur«almrmg spine-ehill-
1ig ;gx%t%wl

Pages, with {llustrations, of
the rowdiest and most highlly compe-
tent detective story — right out of
Buﬂ@sqm block, 42nd St., New York,
and tted by Burlesque's most
tileh mdlvldmﬂl I Regular original
H@é@ 00—SPBECIAL EDITION only
s Mon%'y Back Guarantee If not a
teat ot delight. Mulil coupom Nw'

' ENICKERBOCKER PUB. CO.,, Dept. ESlG
mmu-wy B&rm; Neewy Yoo ki, N\l Yy,

r&ot THE Q-STRING MUURDERS! o
I ( ) 1 eneloues ) Send C.0.D. plus postage. ;
B naMe .
D ADDBESS oo I
‘ (51 & (R STATE............



“The 7 Keys to Power alleges to teach,’
the Cradle to the Grave—and Beyond.
do anything you desire, whether it be

* the auther sa¥s “All the Mysteries of Life from
It elaims to tell you the particular day and hour to
in the light of the Moeon, sun, or in total darkness.”

H# elstini. "“Tin _ power (o whet you want revealed af pre almost beyond beliek You, teo. can learn to do them
last, foi the fi¥st tirme since the dawn af emmea The vify i wnh the ‘Kmnmmm writtem {n this Hook,"” Lewis
esme power which the melam Ondiinans, Cuthle, Clareannt elaims. "It would be a shame it these thimgs could
Bsbylmmns md Sumsrlans used 15 at eur dimal eday all be yours and weu failed to gm@ them.”

inye thi slmie dmetl
claims. "T& i3 every man’s birmt e things
““"" Ol Wit e °Beut‘° u“w{“ﬁi w;&f‘ﬁi ot Tite MONEY 1 GOOL” FBALTH) 7ol laak
yeu saa m any3ne te ymjr eny of then b hl.aean tmg&nam. memgo for
this book, hs sayi, "ram can feara ihg aHS & you. No m;‘t;t:a what you need, re exis sptrlttgall power
dd Bemm 8 praethead by tbe Ansient OFders. olr MG o e WoBly sble 10 bring you Whatever thivgs 00

The Sevem Keyt to Power,

ARE YOU CROSSED IN ANY WAY?

Lewils de Claremont says, shows you

how to remove amd cast it back.

‘Ttie Book Purports to Tell You How to—

Gaip alfestiom and dintmetion. Feel itren wj ﬂt
Adjust dipida. Gel any j
Obtain property. Uuderitauc meatu mmmy
Maka people do your blddina Help people iR tFeubh

pesct  You thn sid AISeR

Mk any Wﬁen@a F

all thisxi.

& atolan [y miawg ot

anyone B any
M jueky 1 1 1o DGR
'l‘hls u the Pewer from whieh the old m
%} t y sold {imitl peftvaﬂi %l
and OFs ¥ i ROYe) ta be Fevedl d uRder 4 Sew.
the vzeiauaa whiel enm ssvm PUBIS!

VOW HAS NOW BEEN BROKE
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ANTEED TC smlsir f@a vleum Agsnsv REFUNDERD
i firi umbes avgilable for sale, §a_den:

1t |
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PASS HIGH ON THE INDUCTION “l. Q.” TEST

*OL'R future military life, your rank,

your pay, your job, depends In part Partial List of
on the grade you achieve on your in-

ductiom generall cldssilicatlon test. As Contents
n wise mam onee said, “An Opportunity e re s Dcides Upon
well takem &8 the only weapom of ad- Vocabulary.
vantage.” The time to prepare is NOW Arithmetic (I3  Fascinatiny
before you take your test. Chaptens).
Cube Cmntlng (Very
pantant).

Now Be Very Practical | "% 'tau™ Yo" =

How te Awoid Pitfallsi,

About Yourself ote.

Tests In the Air Force.
Tests in the Navy.

Take advantage of the help that js
offered you here. "PRACTICE FOR
THIE ARMY TESTS8™ has been compliied] (6 help men like

Not only yourself, but your family, and the ArmY%, Wah ltﬂ
see that you get the job for which youw are b@%& Quﬁi'ﬂléd
*PRACTEKCK 1'OR THE ARMY TEKBT8" iz a beok <on ﬂlﬂ
ing complete mid simplittied materiall aloeng the lines o
guestions given 01l the test—tellls how to ARKWRT £ ReT HI(
awdl easily. It gives you a reil epp@rwnmlnq t@ ge. m yimi- %eei

