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A true experience 0j MRS. LILLIAN pokedoff, Brooklyn, N. Y.

"IN THE THICK, BILLOW-
ING SMOKE 1 couldn’t
locate the stairway.
Then | heard a muffled
shout from below and
a beam of light bored
through the darkness,
showing me the way to
safety.

‘I stumbled down

powerful and depend

"AN OMINOUS,
CRACKLING NOISE
awoke me the first
night 1 was visiting
in a strange farm-
house,” writes Mrs.
Pokedoff/'Choki ng
and coughing from
smoke, | groped for
the bedroom door
and staggered out in-
to the hall.

THE sTePs just in time—for a kerosene tank exploded
and the house burned to the groundl I sincerely say that | owe my life to those

able 'Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries!



Pt How These Men Got Better Jobs

THEN FIND OQUT WHAT RADIO OFFERS YOU/fd&pH*

Ml TranyauetHomifar
RADIOamt TELEVISION

Radio b a young, growing field with
a future, offering many good pay
spare time and full time job oppor-
tunities. And you don't have to give
Up your present job to become a Ra-
dio Technician. | train you right at
home in your spare time.

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

Radio broadcasting stations employ
engineers, operators, technicians. Ra-
dio manufacturers employ testers, in-
spectors. foremen, servicemen in good-
pay jobs. Radio jobbers, dealers, em-
ploy installation and service men.
Many Radio Technicians open their
own Radio sales and repair businesses
and make $30. $40. $n0 a week.
Others hold their regular jobs and
make $5 to $10 a week fixing Radios
in spare time. Automobile, police,
aviation. Commercial Radio: loud-
speaker systems, electronic devices are
other fields offering opportunities for
which N.R.l. gives the required knowl-
edge of Radio. Television promises
to open good jobs soon.

Many Make $5. $10 a Week
Extra la Spore Time While
Learning
The day you enroll, | start sending
you Extra Money Job Sheets which
start showing you how to do Radio
repair jobs. Throughout your course
I send plans and directions which have

helped many make $200 to $500 a
year In spare time while learning. |
Bend special Radio equipment to con-
duct experiments and build circuits.
This 50-50 training method makes
Learning at home interesting, fascinat-
ing, practical. 1 ALSO GIVE YOU A
MODERN. PROFESSIONALS ALL-
WAVE. ALL-PURPOSE SET SER-
VICING INSTRUMENT to help you
make money fixing Radios while learn-
ing and equip yon for full time work
after you gTa”ate.

Find Oat What Radio Offers You
Act Today! Mail the coupon for my

54-page Book. "Rich Rewards in Ra-
dio.” It points out Radio's spare time

and fed! time opportunities ud those
corning in Television; fcdb about my
Course in Radio and Television; shows
many Letters from men | have trained,
telling what they are doing and earn-
ing. Rend nry money hack m t?

MAIL COUPON in an envelope or

i n penny postcard—NOW!

MAIL NOW™* Get 64 page book FREE

1. E. SMITH.

McHmul R«db imitate. «m D.C

Dm Mr. Smith:
Pet. book, “Kirh

opportonltiM and trite ta i
trtmirum.  (Write FU Isij.)

State..



EVERY STORY BRAND-NEW

Vol. X1V, No. 2 March, 1940 Price 10c

Three Complete Mystery Novelets

OFF WITH HIS H EA D e Joe Archibald 14

Through Rain-soaked Suburbs of a Peaceful City, Jungle Mysteries Spread
and Throb Their Weird Danse Macabre

THE MAKER OF IMMORTALITY e D. L. James 50

From the Slimy River Depths There Slithered Forth a Crawling Horror That
Brought Murder and Madness in Its Grim Wake!

THE DEAD WHO W ALK e Ray Cummins* 80

Foul Dead Rise from Mouldy Graves and Haunt Lonely Sleepy Valley With
All the Dread of Frenzied Madness!

Five Thrilling Short Stories

THE CORPSE M ARATHON ., Joseph J. Millard 32
Music for the Dead Pulses in a Mad and Fearful Rhythm!

ASHES OF MURDER e Ray King 41
Dust Spells Doom When Sinister Crime Remains Hidden!

PHANTOM OF THE SHIP e, Don Joseph 66
A Dead Man’s Crew Spreads Terror Aboard an Ancient Ice-locked Vessel

HATE'S HAVOC - - - - - Bernard Breslauer 75
In the Thundering Night Loathsome Hate Shakes Deirdre’'s Soul

THE SCOURGE OF THE FLAME - - - - G. T. Fleming-Roberu 96

A Mystic Prophet Summons Forth the Wrath of God!

Special Feature

HORROR-SCOPES .. e Chakra 104
Special FREE Crystal-Scope Reading Offer! Coupon on Page 108

THHIUWO MTSTEHT, iiabtMn it W-moathly by Better Publication!. Inc.. at » W. 48th 8L, New York. N. T. N. L.
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Publications. Inc. Manaarrlpti will not be retained unlesa accompanied by eelf-addmuied. ntamped envelopes, and an sub-
mitted at the awthor'e risk. Naan ot all characters used la stones and seml-Hatlon articles are fictttioua. If a name of
any lirlnx person or existinc Institution la used It Is a coincidence.
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‘Wander stariaa. TkriUlnc V?f)arta. Texas Raaaera Popular Sports Magazine, Bveryday Aetroion, Cefaothe Ncrvsti M
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Westers, Captain Future and Black Book Datectire Magazine
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Nothing

BOYS!
GIRLS!

BIKE OR
CASH
SEND NO
MONEY

Mail Coupon

Fully ©quipped—Balloon tires and all.
Nifty!'—THIS Bike. Cash or choke of other
marvelou* premium* riven. — SIMPLY
GIVE AWAY FREE rood sbe beautifully
colored famou* Art Pictures with our well
known Whit© CLOVKRINE Brand SALVE,
used for chaps, mild bums, shallow cut*,
etc. Sal?e easily sold to friends, relatives,
and neighbors at 25c a box (with favorite
picture FREE). Remit and select pre-
mium as explained in premium cat*log.
45th year. We are fair and square. Many
friends and customers waiting to buy! Act
Nowl Mail Coupon! Salve and pictures
sent postage paid. WILSON CHEM. CO..
INC.. Dept. TQ-3I-A. TYRONE, PA.

=

BOTH GIVEN

FII/rM Nrrmirir —

1jIV C .ni

ActU*

TO BUY! SEND NO MONEY!

21 CM. Mr-Ortln, Safety RIFIJt tt~ lon*.

STUBDY1

OR CASH

NOTHIN*
COMMISSION e}
Ir
| Mail
Coupon
Sd N Rtiity  Bayil  GIHal
Phono\%’aph (J/\Ilay* 10" récord*. Tomplefe. Beau-
tiful Wrist Watch. Wonder*1—-EITHER Pho-
narraph. Watch, Cash-, or other delightful pre-
mium* glvun—&IMPLY GIVE AWAY FREE

rood aUe beautifullK colored farueua Art Pic-
tores with our well known White CLOVERINE
Brand SALVE u*cd for cbapa, mild bum*, shal-
low cut*, etc. Salve easily sold to friend*, rel-
atives. and neighbors at 25c a box (with won-
derful picture FREE). Remit and select pre-
mium & per catalog. 45th year. Many cus-
tomers_and friends waltln% to buy! Act Now
Mail Coupon! WILSON CTHEM.” CO.. INC.
Dept, TG-31-C. TYRONE, PA.

BOYS!

THIB BiFIX. Cash, or choice of other valuable premium* given—SIMPLY GIVE AWAY FREE
*°<) w=* peautifully colored famous Art Picture* with our well known White CLOVERINE Brand

pb'™ ok A

*272. ** chaf - i* T %% egglly sold tq friends, relative©, and nei
(with wongel%il picture FR!EéS'.aUEQemit and select rem?gnyas explaﬂnedl |r}1 premiau'r\ﬁ catap%; z'g{:l

square.

GIVEN

Don t delay. Act Now!

TO

BUY

Send No Money

GUITAR

or

BigStandard
GUITAR _ It™
Cellar

Cash or choice

Cash

Kfe* regulation
a Dandy!  THIS
of other

valuable promturns given— SIM-
PLY GIVE AWAY FREE good

beautifull
Art
well

alee

y . colored famous
Pictures with our
known White

CLOVERINE Brand
SALVE used for chaps,

mild
cuts.
sold

live© med

25¢

bums.  shallow
etc. Salve easily
to friends rels
neighbor*  at
a boa (with wen-

derful picture FREE)

WILSON
CHEM.CO.. INC.
Owl. T8-3I-C.
TYRONE. PA.

Mail Coupon! WILSON CHEM. CO.. INC.. Dept TG-31

NOTHING

81x position—Au-
tomatic Tunln%—
Superhet  AC-DC-
GKT THE NEWS!
This Radio. Ca&h
or choio* of other
wonderful prpmrams
GIVEN — SIMPLY
GIVE AWAY FREE
c];ood size beautiful-

colored popular
WVt Pictures with
our well known
WITiitoCLOVERINE
Brand SALVE uaed

far chap*, mild
bums, shallow cut*,
etc.  Salve

sold to friend* at
25c a_ box (with
favorite  picture
FREE-). Remit and
select premium_per
catalog. Mail Cou-
pon. WILSON
CHEM. CO., INC.,
Dept. TO-tl-H.
TYRONE. PA.

> TY

NOTHING
TO BUY

SEND NO
MONEY

MAIL
COUPON

RADIO
OR CASH

Set to Left

TjrroM, Pa. Dept Tfl-31, Date...

Gentleman: Pleaie seed me 12 beautiful art plo-
turei (with la bolts While CLOVERINE Brand
8ALAE to Mil ,t S50 a box (%!rlnx favorite pic-
ture FREE). 1 trill remit within 30 daya, select
a premium or keep caah ootniuivslon as per new
pre&mum plan cataloc tent with order, posture
paid.

Prlat Your Laat Name Only In Spaces Below

WHITE, or PASTE COUPON on a POSTAL CARD
or MAIL COUPON In an envelope TODAY!



HERE IT IS

6 6

PAGES
IN
FULL
COLOR

GET
YOUR
COPY
TODAY!

The Newest
and Best of Them A Il!

ACTION e« MYSTERY « LAUGHS

NOW ON SALE IQff Ask FOR IT!



IMAGINE THEIR JOY

WHEN THEY FOUND
THEY COULD PLAY

This easy as A.6.C. way!

Learned Quickly at Home

I didn't dream 1 could actually
learn to play without a teacher
Now. when 1 play for people
they Hardly better* that
I learned to %Iay S0
well in so short a
time.
c. fl,

“n.
Wouldn't Take
$1,000 for course

The lessons are w simple that any
one can understand them. | hare
learned to play by note In a little
more than a month. | wouldn't take
a thousand dollars for my course.

S. X. A.. Kansas City, Mo.

Calif.

What Instrument Would You Like To PIayA?

J UST name your instrument and we’ll show you how you
can learn to play it—quickly, easily, in spare time at
home. Never mind if you don't know one note of music from
another—don’'t worry about “special talent.” And forget
all you've ever heard about music's being hard to learn.
The truth of the matter is that thousand* now play who
never thought thoy could! Yes, men and women everywhere
have discovered this amasingiy easy way to learn music at
borne. Now they are enjoying the thrilling satisfaction of
playing the piano, violin, guitar, saxophone or other favor-
ite instruments. Some of them are playing in orchestra*
and over the radio; others are teaching music, making
money in spare or full time. And thousands are having the

U. S. 8CHOOL OF MuU8I
2942 Brunswick Bldf.,

Plays on Radio

| am happy to tell you that for four weeks I
hare been on the air oter our local radio sta-
tion. So thanks to your institution for suck
a wonderful course.

-W. H. S.. Alabama.

SarprUedFricnda

| want to say that my
friends are greatle/
surprised at the dif-

Best Method by Far

Enclosed Is my last examination

ferent plecea | can  sheet for my course In Tenor
already play. | am  Banjo. ThisCompletes ray course.
eery Kspp to hare | hare taken lessons before un-
chosen your method  der teachers, but ray Instructions

of learning.

with you were by far the best.
#I* F.Bronx. N. V. -

. 0., Minn-

time of their lives playing for their own enjoyment and
the entertainment of their friends.

It all came about when they wrote to the U. 8. School of
Music for the Free Booklet that shows you how EASY it i*
to learn music at home this modem way. No tedious study
and practice, no tiresome exercises. You learn to play by
playing—start right in almost at once with the melody of
a simple tune! It takes only a few minutes a day and
the cost is trifling; you save the expense of a private
teacher. Does it sound too good to be true? Mall the cou-
pon and get the FREE BOOKLET that gives all the facta.
(Our forty-second year— Est. 1898.) U. S. School of Music,
2942 Brunswick Bldg.. N. Y. C.. N. Y.

Cc
New Yerk City. N. Y.

In the Instrument checked below.

SEND FOR FREE W - I am Interested Ln music study, particularly
Please send me your free Illustrated booklet, "How to Learn Music at Home."

Plane
Violin
Guitar
Plano Acoordloa

BOCKLET

= You'll open your eye* when you find how

quickly and easily you csd loam”to play your Plain Acoordion
favorite instrument. Don't doabt; don't hesi- Saxophone
tate. Bend for the fascinating Illustrated Celle
booklet that answers all your questions: that
explains how easily and quickly you can
learn your favorite ‘instrument as thousands
of others hare done; If Intereated. mall Name.
the coupon. NOW.  (Instruments supplied
when needed, cash or credit.) Address
*Actual pujriTs names on request.
Pictures by professional models. City

Hawaiian Guitar Clarinet
Banjo [T:i‘a?w bone
Mandolin iute
Ukulele Siceolo
gan
Comat Drums and Traps
Trumpet Modem Elementary Harmony
Harp Voioe Culture

Hare Yon
This InstruT,



THE SMASH
EVENT OF THE YEAH!

Fascinating, Profitable Profession

|\O/VCFEN to More Men » Women

If foa are looking tor a NEW and way to make a living, taka
UP Swedish Massage, for now yoy _learn at’home. This inteieeting
big pay profeasion Waa for year*i available only to a few. Its aeerel
wsre guarded Jealouely and_ fabulew@ prices were paid for instruction.
This_same instruction is new_avaHable—to yeou--at-a--mere fmctlon of
the former price and you need not leavo your present wort until you
have qualified as an export and can command an expert's pay. he
demand fer BOTH MCN AND WOMEN has shown a Stead

and few, if any, have ever lacked emplwmnmltz pMT

LEARN IN 90 DATS AT HOME

Uao spare time at home to master a profession which has C 1
made thousanda ef dollars for ambitious_men_and women.

Man¥ graduates have completed their trainin .

monthsbutyou can take your own time, it need not inter-

fere with either work or pleasure. All_Instruction has

been, prepared by the teachers in our famous resident

e an sooxier reee THE TERRIBLE
st s e i TENDERFOOT

You may send mo FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts, booklet- con-
taining photographs and letters from graduates and complet* details
of your offer.

Name . An Action-Packed Epic

é('js;ess mal os5i W iM '-ilfi of the West— the Latest
H|%h SChOOI Course and Greatest Novel
at Home  yjany Finish IS 2 Yean by

Gons rapidly ns your time end abilities permit. Course

equivalent to reSident school work — Brepare* you tor

entranoe to congee. Standard H. 8. Uun supplied— E DG AR
American School. Dept H-SS8. Draxet at S8tt\. Chicape ? I C E
NEVERLIFT IRON REST

and IInivetsnl Cord Control

Ialfltdoe on” and "elidqs off” tnis modergistic rest, B R ? O G H S
ifting iron oaer to* times eac 2 day—more l ’ l ’
than V\,% l,ev Oord control fpsntn YT

irwenta electric ootdJtom

Keeps It up Creator of "Tarxan”

out of way.

Fire proof

and sata. J

wmﬂmmtefa,(n America’s Most Popular Author
At His Best

ORIGINAL SONG POEMS

Any subject YOU CAN writ* -
the words far a Don't

delay—send ua your poema for

immediate consideration.

RICHARD BROS. 94 Wood* Building:, Chicago, 1L Beginning in the March

r x\tuHii// issue of
Cleans Cars k\ m

NEW THRILLING
WAY!

Agents! Hoi Seller! A D V E N T U R E S

REVOLUTIONAHYohamical

e ON SALE EVERYWHERE~ Qg AT ALL STANDS



FOOD ROUTE

Il yon want to better yourself—if you want cash
to spend—money to save—the means to live in
comfort—let me phow you your big: chance! To
an honest, reliable man or woman in any open
locality 1 will give— FREE—everything needed
to start a fine paying neighborhood Food Route,
with profits your very first day and all year
‘round. You don’t send meone penny ! You must
realize that | certainly would not offer this big
expensive Outfit FREE unless 1 had complete
confidence in the splendid money-making oppor-

tunities of my remarkable Plan!

You need absolutely no experience. My simple,
proven Plan offers you a wonderful opportunity

to make good money right from the
gtart in a simple, dignified business of
your own. You handle fast-selling, quick
repeating home necessities—things peo-
ple must buy. such as coffee, teas, deli-
cious foods and over 100 other necessi-
ties—all guaranteed to satisfy or money
back. Your home is your headquarters.
You have no investment for store rent,
light, fixtures or big stocks of goods.
You handle all the money and keep a
liberal share for yourself. In fact, your
average gross profit is from 30 to 40
cents on every dollar you take in. Once
you atart, under my liberal credit plan,
you can operate on my capital.

Splendid Cash Profits

Ton owe it to yourself to write and see
what wonderful success so many others
have enjoyed with this time-tested
money-making Plan. Let me mall you
full particulars—then you can judge

whether yon want to start
right in making money at

once. ;
| Send Everything

I not only give you fro* the Complete
Outfit shown here, containing a big as-
sortment of full-sized packages, but
also give you a simple, sure-fire Plan.
I give you advertising material, trial-
size samples to give away, and every-
thing else you need to start earning
money yoUr very first day.

Get Full Particulars!

This Is a sinew®© offer mad® by a biz, reliable,
old-established company operating from Coast
to Coast. Writ© at once for full particulars.
Unless_you take advantage of my remarkable
Free Outfit Offer now, you may be missing
the very money-making opportunity ytm have
been looking for. Strike oat for yourselfl Re
Independent! Hake money! Enjoy Iffo! Re-
member—&yu don’t send me a Ipcn_a . Just fill
out and €end the coupon and | will mall you
full particulars. Do this TODAY I

E.J. MILLS, Pres., 1608 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, O.

RUSH COUPON i1or FREE OFFER

1]
|
|

Mr. E. J. MILLS, Preeident
t«0* Mem*oath A**. CtoluatV. Otto

Without the slightest obligation on ay
part please mall me full particulars about
our offer of a Complete Free Outfit, and
ow you will help me get started at
in a fine-paying neighborhood Food

(Pl«us Flint or Write Flsinij)

J



GET RELIEF FROM YOUR

RHEHMATISM

ARTHRITIS OR NEURITIS WITH
HOT SULPHUR BATHS

In Your Home. Like Natural Hat Sulphur Baths

Herr at last, benefits similar to the world-famous
natural Hot Sulphur Baths— never before possible at
home— can now be yours with SULFURAI D -21.
Try this marvelous new scientific achievement on our
money-back guarantee. Send usyour orderfor the Full
Courseof si SULFURAID baths. If, after giving them
a thorough test, you are not relieved of your aches
and pains, return the unused part of the treatment,
with the empty vials, and YOUR MONEY WILL
BE REFUNDED.

You simply empty ONE vial of SULFURAID-21
loatubofhot waterandlet Nature do the rest. That
is all. Results will speak for themselves. You will be
delictited.

So why suffer any longer when the blessings of Hot
Sulphur Bathscanbeyoursatafractionof what it costs
to take them at the leading Spas of America and Eu-
rope? Write for our FREE booklet. Tells how nature’'s
secret of the ages was solved for all mankind to enjoy.

Mail your order at once. The Full Course of SUL-
FURAID. consisting of at vials, costs ( 10.00.10 vials,
16.00. Trial offer o f3 trials. 52.00. Send check, cash
or money order to BAER LABORATORIES* Inc-,
DMh VM, 30 East 20th Straat, New York City.

HIDDEN WEALTH MAY BE YOURS

look for in old coins. We pay big
cash prices for wanted coins. Certain 1909 cent, $10 ; some
silver dollars, $4,000 : 1864. 1866 Indian hind cents, $100
each; dimes before 1896, $600 ; liberty head nickels before
1914, $600; encased postage stamps, some large pennies,
$2,000 : half cents, $276 ; paper money, gold dollars. $1,600 :
foreign coins. $165; some worth $6,000 each. It will pay
you to be posted. Send 15c today for big illustrated catalog.
National Coin Corporation, Uninc. (7) Daytona Beach, Fla.

if you know what to

NEW ASTROLOGY JEWELRY!

Mitched to your birth sign. M sterious Beantlful. Accents your
?fcrra&llty May brine you hick! Star (loUen, or Locfcct Brooches.
10sh_ Gift Box and Astrologlcal Analysis. Postpaid. Bond $1.00
and Birthdate TODAY! uarantee. ASTRA, American

Moneé back
Products, Dept. TG-I, Indianapolis, ind.

0X 655.

THOMTSON BROS. BOAT MFC. CO.
ySJriS.W CSS-JLJ CcoiSLSS. tt,.

Read Our Companion Magazine

FORLAR VIES]

NOW ON SALE

LIGHTS ITSELF

AT ALL STANDS

* * X

. SELLS JTSELF r* T
Quick Art*. (IMO) Perfoetad 1l-
S#M Starting: Lighter *h,d

lights dear, cigarette or IgFge—tn-
rtenUy. Nerer falls M OVED
PRINCIPLE IN
Ittot  No frlctlon Send,ZSc Hr
=AMfU and lans can of fluid. Start
n**r. Agents report big earnings.

NEW METHOD Mfg.Co.
e«fra of No Fllaf Automatic
flu Lliktore
Box TQ.S7, Bradford, Pa.. U. S. A.

JmJleal foinoeVi
fiick ticain

MEET "EL HACON," THE
HAWK OF THE RANGERS

IN

KNIGHT OF TH
SILVER STAR

By

BRADFORD SCOTT

The Most Glamorous
Western Story
You Ever Read!

IN THE MARCH

THRILLIN
WESTERN

NOW ON SALE |Q * AT ALL STANDS



W ji&L ihsL (JdjJa, Tftn&L
Jam jondu fiiom sA ™

in

Our New Companion Magazine

THE RIO KID
WESTERN

NOW ON SALE IO< AT ALL STANDS

CANDID CAMERA
CATCHES CO-EDS

In Every Issue Of

COLLEGE
HUMOR

GAYER AND GRANDER
THAN EVER

15¢c
AT ALL STANDS

BEST COMICS

The biggest and best magazine of comics
for all the family

NOW ON SALE 1O Cc AT ALL STANDS

STAY

a wage-slave
| F you wish

BUT-

'pSON'T yon wish you were like some of your

friends who are forging ahead while you
stay put? Like it or not, people sire you up by
what you earn. Is their sizing flattering to you?
— Why not plan to get ahead, to make more
money, to get a raiser If you don’t know bow,
perhaps we can aid you as we have SO many
others. Chances are good that we can help you
boost yourself up in ways you never thought of.
— Thousands will gladly tell you how our plan-
ned training helped them— directed their work
along charted paths to business success, bigger
earnings, 10%, 20%, 50%, some even 1W%
and 200% greater Income ... At any rate, let
us send you the inspiring book "Ten Years’
Promotion in One." It’'s FREE! It will surely
help you plan your next raise whether you ask
us to kelp you plan or not. Write us today for
the book— the coupon is for your convenience.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence
Institution
Dept. 832*-H Chicago

Please send me full infor-

matron regarding the train*

Ing and service | hare marked

with an_ X below. Also a

copy of “Ten Years’ Promo-

tion In One/* all without

obligation to me.

DBusiness Management xTrainJngforOfficial Man-
agerial. SalesandDepartmental Executive positlona.

O Modern Salesmanship: Training for position as
Sales Executive. Salesman. Sales Coach of Trainer.
Sales Promotion Manager. Manufacturers* Agent.
Solicitor, and all positions in retail, wholesale os
specialty selling.

O Higher Accountancy: Training for position aa
Auditor. Comptroller. Certified Public Accountant.
Cost Accountant, etc.

OTraffic Management: Training for position as
Railroad. Truck or Industrial Traffic Manager.
Rate Expert, Freight Solicitor, etc.

O Law: LL. B. Degree.

m] Stenoty{)y: The up-to-date method for secretaries
and court and convention reporters.

O Modern Foretnanshlﬂt Training for positions in
Shop Management, such as that o f Superintendent.
General Foreman, Foreman. Sub-Foreman, tic.

O Industrial Management: Training for positions
in Works Management. Production Control. In-
dustrial Engineering, etc.

O Modern Business Correspondence: Training fos
Sales or Collection Correspondent, Sales Promotion
Manager, Mail Sales Manager, Secretary, etc.

O Stenography: Training In the new superior ma-
chine shorthand. Stenotypy.

O Expert Bookkeeping O Railway Accounting

O Business English OEffective Speaking

O Credit and Collection DC. P. A. Coaching
C°crMpo.<lc<ra O Commercial Law

Name-----
Present Position__

Addn



Cash When Sick

Over 120.000 Pwoplu Hov* Already Provided a Calk
Income Up to $100 a Month

8lek beneflU np to 1100 n month when yon tre laid up frc«n
ANY kind of «lckn«i will be paid muter * New haalth policy
now tenued by the Nettonal Proteetlre Ineurance Co.

Men from “ifej 18 to 69 tod womeu trum wu 18 to 5»—
whbother employed or not—and who are now In cood health are
eligible. No ‘application to fill out. No medical examlnatlmi

"IskAnesa etrlkes suddenly and unexpectedly. It always cans*
reatly increased expends ‘and usually a reduced tncutna.  Over
10000 people hare already bought” National Protective health
pol/rire. ~ Over odo and one-half million dollars have been promptly
paid_In benefits to eolicyholdora_.