with {he relf arsuramee “thak I am Feady.
AN:C simpliicity of this startling besk Wil Mi- s‘nm l? E}QI
the Fapid. liFe ARRNRE- R hMIGUR: §O 6 a LIS 8
‘ﬂ&i it helpsx you brush up @in Y864 hula:, mth e4l
Fmla%, cube counting, ARA all ihe eth%i- ap.% f fm H@»ﬁ
at ¥eu g hcw.'ldn master It you Want to 4o )‘%fr‘aﬁ it juatiee
P yelr exam
Rememi e, the men who will decide what job you are to
have In your military career are persomngdl offiicers who have
beem thorougiilly traimed in the proper use of each man's
abilities and aptitudles . . . and remember they are looking, yes, seeking out the mem who will stamdl above
the averags. One of those mem may be you. Willl you be one of the 05,000 who willl attemal Officers’ Camdidate
Schools thix year? Wil yom be one of the 75,000 who will be commiissiionedl ? To enter one of these schools
you must make a really good score 0ii the Generall Classitffication Test. Willl you make the grade? Willl your
mark be high enough to allow youu to enter Offirer Candiidlater School? If you wamt one of these ratimgs. and
we nre sure you do. brush lip . before you take the tests.

SEND NO MONEY . ... S DAY TRIAL

Here 1 the most surprizing part of this offer. The prilce of this
“PRACTIICE FOR THE ARMY TESTS8™ has deliberatsily been
made exceedingly low. The publishers are anxious that every
ambitious mam who I8 to be In our armed forces hawe a copy
80 as to derive itg benefits. Themifore, this great educational
aid I8 yours for only $1.30. So peositive are we that you will
never part with it for mamy times I1ts cost, that we willl send
Yo ¥Yourk with a definite umdlw&tmdmng; that you eam loak
it aver from eaver to eaver for five days. I you dow't like
lt It you deht think if's evarything We 8ay, ahd domt feel

t wilh BH@ you, Feturh It ARG Eg-l ¥y Eh‘i- E%'i- %ﬁ%‘k it Ief

‘J&i““‘“ & ?&“%w Tﬁxm% 4 % ¥% E,ss \'.&M s
20806 Boo ;lgs &i P ;ws a{-sa
Mere x Qi

S beRen

: 6%% '
ARCO PUB. CO., Dept. 5408
480 Lexington Avenue, N. Y.
0 Send my Py of “PRACTICE FOR THE ARMY 'lI'EE;TIB
by retum mall. 1 will pay postman $1.50 plus post
srriral (Ii yml prefer o iend memy order, do 30 an nn
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FOOT ITCH 255250

y The cause of the disease is not a
germ as so many Eeople think, but a
vegetable growth that becomes buried
beneath the outer tissues of the skin.

To obtain relief the medicine to be
used should firsly gently disselve or
remove the outer skin and then kill

the vegetable growth.

This growth is so hard to kill that a
test shows it takes 15 minutes of boil-
ing to destroy it; however, laberatory
tests also show that H. F. will kill it
upon contact in 15 seconds.

DOUBLE ACTION
NEEDED

Recently H. F. was developed solely
for the purpose of relieving Athlete’s
Foot. It both gently disselves the skin
and then kills the vegetable growth
upon contact. Both aections are neces-
sary for prompt relief,

H. F. is a liquid that doesn’t stain.
You just paint the infected parts
nightly before going to bed. Often the
teriiible itehing is relieved at once.

H. F. SENT
ON FREE TRIAL

Sign and mall the
coupon, and a bot-

tle of H. F. will be mailed you
{mmediately. Don't send amy
money and don't pay the post-

fian any money, don't pay

anything any time unless H. P.
is helping you. It it does help
you, we kiow you will be glad
to sefid us $1 for the bottle

atthe end of ten days. That's

hew fueh faith we have in
en aupon H. F. Read, sign and mail
the eoupon today.
At least 5u% of the adult pogulation of the United
States are being attaeked by the disease known :is
ALY 00 unass sart bsen th toss, Lieie]
sually the disease starts between the toes. ]
watery blisters form, and the skin cracks and peels. GORE PRODUCTS, Inc. M.
After a while, the itehing becomes intense, and you 823 Perdido St., New Orleans, La.
feel as though you would like to scrateh off all the .
Please send me immediately a bottle of H. F.
{.or foot troutble as described above. I agree to use

skifi,
t according to directions. If at the end of 10 days

my_feet are gettlnF better, I will send you $1.
l If'I am not entirely satisfied, I will returm the
unused portion of the bottle to you within 15 days

ive it.
Often the disease travels all over the bottom of from the time 1 recelve it
the feet. The soles of your feet become red aﬂd|
swollen. The skin also cracks and peels, and the itch-
ing becomes worse and worse.
Get relief from this disease as quickly as possible, [j
because it is both contagious and infectious, and it ‘

NAME ...ccccvesavessscescasssssncsesansssassnacnse
ADDRESS .....cccecetettoascssscsciccctssscoscnne

may go to your hands of even to the under arm or 1014 b S STATE, ..cenoun .

crotch of the legs.