BEND NO MONEY. “Just write your name, address, age and
sex to National Protective Insurance Co., 3001 Pickwick Building.
Kansas City, Mo., and they will mail you a policy for 10 days
Free InapeclLon. See the policy first and if you are satisfied, then
send us $3.65 to pay the prémium for nearly flfo mouths. This
offer li Untiled, so write today.

Sends Treatment for

ASTHMA

ParoxysmsonFree Trial!

wlll send any sufferer a regular $1.25 bottle of Lane™
Vreatmeot by prepaid mall, "used by thousands and this
bottle does not coet you a smgle penny until you aro re-
lieved—then onI%/ $1.25. If not your report cancels ohante.
D. J LANE. 269 Lane Building, St. Marys, Kansas

Start A POTATO CHIP
Business InYour Kitchen!

-
I\UG '\D\EY' Buy potatoes at 9c Ib. l I I
/

"Greaseless” Potato Chip#, and aell for
350 a_Ib. Big money spare or full time. No

experience needed. ~ | tell you how to cot

stores to sell for you—how to make profit .
first day. Hmall Investment buys complete Si™
%]mpment. Write for FREE FACTS today |

. H. MARDT...620..N. Mlekigaa Arena#. Deft. F-293, Ohlsac#

SONG POEMS WANTED

TO BE HKT TO MUS8IO
Free Examlaatloa. Send Year Pw.t to
J. CBA8. McNKIL, Master of mcsio

610-TF So. Aloxudil* la» Angolea, OdkUf.

T

Double the life of your

coat and vest with correctly
matched pants. 100,000 pattann.
Every pair hand tailored to your measure.
Our ‘match sent FREE for your 0. K. before
pant3 are made. Fit guaranteed. Send piece
#f clsth or vest today.

SUPERIOR MATCH PANTS COMPANY
209 8. 8tate 8L QepL 982 Chicago

OLD LEG TROUBLE

Easy to use Vbcoee Method heals many old
leg sore* caused by leg congestion,varicoee rein#,
swollen legs and injuries or no cost for TRIAL.
Describe your trouble and get FREE BOOK.

T. =. VIBCOSE METHOD COMPANY
140 N. Dearborn Street, Chicago. llUatla

FALSE TEETH

LOWEST 90 DAYS’ TRIAL

If you need teeth, but do
PRICES noty care to upend much
mgoog,. Write about my Method and LOW
PEICis. You MUST be 100* 8ATI8FIED
or | will refund your money any tlroo i
within your 90 day trial. | have many” Satisfied Customer* In United
State* ‘and Canada. MY METHOD “18 FOUNDED ON 30 YEARS'
EXPERIENCE. N p IYIQMIEY

WRITE TODAY for FREE BOOKLET and MATERIAL.
DR. CLEVELAND DENTAL LABORATORY
2-CO, 50J-05 Missouri Av*., Ini St. Louis, Il

A NEW
DETECTIYE

MAGAZINE
OF

MAGIC
AND

MYSTERY!

Featuring George Chance,
the Magician-Detective,
in Action-Packed Full
Book-length Novels Taken
from His Private Memoirs!

ASK YOUR NEWSDEALER FOR

GHOST

NOW ON SALE IOCAT ALL STANDS

COMPLETE STORIES OF THE
WEIRD AND SUPERNATURAL

in Every lIssue of

STRANGE
STORIES

NOW ON SALE 150 AT ALL STANDS



EXCITING STORIES OF
THE WAR ON
ESPIONAGE IN AMERICA
IN

THRILLING
Y
STORIES

ON SALE EVERYWHERE

10c

AT ALL STANDS

BRI S S S i b b b b b e b S R R R I R I b

LET THE STARS BE YOUR

GUIDE!
Consult Your Daily Horoscope
in

EVERYDAY
ASYROLOGY

EVERY MONTH 1OC AT ALL STANDS

If you like to draw, test your sen
of design, color, proportion, etc-,
with our simple Art Ability Test.
An opportunity to get afrank opin-
ion, free, as to whether your talent
is worth developing.

Magazines, newspapers, publishers
and advertisers spend millions yearly
for illustrations. Design and color
influence the sale of most things we
buy. Artists have become important
to industry. Machines can not dis-
place them. |If you have talent,
train it. Drawing may be your surest
road to success.

The Federal Schools, affiliated with
a large art, engraving and printing
institution, has trained many young
men and women now serving in-
dustry as designers or illustrators,
capable of earning from $1,000 to
$5,000 yearly. Its Home Study
courses in Commercial Art, Illus-
trating and Cartooning, contain
exclusive illustrated lessons by many
famous artists. Practical instruction
by experienced men is the reason for
its many years’ outstanding success.
Courses sold on easy payments.

Send today for Art Test and Free
Book explaining present opportun-
ities in art. Just fill out and mail
coupon below.

fTOEWTsCHOOisyrnL

5630 Federal Schools Bldg.
Minneapolis, Minn.

Send me, without obligation, your Art Teat
and Free Book.

Age Occupation



OFF WITH HIS HEAD

By JOE ARCHIBALD

Author of “Death from Beyond," “The Swamp Thing," etc.

CHAPTER |

The Sinister Basket

MAN sat waiting while the
customs inspector rummaged
through his suitcase. Passen-

gers milling about the pier glanced his

way briefly and looked back, faces a

little shocked. His clothes hung on his

emaciated frame like limp towels on a

rack. The cheek and jaw bones of his

14

face seemed barely covered by the dry,
leathery skin and his mouth was set in
a thin, grim line of fortitude.

This impression was borne out by the
unwinking intensity of the eyes that
stared out of deep sockets in his cada-
verous face and by the iron grip with
which his long, bony fingers hooked
around a strangely woven basket rest-

ing in his lap. It might have held his
life's blood.
The intensity of this man’s gaze

shook prying eyes loose. There was
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almost a glare of madness in his stare.
He appeared to be a person who had
burned up all the energy in his system
in the quest of some unholy grail. His
gray-streaked hair, worn long, was the
only thing about him that moved as the
wind, sweeping in off the bay, whipped
everything else to life.

The customs man stabbed a finger at
the basket in the passenger’s lap.

"W hat’s in that, sir?”

"W hat—what did you say?” The
gaunt figure seemed to have been
shocked out of a sort of trance. "This

basket? Oh, do you have to look in it,
too? It’s nothing of value, | assure you.
Nothing of value to anyone but me. |
give you my word!”

A quiver ran through his body, com-
municated itself to his thin hands which
began to shake.

“Sorry. Only doin’ my job, sir. You'll
have to open up.”

"Yes. [I'll have to, | suppose.”

Those bony fingers began fumbling
at a thin string of rawhide and soon
lifted the cover of the wicker case. The
customs man lost his smile and blood
drained from his face. He called to an-
other brass-buttoned official.

“Bill, come here.”

The two men peered into the basket.
“Good grief!” exclaimed one. “That’s
an awful lookin’ thing. What on earth
does anybody pick up things like that
for, huh?”

The thin man put the cover back on
the basket and secured it fast with the
rawhide string. "You are— satisfied?”
he queried, a crooked twist of a smile
making a gargoyle of his cadaverous
face. “l can— go— now?”

"Yeah, you can go.”

The customs men watched with eerie
fascination as the skeletonlike passen-
ger got to his feet and walked slowly
away.

“That guy’d give a snake the creeps.
A good push an’ he’d fall apart, Hank.”

“You said it. I'm going to have
nightmares tonight.”

HE emaciated man who had just

passed through the customs sat
down in the waiting room. He looked
down at the little basket and spoke to
it in a hollow voice as though it were
human.

“It has been a tiresome trip, hasn’t

it?” he said. “But we still have much
to do. | wonder will they be glad to
see us?” His lips peeled away from his

teeth in a laugh that was truly horrible.

"l have years in which to do my
work. They will live long,” he mum-
bled through bloodless lips.

* * * * *

"Strange!”

The man who spoke stood at the edge
of a thick wood. He was tall and gang-
ly with a suit of rough tweed covering
his lean frame. A slouch hat, pulled
well down over his forehead, failed to
hide the patches of white hair at his
temples.

He held a flashlight in his hand and
was playing the beam on a gruesome
thing on the ground. The headless car-
cass of a big dog. Moisture dripped
through the leaves of the trees and
made a bleak, monotonous sound in the
gathering dusk.

The mists coming hard on the heels
of a twenty-four hour rain kept thick-
ening perceptibly. When the big man'’s
boots shifted, they made sucking sounds
in the sodden turf.

“Head cut off as clean as a whistle.
But where is the head?”

His companion, a young, compactly
built man, knelt beside the thing on the
ground and shook his head. The flash-
light’'s shard illuminated his strong,
lean-jawed face. His eyes were puz-
zled and harbored a vague expression
of horror.

“It might be around here somewhere,
the head, Dale.” He bit his lips and got
to his feet. “We’ll look around. No
knife did that. Why would anyone want
to kill a dog in that fashion?”

“Don’t know, unless he was a crazy
man.”

“I'll check up at the asylum over at
Grantboro,” the younger man said.

He was Detective-sergeant Bill Mc-
Clarin from Haynesburg Police Head-
quarters. He had come over to Simeon
Royle s farm to buy one of Royle’s
famous sugar-cured hams. Everyone
within a radius of forty miles was in
the habit of coming to get those hams.
He had stopped his car a half mile from
the farmhouse when Royle hailed him
from the edge of the woods.
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Royle and McClamin began to search
through the sodden short growth in the
lee of the woods. The farmer’s flash-
light kept sweeping a path for them.
Suddenly Royle stopped and he said in
a husky voice:

“Look— over by that stump.”

T was the dog’s head and its bared
white fangs gleamed in the dusk.
McClamin took the flash from Royle’s
hand and got down on his knees again.
“Look at that, Royle,” he said, “the
way the neck bone was severed. A sur-
geon, a veterinary couldn’t do any bet-
ter. This is a damn strange thing all
right. What kind of man would do a
thing like this?”

Simeon Royle sucked at his pipe and
the sludge in it made a liquid sound.
His big hands trembled. “To a dog,
Sergeant, yep. W hat’s stoppin’ a crazy
man from tryin’ it out on a. . . .” He
left the grim question hanging in mid-
air.

McClamin nodded. “I'll take a look
around this neck of the woods— just in
case.”

Simeon Royle followed the plain
clothes man to the car out in the road.

“It wouldn’'t hurt to keep a close
watch on things, Royle.” McClamin
said, driving up to the farm, “Fore-
warned is forearmed, you know.”

The detective drove in through a wide
gate, threw the engine into second and
climbed to the top of a knoll on which
stood Royle’s farmhouse. There were
a hundred and twenty acres or more

to Mountain Spring Farm, Royle’s
place.
Near the house was a long, low

wooden structure and two or three
smaller sheds. A great field of corn
stretched down from the knoll to the
fence that hemmed in the back section
of Royle’s holdings.

In the shadows stretching out from
the heavy woodland to the east were the
farm sties. McClamin could hear the
faint squealing sound coming from
that direction as he followed the farmer
into the smokehouse.

When McClamin was ready to leave,
he said to Royle:

“If you meet any of your neighbors,
tip 'em off, Royle. Maybe nothin’ to
this thing but. . .
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“You can bet | will. Killin’ a dog
ain’t nothin’ unusual. But the way it
was done, Mac!” He shook his head.

Just forty-eight hours later a man,
driving a small ramshackle car along a
lonesome road four miles out of
Haynesburg, saw a delivery truck
pulled up alongside the road. He knew
that car even before he saw the letters
painted on its green sides.

Eddie Pryne would be the driver of
the grocery truck and he wondered why
Eddie was parked in that lonesome
place at that time of night. Braking
his ancient contraption, he called out:

“He-e-ey, Eddie!”

For awhile he heard no sound. Then
a disturbance in the brush alongside the
road startled him. Something, someone
was trying to crawl back into the road.
A groan cut into the drone of an idling
motor. Then the rustic saw Eddie
Pryne’s head, one of his blindly clawing
hands, and he jumped clear of the
high-bodied old car and went to the
man’s aid.

The driver of the delivery truck wore
a light coat that was stained with blood.
There was a gory band around his neck
and he collapsed when the countryman
got his strong arms about him and
pulled him out of the ditch.

ECTECTIVE Bill McClamin sat

beside Eddie Pryne’s bed in the
hospital all during the night. The house
surgeon had told that the injured man
had a narrow squeak.

The necklacelike cut was over an
eighth of an inch deep, and a little more
pressure with the apparently deadly
weapon would have severed the jugular
vein. Undoubtedly something had
scared Pryne’s assailant before the com-
pletion of his horrible task.

It was already dawn when Pryne be-
came partly conscious and began mum-
bling things. McClamin leaned over
close and gently plied him with ques-
tions which he answered in throaty
monosyllables.

“Man in the road— hailed me—
stopped.” A long pause. “Dragged me
— out an’'— walked with a sort of stoop
— dirty big teeth, I think. His eyes—
his eyes— long, stringy hair and then
something 'round my neck— squeezing
—squeez. - - -
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A nurse in attendance placed a quiet-
ing hand on the patient’'s arm and
looked warningly toward the detective.

McClarnin got up and turned to a
cop on duty.

“A madman is at large, Burgess. |
found out yesterday. Not from Grant-
boro but over in the next state. Hom-
icidal maniac. @Name’s Thorgensen.
Got a gun somehow and shot an attend-
ant. Just fits this description of Pryne’s.
W e’'d better comb this county.”

Haynesburg police conducted a
search that lasted for four days but
nothing came of it. Citizens living be-
yond the crowded areas of the big mid-
western city went abroad with fear
stalking them every step. Parents kept
children within four walls and slept
with weapons close at hand. Newspaper
writers grimly labeled the maniac The
Headsman.

McClarnin stopped in at Royle’s dur-
ing his patrolling of the country roads
around Haynesburg. He was talking
with the gentleman farmer in Royle’s
small office when the door opened and a
man, who had to stoop to pass through
the doorway, walked in without knock-
ing. McClarnin felt a chill go through
his frame when he saw the hired man
raise a blood-smeared hand to remove
his hat.

“What do you want, Lund?" Royle
asked angrily. “Haven’t | told you often
enough to wash yourself and change
your clothes after the butchering?”

“Yah, but I ban work good an’ hard,
Mister Royle. | come tell you | got
two of the bigges’ hams what | ever see
from two of them pigs, yah. You want
‘'em in big smokehouse or maybe you
go'n try out. . . .”

“I'll look at them in a few minutes,”
Royle said. He turned to McClarnin
as Lund went out. “I'm experimenting
with a new process. If it works out,
we’ll have a ham that— But that's a
secret for the present.”

“How long has he worked for you?”
McClarnin asked.

“Lund? Oh, seven or eight years.
Best pig butcher you ever saw.”

The detective trapped his lips and
got up.

“Seems to like blood, that big ox,”
he remarked as he went out. "He even
smells of it. Ugh!”

CHAPTER 11

Consuming Death

HE suburban home of Martin Kel-
Tsey, city comptroller of Haynes-
burg, was a show place in and around
the big mid-western city. A sprawling
house of Norman architecture, the mon-
ument to the man’s success had been
erected on acreage that included a
deeply wooded stretch through which
a brook snaked its way. Now, in the
spring of the year, the brook was full
and the gurgle of its waters rippling
along over its stony course reached
into, the house and filled the ears of its
occupants night and day.

Kelsey, a well fed, well groomed man
who had not yet seen his fiftieth year,
sat in his den. The retreat was fur-
nished with massive old pieces of carved
mahogany that showed wup richly
against a warm red wall paper. A
cheery fire crackled on the hearth of a
stone fireplace that was equipped with
wrought iron fixtures.

Over the large mantel was a stuffed
wild boar’s head, the glass eyes seem-
ing to glare balefully down upon the
man seated in his comfortable leather-
upholstered chair. An aroma of excel-
lent whiskey and expensive tobacco
permeated the room and one would
have had to look far to find a sanctuary
more lavishly stocked with the solid
comforts of life.

Martin Kelsey had a hobby that he
reveled in. Photography. He was
fumbling with a camera as he sat there
and every once in a while he would
glance at his reflection in a full length
mirror that he had placed against the
opposite wall.

It was a ruddy, square face that
looked back at him. Easy living had
begun to put a layer of fat over his
jowls although there was still strength
in the set of the jaw. The eyes were
widely spaced under shaggy brows and
held a direct look.

A full-lipped, somewhat sensual
mouth was the only feature of the face
not exactly prepossessing. Altogether
the reflection was of a man who had
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lived first ruggedly, then hard and a
little too well to preserve the charac-
teristics with which he had started out.

“Light’'s about right,” Kelsey said
with a grunt of satisfaction. “Ought
to be quite a picture.

The door opened and a woman came
in. The fragrant scent of jasmine
blended with the cigar and whiskey
smell as she moved into the room.

She was tall and slim with a skin
like the petal of a gardenia, smooth and
white and velvety. Her rouged lips
were poutish, indicating a woman who
was in the habit of securing her own
way. Her penciled brows were arched
a little too high above lustrous dark
eyes that gave warmth and life to her
cameo face. The black velvet gown
which clung to her lovely figure
matched the color of her hair and suited
the cold spring night.

“Going out, 'Nita?” Kelsey asked and
looked back at his reflection. *“This
should be quite a picture, eh?”

NITA KELSEY made a weary
A gesture with a jeweled hand.

“Oh, why don't you think of some-
thing besides your picture -taking,
Mart’?” she queried. “There’s much
more fun in Haynesburg. The How-
lands and the Lorings will be at the
club and a lot more of our friends. How
can you lose your head over such.

“Lose my head?” Kelsey interrupted,
chuckling. “Too late, 'Nita. | lost it a
long time ago over you.”

His wife laughed.

“So you have no head, Martin?” Ab-
ruptly her eyes took on a scared ex-
pression. “You shouldn’t be here alone
with that maniac running around loose.
Martin, please— "~

Kelsey got up and walked over to
his wife. He took her in his arms
briefly, feasted his eyes on her beauty.

“You run along and have your fun,
honey, and I'll have mine. | can take
care of myself.” He kissed her and
then held her off from him. “Been good,
these last several years, haven’'t they,
dear? Don’t think of him any more at
all?”

“Why should 1, Martin? You've
given me what he never could have
given me. Women can fall in love with
love, can’t they? 1'd be scrubbing in a

*
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two-room flat if—if | hadn’t gotten
over being silly.” She laughed and
turned toward the door. “I'll send Tano

in. You must be hungry.”

“No, I'm not. If | need a bite, I'll
go out and get me some of that ham in
the refrigerator. Don’t keep Tano on.
It’s his night off. Run along, honey, so
you won’'t be late.”

Mrs. Kelsey ran her fingers lightly
over her coiffure.

“All right. Good night, Martin.”

The man sighed happily when she
had gone. Life certainly had been gen-
erous with him. Another year or two
and his mind would be fully at peace.
Time heals all things, even a conscience
that has been needled by a hundred
whispering, accusing demons. Kelsey
hitched his chair forward and adjusted
his camera.

Another interruption came almost
immediately in the shape of Tano and
the master looked annoyed as the white-
coated servant caught his reflection in
the mirror. Tano was short but heavily
built. His face was squared under
smooth yellow skin from prominent
cheek bones to jaw line. Black straight
hair was plastered down flatly on his
head and resembled a skull cap, for not
a single hair was displaced.

“Tano ver’ sorry but Senora she
ask—"

He untwined the long thin fingers
that had been interlaced against his
chest as he began to speak.

“1 told her not. 1 won’'t need you
any more tonight, Tano. 1 do not wish
to be disturbed again. Is that clear?”

“Si, si!” Tano backed out, a slow
smile breaking on his wide mouth.
Gusts of wind came at intervals and
drove heavily needled branches against
the roof of the Norman house with an
eerie grating sound. In a nearby swale,
frogs set up a hoarse madrigal that lent
a discordant note to the rhythmic bab-
bling of the brook.

But Martin Kelsey did not hear those
sounds, did not sense the deadly quiet
of the night. He was absorbed with
his hobby, oblivious to anything else
in the world inside or out. All the little
intricacies that he indulged in to per-
fect his pictures had been brought into
play and now he was ready to snap his
picture.
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He eased himself into the chair and
lifted the camera. The image in front
of him smiled back at him. Then—
there was something else! Some-
thing—

ELSEY stiffened in the high-back
K chair. Another face than his own
leered at him out of the mirror. A hor-
rible, grinning face half hidden by the
brim of a sodden black hat. Decayed
yellow teeth were bared by those twist-
ing lips. Eyes that burned like live
coals seemed to sear him with their
glance.

He wanted to scream. His throat
was paralyzed. He fought to get his
shuddering body twisted around to see
if that terrible thing was really behind
him but his nerve centers were con-
gested with a sickening horror. Words
bit into his very soul, words that came
rocketing out of a past that he had
almost rubbed out of his brain. He
trembled, hearing them.

“Good evening, Kelsey. Remember
Tom Rainsford? It was a bullet from
your gun, | believe, that went right be-
tween his eyes. You can see the mark
on his head now. They— they could not
fix it up quite right. Look!” The voice
was deadly, flat.

Martin Kelsey’s eyes strained at their
sockets. In the mirror he saw a thing
that tore at his insides and made him
deathly ill with a terror that had no
bounds. A face in the mirror, no larger
than a baseball, with eyes that peered
at him through tiny slits.

Pale yellow hair streamed down on
either side of that ghastly thing his
grim visitor held in the palm of a bony
hand. The lips were drawn back and
there was the glitter of gold in a white
tooth. Gold! The metal that made men
kill.

Kelsey’s breath came in short sobs
as he looked at the thing.

Then a soul-tearing scream burst
from his shuddering lips. His hands
gripped the arms of the big chair and
his numbed body strained forward as
if thousands of volts of electricity were
ripping, tearing, through him.

“N-No! No, it could not be .. . No-
body saw—nobody but. ... In heav-
en’s name who are you?”

Strength bom of desperation came to

Kelsey. There was a gun in the drawer

of that desk near his elbow. He had
to get it or— or—
His hysterically-edged senses felt

something drop down over his head
with the swiftness of a striking snake.
Somehow he knew it was the end for
him, even before he was jerked back
into his chair and a searing strip of
flame burned before his eyes, tran-
scending all else. It bit through his
flesh, cut off his breathing. Blinding
crimson flashes cut him off from the
world and he knew death was consum-
ing him. Subconsciously he was aware
of terrible pain, knew his eyes were
tearing loose from their moorings.
Blood in his mouth— warm— spurting
out through his nose. Then all feeling
was gone and— he was no more.

The terrible assailant stood looking
down at his handiwork and a low, hor-
rible laugh rocked the unearthly still-
ness. A clock on the wall hammered
out the seconds, the ticking magnified
a thousand times. Slowly the Kkiller
reached out and tapped the dead man
on the shoulder. Kelsey’s head fell off
and rolled onto the desk beside the
chair. The body remained upright,
topped by a gory stub!

“One,” counted the Kkiller.

He took a small sack from his pocket,
picked the head up by the hair with
long white fingers stained with blood.
He dropped the head into the sack,
tucked it under his arm and glided
noiselessly out of the room. In a few
moments he had passed through a back
door and had slunk off into the woods
like a grim nocturnal beast of prey.

CHAPTER 111
A Lost Art

AIETY at a very smart night club
in Haynesburg was reaching its
zenith when a phone call came for Mrs.
Martin Kelsey. She drained her glass
at the cocktail bar and, with an impa-
tient little gesture, followed the attend-
ant to the booth.
“Yes—yes,” she said into the re-
ceiver, “this is Mrs. Kelsey.”
“This Tano, Senora. Madre de Dios!
The master, he have lose his head!”
“He— what?” the woman gasped.
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do not understand. You

“Tano, |
said.

“Si, si, Senora. The master he is
dead an’ the head of him, it is gone.
Someone have kill him.”

Anita Kelsey emitted a little moan
and slumped forward. For a moment
her body swayed, then fell sideways to
the floor. The telephone receiver
dropped from her Ilimp fingers and
banged against the wall of the booth.
In an instant a club attache leaped to
her side while a hat check girl ran into
the cocktail lounge, screaming.

Detective Sergeant Bill McClarnin
was the first to enter the room of hor-
ror. McClarnin had been around a
long time and had seen death in its
most violent aspects, but the sight of
that headless body sprawled out in the
big chair made him sick. Instantly he
thought of the widow and he muttered
hastily to a cop:

“Don’t let her see this.
of here!

Anita Kelsey’s screaming broke and
ran through the house. There were
sounds of violent scuffling, the exhor-
tations of men who were holding her
out there in the hall.

“We might find the head some-
where,” McClarnin said. “Taken off as
neat as you could imagine. Certainly
no knife blade ever did it. Looks like
the work of the madman.”

As he spoke, the~detective was
searching the room thoroughly. Others
took up the search outside and inside
the large house. Police photographers
went to work taking pictures of the en-
tire scene, from the spot where the
body was found to a birdseye view of
the Norman structure from a distance
under floodlights.

Not a clue turned up under more than
an hour of investigation and McClar-
nin was forced to admit that he was
stumped, at least for the time being.
Tano could throw no light on the affair.

The servant repeated many times his
story of having been given time off, of
having pursued his usual pleasure of
walking when off duty for a few hours.
He had met no one on his walk, having
stuck to little used roads. A search of
the servant’s upstairs room while he
was under questioning revealed noth-
ing.

Keep her out

Martin Kelsey’s closest friends in
life had gathered in the living room of
the house. The faces of the men re-
flected the horror they had seen. Sim-
eon Royle, who had been a close friend
of Kelsey for years, was there along
with Frank Grigsby, president of the
Haynesburg Trust Company, and John
Mahler, leading merchant of the city.

Grief was glaringly apparent in the
gentleman farmer’s eyes. He seemed
to have aged ten years in the short time
since his arrival. Mahler’s thin coun-
tenance was ashen and his lips twitched
nervously. Grigsby’s teeth beat a tat-
too against the rim of a highball glass
as he tried to fortify himself with the
dead man’s whiskey.

“Knew Kelsey pretty well, didn’t
you, Royle?” McClarnin said, and
Royle nodded. “Yep. Always thought
a heap of him.”

“Have any enemies you knew about?”
the detective queried.

HE gentleman farmer shook his
head slowly.

“Never spoke of any, but now I come
to think of it, he often seemed to have
something preying on his mind, ’spe-
cially years back. Once or twice |
thought he was going to tell me some
confidence when we were sitting here
evenings, but he’'d always change his
mind, go back to sorting his pictures.
Took some fine ones, Mart’ did. Even
won mention in the camera club awards
a couple of years.”

“l can’t stand it here any longer!”
It was John Mahler crying out hoarsely

with a break in nervous tension.
“There’s nothing we can do for M-Mar-
tin. We all might be. . . . Look here,
McClarnin, why can’t you and your
men find that maniac? None of us is
safe.”

“We’'ll get the Headsman, never you
fear,” the detective said grimly.

“Please God, before he starts on little
kids!” Simeon Royle said with a choke
in his voice. “You've got to do some-
thing, Mac.”

McClarnin went back to the room
where the coroner was putting things
back into his bag.

“Death by strangulation— before the
head was taken off,” the medical exam-
iner said. “My guess is as good as
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yours as to the murder weapon, Ser-
geant.”

McClamin nodded, lips compressed.

“When Mrs. Kelsey is able to talk
sanely, I'll get the full dope on her hus-
band’s past.”

He paused to listen as shrill hyster-
ical cries mingled with insensate laugh-
ter came from upstairs. “Lost his head
— lost his head— ha-a-a-a-” was all that
it sounded like. The detective-sergeant
shuddered a bit as he stooped to pick
up Kelsey’s camera, which had fallen
to the floor but was still intact.

“I'll leave you two men here to hunt
for that head,” he said to a couple of
officers. “Might be buried somewhere
around. If this was fiction now, I'd
have found a dozen clues. There’s noth-
ing here but a lot of blood.” He had
noted one or two details that he did not
choose to mention for the time being.
“Of course we’ll have to hold Tano as
a material witness. We only have his
word that. . . . ”

“Him? That spig?” a homicide squad
cop scoffed. “Take a head off that
easy ?”

““There’'s ways of doing that,” Mc-
Clamin replied. “It's all in knowing
how, | guess. Tano’s only been with
the Kelseys for six weeks and we can'’t
let anything slip by us.”

“Ain’t you forgettin’ about the ma-
niac that’s runnin’ around loose?” the
cop said, but the detective sergeant did
not respond.

Another night | The night before the
burial of what was left of Martin Kel-
sey, a corpse without a head in a sealed
casket. A storm was raging over
Haynesburg. Thunder rolled and light-
ning cut great rents in the drenched
skies.

Rain beat hard against the roof of a
big house on the outskirts of the city
where Frank Grigsby lived. The owner
was walking nervously to and fro in
the living room, a frayed dead cigar
gripped tightly between his teeth.

Grigsby’s hair was prematurely gray
but his thick brows were still black.
He was tall and well built with a patri-
cian mien. At the moment his face was
flushed and sweat glistened on his fore-
head. His breath was heavy with the
fumes of the liquor he had consumed.

“All right, all right, you say I'm talk-

ing crazily, Mahler,” he exploded, paus-
ing to glare down at the city merchant
who was sitting on the edge of a leather
upholstered chair. “But his head— Kel-
sey’s head! Why? Godfrey, man,
doesn’t it tell you anything? You were
down there with me almost twenty
years ago. You know about headB down
there! You saw—"

AHLER nodded, slid his tongue
M nervously along thin lips that
had gone dry.

“Yes, Frank, sure. But think back,
man! There wasn’t a soul who saw.
Only a couple of natives and we fin-
ished them. A curse, trailing us to
Haynesburg? Bosh!” The man reached
for his glass with trembling fingers.
“There was no curse following Pryne,
was there? And he almost got it.
It’s just that maniac. McClarnin
knows. . . .”

“Just the same, if we could find Kel-
sey’s head, 1'd feel better.” He hurled
his ragged cigar toward the fireplace.
"Things can happen in this world.
They do happen! Don’t forget that a
lot of white men have lost their lives
trying to get what we. "

Mahler’'s face was a mask of fear.

“l can’t forget. | know one that lost
his life.”

“1 wish to hell I had never seen that
stuff sometimes. For years I slept only
half the night. We lost our heads that
night in the valley of the Patate, you
and | and Martin Kelsey. Lost our
h— ”

Mahler yelled:

“Don’t say that, you fool!”

His body began to shake and he
braced himself by gripping the arms of
his chair with all the strength that was
in him.

Grigsby was already pacing the floor
again, the storm in his soul raging more
fiercely than the one swirling outside.

“It could happen to us. One of U3
next— ” he muttered.

Mahler got out of his chair.

“l won't stay here and listen to you
talking like an idiot,” he blazed. “I—
I'm going home.”

Grigsby’s laugh was not pleasant.

“Go ahead. It’'s a fine night for a
murder, Mabhler, in this storm.”

His visitor cursed and sank down
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again,
drink.

“We can’t let ourselves get this way.
We— we’ll begin to talk in our sleep.
I tell you we’re making a mountain out
of a molehill. It's that maniac. He
happened to get Mart, that's all.”

“1f 1 only knew where he put the
head, John,” Grigsby said. “That’s
what sc-scares me.”

The doorbell jangled shrilly and both
men started nervously, feeling the hair
rise on their scalps, in a few moments
Bill McClamin was admitted to the
room and he shook hands calmly with
both men. He declined with thanks
when Grigsby offered him a drink.

“Anything new?” Mahler asked.

“Something mighty interesting,” the
detective-sergeant replied. “1 had the
plate that was in Kelsey’s camera de-
veloped and it's gruesome. He must
have snapped the picture he was about
to take when he was attacked. It
shows himself with terror written on
his face and the shadowy face of his
attacker behind him. Looks like the
maniac they’'ve been hunting for but it's
not quite clear due, probably, to mov-
ing of the camera.”

Grigsby sank back into his chair with
an explosive sigh of relief and McClar-
nin looked at him curiously.

“We still have to catch him, you
know, but the dragnet we've got out
ought to bring him in. You ought to
lay off that liquor, however. Every-
body in this town ought to keep a cool
head for any emergency until a capture
is made and people can be called safe.”

“Good idea,” said Mahler, setting his

glass down, empty.
SHORT silence. Then the detec-
A tive sergeant said thoughtfully:

“1've just been thinking about an as-
sociation of facts. Mrs. Kelsey says
her husband was on an expedition to
South America many years ago into the
head country. There’'s said to be a
curse on white men who make a pass
at Inca gold.”

“Trying to make a big case out of a
maniac’s depredations?” Mahler said
with a trace of sarcasm.

McClarnin glanced up quickly.

“No, but they do take heads down
there in that country.”

seeking the solace of strong

Grigsby laughed jerkily. “Ever see
one of those natives, Mac? We have.
John and | were with Martin on that
expedition. Those natives are little
guys. If one ever set foot in this coun-
try, he'd been followed by the news-
paper photographers and could be
tagged in a minute. Anyhow, a white
man Kkilled Kelsey—you know that!
White men don’'t know how to take
heads that way — the way they
took. . . . ”

“No?” queried the detective, raising
his eyebrows. “Well, this white man
took one that way,” he Baid. "It’s not
been found yet.”

There was a puzzled look in his eyes
as he rose to go and Grigsby did not
try to detain him.

Grigsby downed another whiskey
after McClarnin had gone. He was
really quite drunk and kept mumbling
incoherently.

“There’s one way— one way of find-
in’ out, J-John, only one way. If one
of us is next to g-go. . . .”

Mahler jumped up and shouted with
exasperation:

“Y-You fool! Keep your
shut. I'm getting out of here.”

Grigsby’s fears remained to keep him
company. His quaking sc.dden brain
was alert enough to carry his thoughts
back over the years that had passed to
a dark and bloody night in a tropical
land.

Three white men creeping toward an-
other white man’s camp on a jungle
river just above the White Falls, in the
very shadow of the white-crested Chim-
borazo, the valley of the Patate. The
man sleeping beside a dying fire, two
Indian sentries sitting close by. His
botelo, on which the treasure was
loaded, was dragged halfway up on the
bank.

Then— shots booming through the
steaming jungle. The blond man jump-
ing to his feet to meet the bullet that
chugged right between his eyes. Na-
tive guides weltering in their own
blood. Three men, crazed with gold
lust, feasting their eyes on the treasure.

Grigsby was back there again, stand-
ing in the lurid light of the murdered
man’s fire, with the sounds of the jungle
swirling around him. The stirless heat
burning through his insect-bitten body.

mouth
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The whirring of myriad bats in the jun-
gle fastness.

Ripe rubber seed pods exploding like
gunshots all around him. Twining li-
anas groping for his shaking legs and
hanging creepers pawing at his face. A
goblin land where he had left his soul.
The past rolled away from him, leaving
him in the middle of his North Ameri-
can living room, trembling and afraid.

“If they could only— find— Mart’'s—
head!”

Martin Kelsey’'s head was not far
away. It stood on a little bench in a
dimly lighted cellar and a man wearing
a black skullcap was making a slit in
the skin at the back of it. Coals of fire
burned brightly in a little forge beside
which was a sack of fine sand. The
faint odor of camphor and spice was
evident in the dank air of the place. A
little basket, strangely woven, stood on
a bench not far away from where the
man was absorbed in his grisly task.

“An art that might be lost very
soon,” the feverish-eyed worker mur-
mured. “Like the embalming secrets of
the old Egyptians.”

CHAPTER 1V
Taker of Heads

HE funeral of Martin Kelsey at-
Ttracted crowds, not only of well-
known people but also of the morbidly
curious. His old friends, Mabhler,
Grigsby and Royle, were among the pall
bearers.

Once, as they were taking the coffin
from the hearse to the grave in the
cemetery, John Mahler stumbled and
went to his knees and the casket nearly
fell into a great mound of flowers near
the yawning oblong hole.

He recovered himself quickly and did
not see the look of impatience on Grigs-
by’'s face. Everyone else’s attention
was on the widow whose black-veiled
head was bent with sorrow.

During the weeks that followed,
Haynesburg gradually lost its aura of
terror. No evidence of the maniac’s
presence was seen, so it was concluded
that he had escaped the area entirely.
The search for him was still being car-

ried on, but people were relaxing their
vigilance.

McClamin kept Tano spotted, for
when he had first brought him to Head-
quarters for questioning, Tano had a
wound on his hand that had been cau-
terized. Tano had said that Mrs. Kel-
sey’s chow dog had bitten him. Tano
had come from Quito in Ecuador, had
Indian blood in him.

Since the death of his master, Tano
had spent a lot of time in a low dive in
Haynesburg, in the foreign quarter.
One of McClamin’s men had talked to
him there. Tano had been very drunk.
All he could say was, “tsantsa-tsantsa”
in a scared voice and he had taken an-
other drink. . . .

OHN MAHLER and Frank Grigs-

by sat in the former’s fishing lodge

on a lake twelve miles from the city.

Satiated with food and wine, they sat

around a littered rustic table and

beamed at each other. A lot of the ter-

ror that had been gripping them for the

last few weeks had fled their eyes.

Smoke from expensive cigars made
little ringlets against the ceiling.

“Well, we need not think too much
about poor Kelsey any more,” Grigshy
said. “We came near losing our heads
too, eh?”

Mahler nodded, yawned a little. His
hand seemed heavy as he knocked ashes
from his cigar. The wine, he thought,
was getting him.

“Might have made things nasty for
ourselves, Frank. Get the authorities
poking into things. Not so good. Have
another glass of this wine. Tomorrow
we’ll do some real fishing.”

Grigsby drank. When he put down
his glass, his eyes began to get blurred.
Beads of sweat oozed out of his face.
What was wrong? Panic seized him,
and a cold fear. He lifted a trembling
hand with effort, then let it drop like a
clump of wood against the side of his
chair as his face drained white. Slowly,
stark horror crept into his glassy eyes,
protruding them fearfully. Mahler saw
it, felt sick himself.

He tried to get out of his chair but
a numbness that could not have come
from mild sauteme was creeping over
his limbs. He could barely move. His
throat felt terribly dry and there was a
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horrible singing inside his head, a whin-
ing in his ears. With terrible effort he
flung chokingly at Grigsby:

“F-Frank — a doctor — something
wrong. G-Get a doctor!”

But Grigsby could not say anything.
He sat there like a graven image, his
face getting the color of lead and his
tongue was thick in his mouth like a
great piece of soggy fungus. The ter-
rible numbness kept getting worse.

The two men faced each other, their
hearts gripped by an awful fear. Life
was gradually slipping out of their
eyes. But Mahler heard a voice and
saw a face looking in at them from an
open window. He tried to tell Grigsby
what it looked like, while his heart con-
tracted with terror.

He wanted to tell him about those
searing, burning eyes that had the look
of death itself. The horrible, grinning
face under a sinister black hat. Twist-
ing lips around yellow, worn teeth.

The words wanted to pour out from
his panic-stricken mind, but only his
bloodless lips moved a little.

“Good evening, gentlemen. Remem-
ber Rainsford? You would like to know
where Kelsey’s head is, wouldn’t you?
You shall look upon it, John Mahler,
while you still can see a little. Looks
strange, Kelsey does. His head would
look very funny if it was sitting on his
shoulders. Look—Ilook at Kelsey’s
head!”

Mahler saw it, the terrible voice hav-
ing shocked vision back into his eyes
for a moment. The madman held it up
by the hair. Dark hair streaked with
gray. Slits for eyes, nostrils of the nose
dilated!

Mahler couldn’t scream out his ter-
ror. It curdled inside of him. His
vision blurred and he could not see any-
thing any more.

The killer took a long thin string
from his pocket and he grinned like a
gargoyle. The wind blew coarse strands
of black hair across his face. His yel-
low snags of teeth flashed in the light
of a gibbous moon. His laughter
slipped toward the dark bank of the
woods with a sudden gust of wind.

He was sure that Mahler and Grigs-
by were dead as he walked around the
corner of the hunting lodge. He hurled
his weight against a back door and the
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latch snapped. He slipped inside.

The killer looked at the dead men in
the chairs for several moments, as if
the sight of them was food and drink to
his body. Then he shuffled up behind
Mahler and cut off his head.

Grigsby’s head, too, was in the sack
he carried when he slipped out of the
room. He threw a lighted match in a
pile of old debris in the kitchen.

“Nearly done, little Yellow Head,”
he muttered. “One more! The one that
laughs when she hears your name. The
one that wears jewels the color of your
blood, bought with the gold that . . .
Not much blood tonight, eh? She’ll be
surprised when she sees you, Yellow
Head.”

The wind came up quickly, whistled
eerily through the high branches. Dark
clouds began to sweep over the face of
the moon as the headsman, madness
hard upon him, broke swiftly through
the brush. Rain began to pelt him
when he came out on an open road.
Thunder rolled out of the west and
lightning tore at the roof of the
world.

ILL MCcCLARNIN and several

white-faced men stood looking at
the partly burned lodge, close to mid-
night. The cloudburst had checked the
flames just before they had started eat-
ing into the two headless corpses.

The remains of Grigsby’s and Mah-
ler’s repast was on the table near them.
McClarnin, sick through and through,
sat down for several moments to get
the nausea out of him. His eyes stared
at the remains of the food on that table,
could not look anywhere else.

“Struck hard enough this time,” he
said, “Two at one smash— afraid if it
had only been one, the other might run
away and never come back. | won-
der— the heads— why does he always
take the heads?” Suddenly he got out
of the chair. “You saw Kelsey’'s body
some of you. A lot of blood. Look at
those corpses! A little blood, yes.
Not much. They were dead before they
lost their heads!

A man cursed, turned his eyes away.
McClarnin said crisply to the medical
examiner:

“1I'll want autopsies performed on
those bodies. You, George, wrap up all
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that food that’'s left on the table. |
think the fiend has made his first slip.
That storm tripped him up.”

Haynesburg shivered with horror
all the next day. McClamin, on the
go every minute, stopped at Simeon
Royle’s farm. The first man he saw was
the big stoop-shouldered man named
Lund. The pig killer was washing
bloody clothes in a big tub near the
shack housing Royle's farm hands.
McClamin shuddered, walked to the
big house and knocked on the door.

““Come in!” Royle called out.

Simeon Royle sat in the big kitchen
reading a paper. A tall drab woman
was putting dishes on the table. Her
sharp eyes were weary-looking. She
was Royle’s housekeeper and she came
over from a neighboring hamlet to work
by the day. Generally she brought her
little girl with her.

“You heard about last night, Royle?
It was pretty terrible!”

Royle nodded, tamped the duttle out
of his pipe.

“Heads took, huh? That's a hellish
thing to do. Seen that spig of Kel-
sey’'s?”

“1 looked for him,” McClamin said.
“Can’t locate him anywhere. But we’ll
pick him up. Bloody mess. Maybe not
for a man who kills pigs, though.”

“You mean you think someone,”
Royle asked, “of my— ?”

McClamin did not answer and his
eyes wandered. The housekeeper’s
little girl came out of the adjoining

room. She went to a window and
looked out.

“Mommy, Mr. Lund’s going to fix
my dolly. Just as good as new.”

"Don’t bother me,” the woman said
and her eyes shifted toward McClar-
nin. The detective felt a crawling along
his spine.

“My dolly lost her head,” the little
girl said to McClamin.

Simeon Royle cursed under his
breath. “All | hear, heads! Drives a
man crazy!”

The door opened and Lund came in.
He had a doll dangling from a big hand.
McClamin saw blood on his nails.
Lund grinned and held up the doll.

“Looks funny, huh?” he grinned, his
yellow teeth bared. “Such a little head
on a big doll's body”— he laughed

strangely— “but we couldn’t find the
big head, could we, Ruthy? No. Looks
like it shrunk, the little head.”

“Get out of here, you big ox! You

get too,” the woman yelled at the
frightened little girl. “1I'm goin’ out of
my mind! Heads! Heads— cut off!”

ILL McCLARNIN'S flesh chilled.

There was blood on the doll's
clothes. Lund backed out, his eyes
fixed on the doll hanging limply from
the tearful little tot’s hand.

“Lund fixed the doll. Lund— his
blood,” the detective thought.

He looked at the little girl cowering
under a big shelf littered with odds and
ends. An old clock, empty tobacco
cans, an old coffee mill. A man’s tat-
tered sweater and an old violin with
a broken string dangling.

The child reached up, caught at it.
She let out a sharp cry and looked at
her hand. The blood from the cut made
her break out crying.

“It beats all hell what a kid can get
into, don’t it?” Simeon Royle said.

McClamin nodded, felt that he had
to get nut of there. His scalp felt as
if a million needles were pricking into
it. The doll dropped there on the floor
seemed a horrible thing at the moment.
He mumbled something to Royle and
went out.

He crossed the yard, went to that tub
where Lund had been washing his
clothes. The reddish water had not
been dumped out of the tub. McClar-
nin looked around him, saw an old tin
can near the bunk shack steps. He
scooped up some of the bloody water
and hurried away.

Lund, his eyes narrowed, watched
him from a dirty window.

The detective drove back to Haynes-
burg, hurried to the police laboratory.
The toxicologists told Mac that Mahler
and Grigsby had died from some kind
of poison that had them stumped.

“The food sample, was it in that too ?”
McClamin asked.

The expert nodded. McClamin
ground his teeth together, sat down to
review a lot of things he had been stor-
ing away in his mind the last few weeks.

He kept thinking about the doll. He

pointed to the can he had brought with
him.
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“See if that's human blood!” he or-
dered.

Then he tried to stop thinking too
much— about things that were too fan-
tastic for this modem world. He’d bet-
ter stick to facts, like those gruesome
facts the toxicologists had given him

A poison that could not be identified
by these experts! There were people
in remote parts of the world that
brewed lethal poisons, the ingredients
of which were unknown to modem
science.

McClarnin was sure that the taker of
heads was not far away. No doubt he
had not been far away when he and
Royle had looked down at the headless
body of a dog. The killer had tried out
his decapitator on the beast.

There was one way to trap the killer,
a dangerous way. McClarnin was go-

ing to risk it. He hurried over to the
Haynesburg Times.
“Print this!” he said to the editor,

“McClarnin will have the headsman
locked up within twenty-four hours or
he’ll turn in his badge. He knows who
he is. He knows the way in which the
man slipped up! Now | want to look
through back numbers of your paper.”

McClarnin found what he wanted.
The issue of a Times dated almost
twenty years back. He read:

Farrel Rainsford, father of Thomas Rains-
ford, young engineer who left this city sev-
eral months ago to see the treasure of the
Incas in Peru and Ecuador, has given his son
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from the gate and snapped off the lights
of the car. He got out, seized with the
clammy feeling that a hidden gleaming
i>air of eyes were watching him.

Slowly he climbed over a rail fence
not far from Simeon Royle’s row of
sties where pigs were fattened for the
kil Maybe he should have gone right
up to the knoll and called out a name.
Call out, “Rainsford,” and watch the
man jump. Then he’'d know for sure if
he had the grim taker of heads.

That man would know by this time
that the bodies of Grigsby and Mahler
had not been burned. Nor the food
left behind them. The remains of a
ham, a sugar-cured ham. They knew
how to cure the meat on that farm.
Dangerous— look out, Mac! Keep your
fingers close to your gun. A man
knows you found out that the ham was
poisoned with God knows what! Get
into the open more— you fool!

Yes, the heavens had opened up with
a torrent of water to trap a fiend. He,
who had more power than the devil,

had left evidence for McClamin. Near
a long smokehouse, the detective
stopped dead in his tracks. A soggy
step behind him, a sharp intake of

breath. McClamin turned, his hand
streaking for his gun— too late!

A terrible loop was around his neck
and it began biting through the skin.
His breath was driven back into his
throat and there was a roaring in his
ears.

He thought, even though he was sure
he was doomed, he would look funny
without a head. Not as funny as the
little doll's looked with a head ten
times too small for its body. McClar-
nin plunged down into an abyss with
the roaring getting fainter inside his
head. This, then, was the way Kelsey
had felt. Mahler and. . . .

McClamin opened his eyes and for
several tortuous seconds he thought
he was buried underground. There
was a grisly dank smell and no light.
His lungs felt as if heavy iron weights
had been laid across them.

Slowly, things began to take shape.
He sensed that his hands were bound
behind him and he heard sounds. Then
a fight came to the subterranean cham-
ber and a man set a lamp down on a
small bench.

He turned and faced McClamin.

“Simeon Royle!” McClamin’s words
tore out of his throat even though he
had guessed the farmer’s real identity,
been on the way to get him when that
loop slipped around his throat.

The farmer shook his head.

“The name, McClamin, is Rainsford.
I think you have suspected that since
Mahler and Grigsby— since the night
the storm put out the fire!” The man'’s
eyes were burning inside his head and
gave off a wild feverish light. “You
had the ham analyzed and you dis-
covered it was poisoned. Clever, aren’t
you?”

“Yes,” McClamin grunted, trying to
goad the man on. “And | guessed a lot
more. You know, you were the only
close friend of Kelsey’s who wasn't ter-
rified by all this, even though you first
discovered the evidences of a Kkiller
whom you pretended not to know.

“The thing that’s puzzled me is what
have you been doing with those heads?”

Rainsford nodded. “I'll show you,”
he said, his voice cracking with a sort
of fiendish glee.

He opened an iron door and Mc-
Clarnin looked into another chamber
that was reeking with wood smoke. The
stuff came out into the place where he
had been thrown and bit into his nos-
trils. Royle went inside the chamber,
came out holding something by strands
of hair.

“Meet Mr. Kelsey, McClamin!”
Royle laughed as the detective betrayed
his horror.

McClamin felt an icy chill and his
teeth beat out a little tattoo. Kelsey’s
head, shrunken to a fifth of its size.
Royle, the taker of heads, kept on talk-
ing.

“Be a few weeks before Mahler’s and
Grigsby’s heads look like this. There’s
a woman, McClamin. Her head, with
that jet black hair, it'll be something
to look at when. . . .”

etective mcClarnin said
hoarsely: “You're a devil, Farrel
Rainsford! Suppose Kelsey and the
others did get the gold your son was
after? That doesn’t call for foul mur-
ders like these! How can a man be
such a beast?”
‘Easy enough,*

Royle said. T
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planned this revenge for a long time,
McOanun. N-No, don’t try to strug-
gle. Might have to kill you before | an-
swer your question. Ha-a-h! | can hear
sounds like a cat. 1 can see in the dark,
have eyes in the back of my head. There

is something else you must see. It will
illustrate my story. Not a pretty
story—"

He took a little basket, strangely

woven, from a bench, began taking off
the cover. He took out a little dried
head, the size of an orange and it was
tufted with long blond hair. He held
it up ck)Ge to McClamin’s horrified
gaze, held it in his big hand.

“This.” the gaunt man said, “was my
son! Think, man— think of a father
searching for his son through the hell
of the jungles. Finding no trace. But
when he reaches Guayaquil, stopping
to look into the window of a curio shop
— he finds him hanging by his hair on
a hook!”

“W-Wha-a-a-a-at!” McClarnin
croaked. “You don’t mean. . . .”

“The little gold in the tooth there,”
the madman went on. “Look at the
right ear where a piece of the lobe is
missing. Gotthat playing when he was
veryyoung. Accidentally shotbyaplay-
mate. Yes, and look at that dark spot
between his eyes, McClarnin!” Rains-
ford’s voice reached a crazy pitch.

“Those savages down there in the
jungle only cure perfect heads as a rule,
but this one had yellow hair. They love
yellow hair— So you feel sorry for Kel-
sey now, McClarnin? Got me three
heads so far, three for one.”

“B-But how could you know for sure,
Rainsford?” the detective managed to
get out of a leathery throat.

The man with the shattered brain
placed the head tenderly in its basket.

“l made sure. That's why | waited
so long. Before my son went away he
told me just where that gold was hid-
den. Those three men left Haynesburg
soon after him. They came back rich.
But Tom, my son, never came back. |
had to find out. And when | found my
son’s head, | swore I'd get to the devils
that done him in.

“] stayed down there with the Jiv-
aros, watching an old chief dry heads.
Yes, McClarnin, | had to know how to
do that! The others forgot about Tom’s

father. He was a very obscure man,
living on a little farm thirty miles north
of Haynesburg. Why did | wait all
these years? To make sure.” He paused
and eyed McClarnin fixedly.

McClarnin hardly knew he spoke.
“Go on, Rainsford,” he said.

“With the insurance money | col-
lected on Tom's life, | started this farm
— built it up for a purpose, only one pur-
pose. To establish myself in the com-
munity as a citizen beyond reproach, to
watch and scheme and plan. | had to
be sure of the guilt of these three men.
| talked with them, spied on them.
Once | had the proof I wanted, | killed
them with little compunction. Am |
crazy ? 1 don’t think so. Ha-ha-ha-ha-
a-a-a-a-a-al”

cCLARNIN had to say some-
M thing. “And Lund, the escaped
maniac, the dog without a head?”

“All part of a twelve year plan,” the
forbidding figure said. “I kept visiting
the asylum, picked out a man. Told the
keepers he was a relative. | planned
his break. Then when he joined me out-
side, | killed him. It was easy to as-
sume his identity, take his clothes. A
wig, a set of false teeth colored and
broken. Lost my teeth down there in
the jungle.

“The dog? Ground work, that was
all. Make people think. Poor Eddie
Pryne, the grocery clerk, had to suffer
at my hands to establish the man at
large as a madman. Nice fellow. Too
bad— "~

McClarnin shuddered, slyly strained
at his bonds. They cut into his wrists
and he felt the warm blood run down
his fingers. Rainsford’s madness was
pouring out of his gleaming eyes as he
rambled on.

“A man does not make mistakes plan-
ning for years. The storm was not my
mistake as | have no control of the
elements. | poisoned the ham with
stuff brewed in the stinking jungle.
Can’t buy it in a drugstore, McClarnin.
A deadly brew made out of certain vine
roots and tucandeira ants. They use
it on their arrows down there. Jivaros,
they are still deadly little devils.”
Rainsford laughed thickly.

“Know how to cure heads? Remove
the skull and bake them with hot sand
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and fill them with spice and herbs.
There’s another way—you can cure
them afterward like hams. The right

wood shrinks and shrinks them down

until. . .
"“Devil” McClarnin ripped out.

HERE was no fear in him now.

He was immune to horror. He
tried to convince himself that Kelsey
and the others had deserved the fate
that had overtaken them. But this
man had not stopped taking heads. He
had another head in mind, a woman's
head for his hellish workshop!

Murder was murder, no matter what
the provocation. There was no telling
how far this deranged man would go
along his bloody, benighted path. Mc-
Clarnin’s head, a dozen others in the
subterranean curing chamber. He
sparred desperately with Rainsford.

“The woman, she did you no harm!”

“She swore she loved little Yellow
Head, McClarnin. Would wait for
him forever. But she married the man
who Kkilled him, Kelsey! Once | was
with them and they laughed about the
foolish boy who believed everything a
woman told him, who lost his head. |
knew— then. | wanted to kill her that
night— 1”

“What are you going to do with me,
Rainsford?” McClarnin said.

He struggled at his bonds, remem-
bered how the little girl up at the house
had cut her hand. Catgut! It could
take a head off as clean as an execution-
er’'s sword.

“l've got to kill you, McClarnin.
There’s one more head | want and you'd
try to stop me from getting it. Il
bring Tom Rainsford’s woman to him.
She promised him—they'd be together
forever. It will be a nice looking couple
— two heads in one basket.” Rainsford
began laughing, his madness rising in
hellish convulsions inside his head.

“A little dried face with painted lips,
McClarnin, and long black hair stream-
ing down. Yellow Head will have his
mate.”

There had to be a way out. Mec-
Clamin groped desperately for it. He
did not relish the thought of his head
hanging up in that curing chamber
with Mahler’'s and Grigsby’s.

“No one will disturh. me here, Mc-

Clamin. Only one way in here— hidden
from the outside. Here is where | do
my experimenting, or so those men here
thought. But you know better now,
don’t you? | have wood here, a gasoline
sawing outfit. Everything needed to
dry and cure heads. | must prepare
for little Yellow Head’s bride.”

McClarnin bit his teeth against the
pain as he strained the solid muscles
of his arms. Blood trickled down his
lacerated wrists. But he knew a violin
string could be broken if you stretched
it too tight. The gas engine began to
roar and Rainsford, after a wary glance
at McClarnin, picked up a big chunk of
wood and placed it on the carrier.

McClarnin felt the catgut snap. He
was free but his arms felt like two dead
sticks hanging down on either side of
him. It would take them time to get
strength into them. He knew his gun
was gone. The maniac outweighed him
by forty pounds.

The saw started screaming, rolling
toward that log of wood when Mc-
Clamin played his only trump. Rising
to his feet cautiously, he hurled his body
at Rainsford’s broad back, just as the
taker of heads twisted half around.

The gaunt man fell forward, hands
flailing. One of them struck against the
edge of the rickety bench where the
dried head of his son had been placed.
The basket toppled and the head fell
out but Rainsford was not aware of it.

Rainsford, roaring like an enraged
bull, got his big body twisted around
and he gripped McClarnin in his mighty
arms and hurled him against the dirt
wall. The detective’'s breath was
knocked out of him and he braced him-
self for death.

The devil was towering over him,
eyes glittering and his hands spread
wide. His lips were curled back over
his teeth. He took a step, slipped on
something and fell.

He tried to save himself, but his head
and shoulders had fallen across the car-
rier, where the circular saw screamed
its way back and forth through its
groove. A terrible, fearful cry banged
from wall to wall. It broke off sud-
denly, gurglingly.

McClarnin, getting to his feet, became
transfixed with horror as Rainsford’s
head rolled to his feet. Blood from the
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whirring screaming saw sprayed the
detective’s face. McClamin brushed it
away, his own blood freezing stagnant
in its channels. He looked down, saw
a dried head, battered.

“L-Looks like you took a hand in this,
little Yellow Head,” McClarnin said.
“Enough blood spilled, huh? Still love
that woman maybe. Live by the sword,
they say, die by the sword. That’s what
the Bible says, Yellow Head.”

McClamin slumped down against the
dank dirt wall. Laughing and sobbing
—a tough guy like Bill McClarnin!

In the early hours of the morning,
McClamin stumbled into Haynesburg
police headquarters, a wild, bloody, di-
sheveled man.

“Got him,” he babbled to the man at
the desk. “Saw his head drop off. Saw

Kelsey’s head— two others there being
cured. Like hams. Simeon Royle’s
hams. Give me a drink, a strong one!”

The authorities buried four heads the
next day. Three of them were put with
the bodies to which they belonged.
W hile the gruesome rites were being
performed, Bill McClamin sat thinking
about a little doll in the hands of a little
child, the doll’s head shrunken.

He could still hear the terrible
screaming of a woman in his ears. The
widow of Mr. Kelsey had seen all of
Tom Rainsford that had come back.
The screaming of the saw— He felt
blood spattering his face.

He put his fingers about his neck as if
he was making sure of something.

It was hard for him to realize that his
head was still on his shoulders.
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Music for the
Dead Pulses
in a Mad and
Wild Rhythm!

THE CORPSE
MARATHON

By JOSEPH J. MILLARD

Author of “Carry Him Under,”

Y phone rang at nine-thirty
in the evening as | was
batting out the last of my

M

copy for the Morning Sun. My voice
wasn’t any too cordial when 1 an-
swered. | figured it was another

screwball night club manager wanting
me to rush right out to review a new
floor show. As amusement reporter
for the Sun | get lots of that.

“Brad Quinn speaking,” | growled.
“So what?”

“A Guy Might Get Hurt,” etc.

I relaxed without turning off
my hostility. | recognized the wheez-
ing, asthmatic voice and my nose
wrinkled. If there are three people on
earth 1 despise, Sam Craig, the oily
dance marathon promoter, is at least
two of them. Because it was my job,
I'd written up his new grind opening
the next night out at Loveland Ball-

Then

room. But that didn't make us
friends.
Craig’'s god is the almighty dollar
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and the footsore slaves who enter his
marathons never have a chance to
win a decent prize. During his last
grind, out in St. Louis, a girl went
crazy on the floor and stabbed herself
to death before three thousand gaping
spectators. Investigation revealed that
she had been a mental and physical
wreck from the beginning. But the
jack-leg doc that Craig hired as medi-
cal examiner had okayed every appli-

cant who could stand up without
crutches. Oh, Sam Craig was a great
guy.

Cfw OOK, Quinn! | got some news

JL4 for you like you never got be-
fore in your life. You gotta rush
right—"

“Anything you've got,” | froze him,
“calls for a strict quarantine. Get out
of my life, fat stuff.”

“Don’t be like that,” he complained.
“This is so big I'm canceling my mara-
thon. Honest, it's—"

“Don’t give me that,” | growled. *“I
wasn’t born yesterday. You're cancel-
ing your grind because you got kicked
out of Loveland Ballroom. | know all
about that Grigsby Hotel crowd trying
to buy the land the Loveland stands on
as a site for their new hotel. Bert Ra-
vell made a deal with them and he’s
kicked you out!”

“It’'s a lie! Bert wouldn't treat me
like that!”
Phooey! Bert Ravell, who owns

Loveland Ballroom, would sell his own
mother for two bits. He’s only about
five feet tall but it’s all meanness. He
has a sadistic streak in him that’s been
responsible for some pretty horrible
stories at times. And it was no secret
that he’'d tried for years to find some
sucker who would take the Loveland
off his hands.

“Honest, you got it wrong,” Craig
was babbling in my ear. “Look, on my
desk I'm laying a hundred bucks. You
rush out here and if you don’t get the
biggest story you ever heard, the hun-
dred fish is yours.”

What could | do? Much as | hated
Craig, | hated losing my job worse.
And the fat slug might accidentally
have something. | finally told him
what 1I'd do if this was a phony, and
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went out and caught a cab for the Love-
land.

The block-long barn of a hall was
pitch dark when | paid off the taxi,
but I knew Craig had taken over the
little office at the back, behind the or-
chestra platform. The front door wasn’t
locked and | pushed through into thick
darkness that smelled as stale as King
Tut’'s tomb. It pushed against my
face like black steam as | felt my way
through the foyer and into the runway
that circled the floor, back under the
spectator’s balcony.

A dance hall in the dark is always a
spooky place but I'd never had one hit
me like this did. The minute the door
closed behind me, little chills started
playing tag with my vertebrae. My
feet set up funny little whispering
echoes that sounded like someone tip-
toeing behind me.

At the same time | got the strongest,
weirdest impression of being watched.
I can’'t explain it. It was as though
something was hiding in the darkness,
waiting to jump on me. Even the row
of entrance turnstiles, in the gray
dust covers, gave me a start.

The feeling was so unfamiliar that
it burned me up. The wave of anger
carried me toward the yellow knife-
edge of light from Craig’s office— but
it couldn’t keep me from glancing back
over my shoulder into the darkness.

By the time | reached the office, |
was boiling. 1 used a lot more energy
than necessary slapping the door open
and Sam Craig jumped a foot off his
chair. He was sitting behind the bat-
tered desk and his moon face glittered
with perspiration in the cone of dirty
light from the desk lamp. He stared at
me, screwing up his scared face and
moving his lips without getting a
sound through them.

HEN | saw the other person in the
Troom and my rage evaporated fast.
Fran Foster stood in the shadows by
the desk, her hair glinting copper-gold
in th'e lamplight and her eyes glinting
trouble. Fran’s my rival, handling the
same type of stories for the Times that
I do for the Sun but that doesn’t stop
me from getting an advanced case of
heartburn every time | see her.
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“Hi, fellow-sucker!” Fran said. “Did
this worm take you in with his phony
news gag, too?”

“Q-quinn!”  Craig managed to
wheeze. “What are you doing here?”

“What am | doing here?” | bawled.
“Why, you grease-ball, after that phone
call of yours—"

“Another one!” Craig moaned and
raised his hands to the shadowy ceil-

ing. “Merciful heaven, who does
these things to me? All evening I'm
shivering here because it feels like
somebody’s watching me. Now I've

got practical jokes. Look, Quinn. And

you, too, Miss What-you-call-it from
the Times. | swear | didn’t telephone
you to—"

“Then somebody stole your asthma,”
Fran snapped.

“It was Sam’s voice,” | snarled, lift-
ing my fists. “It isn’'t the first time
this slug has pulled a sour gag for a lit-
tle publicity. He called us both
and—"

| stopped, choked off, while cold
sweat prickled over my body. Behind
me, in the darkness outside the open
door, an utterly cold voice said:

“1 called you— both of you— to meet
me!”

Fran was facing me, facing the open
door behind me. | saw her eyes widen
as she stared over my shoulder, then
they seemed to glaze in absolute, in-
credible horror. 1 didn’t want to turn,
didn't want to see the owner of that
voice, but | had to.

Then my throat was tying itself in
knots and my hair was rising as |
stared at the apparition in the door-
way.

It was a skeleton! A skeleton of a
man well over six feet tall— a skeleton
clothed in the moldy, rotting remnants
of a blue serge burial suit. There was
no face. Only a grinning, fleshless
skull. Bony skeleton hands poked out
of the earth-stained sleeves and one of
them held a big hour-glass with the top
removed.

“Stop shaking, you fool,” my brain
barked at me. “Stop shaking! It's a
gag of Sam Craig’s. You’'ll find it's a
dummy skeleton propped there in the
doorway.”

As if to mock my doubts, a fetor of
death and decay swept to my nostrils
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and nearly turned me inside out. In
the midst of my spasm of retching the
skeleton spoke again. The fleshless,
grinning jaw dropped and lifted; bare
teeth met in a horrible clatter as the
cold voice said:

“You don’t know me, do you? Of
course my name is Death, now, but it
wasn’'t always so. Two short years
ago, | was Arthur Addison. Though
you didn’'t know me, even then.”

HEARD a queer gurgling sound
I from Fran Foster but | couldn’t
tear my gaze away to look at her. |
felt as though something inside me was
swelling bigger and bigger until
finally it would burst.

“But you knew my daughter,” the
skeleton clacked on. “You knew Flor-
ence Addison, Craig. You killed her!”

My whole brain felt dead. This unbe-
lievable thing couldn’t be happening.
It had to be a crazy dream. For Flor-
ence Addison was the girl who had
stabbed herself to death at Craig’s last
marathon.

“No! No!” Sam Craig’s scream
was so high-pitched it sounded almost
womanish. He was squeezed back
tight against the wall, fat hands up in
front of his glistening face. *“I didn’t
touch her! She killed herself!”

“You Kkilled her just the same,” the
inexorable voice drove on. “She was
your slave. | was already dead, then.
She had no one to turn to. She was
hungry and desperate. That was why
she fell into your clutches, Craig. Liv-
ing through the hell of one of your
marathons or starving to death— there
was nothing else she could do. And
you others, you newspaper scandal-
mongers, you're just as guilty as Craig.
Your newspaper stories enticed sadis-
tic customers who were willing to pay
to watch his spectacles of debauchery.
Without you to bring him customers,
he couldn’t exist.”

“Hold on!” | barked as the thought
of tying Fran Foster into Craig’s dirty
business drove everything but anger
from my mind. “Anything you want
to do to Craig is all right with me. But
you leave Fran Foster out of it, damn
youl!”

“Silence, fooll!”
jerked toward me.

The fleshless skull
“] said she was as
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guilty as Craig. She’ll pay the same
price for helping him.”

“You lay a hand on her,” | roared,
raising my balled fists, “and I'll knock
that grinning skull right off your dirty
shoulders!”

I was too fighting mad to think, then.
Too full of rage to realize the futility
of threat against—against Death! |
only saw that hideous figure start for-
ward, lifting the hour-glass. With an
animal roar of fury tearing at my
throat, | leaped straight at the ghastly
skeleton.

“Fool!” The Thing shrieked. “The
sands of your life have run out!”
The fleshless hand jerked up,

whipped the hour-glass forward. My
slamming feet plunged me straight into
the stinging cloud of fine sand that shot
from the hour-glass, filling the little of-
fice.

It seemed in that instant that I could
actually see flames writhing in those
cavernous eye-sockets. The stinging
sand was like a tangible evil force
emanating from the skeletal figure.
Then a great cloud of blackness swept
down and blotted out everything.

“This is death!”

I took that thought with me, into ob-
livion. . . .

sciousness, | am forced to pass over
one period of time after | opened my
eyes and saw my surroundings. | know
that my first conscious thought was:
“l am dead and this is Helll”

After that, for I don’'t know how
long, my mind was so buffeted by a
series of devastating shocks that |1
think 1 went a little mad. But it was
a merciful madness that cushioned my
brain against the full extent of the
horrors.

I realized first that we were lying on
our sides, Fran, Craig and I, in the cen-
ter of a vast pool of baleful red light
that seemed to flame through even my
closed eyelids and into the deepest re-
cesses of my spinning brain. The lights
came from overhead and beyond the
fifty-foot circle of their brilliance lay
thick, impenetrable blackness. Beneath
us was a floor of some odd material that
had a hard, shiny surface yet was flex-

IN describing my return to con-
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ible enough to yield under the weight
of our bodies so that we lay in little
hollows.

But the worst horror lay in my arms,
pressed tight against my chest—a
moldering, earth-stained corpse that
once had been a beautiful girl. Retch-
ing as my nostrils clogged with the aw-
ful mephitis of grave stench, | saw
black curls slimy with tomb mould,
dead shrunken eyes, and the hideous
grin of rotting lips.

In instinctive revulsion, | pawed at
the loathsome corpse, trying to push it
away from me. Then the full horror
dawned on me as | realized that the
dead girl was bound to my waist by
bands of rawhide, tightly riveted. Un-
til those bands were cut, I was doomed
to embrace that hideous corpse in a
gruesome travesty of affection.

I twisted my head away from the
leering face of my corpse mate and saw,
for the first time, that Sam Craig was
conscious and fighting a similar horror.
His squeals of terror were inhuman as
he struggled to escape from the clasp
of a blond-haired cadaver. To shut out
the sight of his terror, 1 turned still
further and a shudder of agony racked
me.

The skeleton had fulfilled his terrible
promise. In Fran Foster’s lovely arms
lay a grinning, decaying corpse— the
body of a young man. Her eyes met
mine and the horror and revulsion in
them flooded me with a hot blaze of
rage that goaded me like a white-hot
spur.

We were in hell—but we were not
dead. And this was a man-made hell!

I told myself that and | fought to be-
lieve it, fought against the evidence of
my own senses. How could a fleshless
skeleton walk and talk? How could
any human mind conceive and carry
out such a scheme of horror as this?

| forced myself to forget those ques-
tions, to concentrate on the one tangi-
ble thing in a nightmare of hell— the
determination to somehow outwit that
skeleton, man or devil, and save Fran
Foster.

I JERKED my head around toward

the clatter of brittle laughter and
saw the skeleton standing behind us.
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In one fleshless hand he grasped a
scourge whose multiple lashes were
each tipped with a sharp-edged gold
coin. As | turned, the scourge whistled
through the air and liquid fire seared
my back.

“Welcome to hell I" the dead voice
rasped as the scourge plucked bloody
stripes from Sam Craig’s back and
swung again at Fran Foster. “Wel-
come to the corpse marathon. This is
your marathon. Get up and dance.
Hug your partners and learn the de-
light of stumbling through weeks of
torture, scourged by the promise of
gold, unable to escape, even for a mo-
ment. Don’t look so horrified, Craig.
Your poor slaves were almost as dead
as these dancers after weeks of your
marathons. You wanted Florence to
dance, Craig. Well, there she lies in
your arms, waiting to dance with you.
Get up and dance, damn you!”

The fiendish scream quivered in the
dead air, and above it came the sobbing,
mournful beat of music. Sweat poured
from my body as | recognized the ma-
cabre strains of the “Dead March.” |
turned toward the sound of the fu-
nereal dirge and a gasp locked in my
throat.

Beyond the circle of red light, beyond
a wall of impenetrable darkness, was
the lighted cubicle of an orchestra plat-
form. On that platform sat four men
who drew the throbbing music from
their instruments — four moldering
corpses whose rotting flesh hung in
shreds, sloughed off of dead fingers as
they played.

But louder than the eerie dirge was
the crack and whistle of the lashes. The
sight of bloody stripes on Fran Foster’s
back turned my horror to cold, calculat-
ing, murderous rage. | tensed every
muscle.

“You can’t make me stand up!” |
snarled.

I returned the abrupt, eyeless stare
with a gaze that held all the intensity
of my hatred. | watched the cruel whip
rise above me, not with fear, but with
eagerness. For | was grimly goading
the skeletal fiend into attacking me.
| felt sure | could use the rotting corpse
in my arms as a shield against the worst
blows of the whip and | was praying

that in a paroxysm of rage the fiend
would step close enough for my lung-
ing hands to close on his fleshless
ankles.

“All right!” The whip dropped
away and my heart sank at the cold in-
difference in the tones. “Stay on the
floor if you prefer, Quinn.”

Without another word, the grim ap-
parition turned and stalked out into the
darkness, vanishing from sight. Cold
sweat drenched me as | lay waiting for
whatever new horror was in store. For
I knew that the skeleton’s move was
not one of defeat. There had been an
undertone of gloating triumph in those
last words.

E~AWSRAD!" 1 turned and met Fran

JEP Foster’s lovely eyes filled with
courage and hope. “Brad, you told me
once that you’'d face death itself for me.
I never realized until you faced that
fiend tonight how much you meant it
— or how much you meant to me!”

“Hang onto your nerve, kid,” | whis-
pered, my heart leaping at her words.
“I'll get you out— somehow.”

I turned back and saw the skeleton
standing at the edge of the circle of
light. Then | saw something else that
plucked at my nerves with icy fingers.
In front of the skeleton’s feet, some
dark liquid that bubbled and smoked
was pumping up through unseen jets
in the floor.

“Lie there if you prefer,” the cold
voice rasped. “You are entirely sur-
rounded by a ring of boiling oil. In a
moment it will flow out to fill those
hollows made by the weight of your
bodies— searing, boiling oil.”

My horrified eyes saw the truth in
his words. We were completely sur-
rounded by a widening ribbon of dark,
heaving liquid. | cursed as | realized
how cleverly it worked. The queer,
flexible floor on which we lay was
higher in the center of the circle, slop-
ing gradually away on all sides like the
top of a gigantic mushroom. All
around that bulge ran a very shallow
trough and it was into this trough that
the oil was pouring from below.

But the center of the floor was such
a tiny amount higher than the trough
that the weight of our bodies on the
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yielding floor created hollows that were
lower than the ribbon of oil. As a re-
sult, the ribbonlike trough was over-
flowing, seeping slowly toward our
bodies, reaching out hungry, hissing
tentacles of torture.

“If you change your minds,” the
skeleton laughed, “as long as you
dance, the oil won’t touch you.”

With no alternative but ghastly
death, we clasped our loathsome part-
ners and struggled to our feet to begin
the grim marathon of death. | saw at
once that as long as we could keep mov-
ing, we were safe from the oil.

Walking on the springy floor was
like walking on a mattress. The sur-
face sagged under our feet and sprung
up flat the moment our weight was
lifted. The hot oil, being thick and
sluggish, flowed constantly toward the
hollows made by our feet. But as long
as we kept moving, it never quite
caught up although the stench and
searing heat were a constant reminder
of the grim tentacles that pursued us.
Once Craig lagged behind and the
creeping oil poured into the hollow
around his feet. His squawl of agony
sent the skeleton into gales of laughter.

“Dance, Craig! You’'re only learning
how your own slaves felt, dancing for
weeks on blistered feet. Dancer”

Time was adding a fresh torture to
our burden by then, as the corpses we
clasped to us grew heavier and heavier
with our waning strength. | danced
close to Fran and put an arm around
her sagging shoulders. She thanked
me with a wan smile that wrenched at
my heart, reminded me with grim
warning that we couldn’t go on much
longer.

HE ribbon of oil that surrounded
Tus was approximately eight feet
across— too wide to be hurdled, even if
I knew how to rid myself of the cling-
ing corpse. And any attempt to wade
that pool would only bring agony too
terrible to be borne. Yet somehow I
had to get across. For my whole being
was obsessed by the one determination
of getting my hands on that skeletal
fiend and rending him apart.

“For God’s sake!” Craig screamed.
“How long must we keep this up?”

“How long? How long did you
make your slaves go on dancing, Craig?
You've only been dancing an hour.
Your contestants danced for weeks—
months.”

With a moan of utter despair, Craig
stumbled and pitched forward onto the
corpse in his arms. Instantly the hiss-
ing fingers of oil crawled toward him.

“Sam!” | yelled. “Get-up! You'll be
boiled to death if you. . NO! Wait!
Stay where you are, Sam!”

Fran stared wildly at my sudden
change. Then she must have seen the
blaze of triumph in my eyes, for | saw
hope lift the droop of her shoulders.
But there was no time to tell her of the
avenue of escape | had just seen opened
for a brief moment.

Two things had happened, lightning-
fast, when Sam Craig fell; two things
that fired me with new hope. The first
thing was that the skeleton, in shriek-
ing eagerness to watch Craig’s suffer-
ing, stepped too near the ribbon of
smoking oil. | saw the mold-specked
burial shoe touch the oil, saw the foot
jerk back in a reflex that could only
mean one thing.

The skeleton could feel pain!

That meant but one thing. Though
the head and hands of the figure were
fleshless bone, there had to be a living
human being. And on the wings of
that discovery came the other casual
happening that pointed a way to free-
dom.

As the oil spread toward Craig's
quivering form, it grew lighter in color.
That meant that the oil no longer
poured up from below and when that on
the floor spread toward Craig’s body,
it made the pool so shallow that the
lighter-colored floor showed through.

“Lie there, Sam!” | shouted. *“Pull
yourself up onto that corpse so the oil
can’'t reach you and stay there!”

| caught a split second glimpse of the
skeleton, frozen in mid-gesture as the
meaning of my words penetrated his
fiendish mind. Then | was in motion,
doing a hideous thing that was neces-
sary if we were to find freedom.

| stepped up onto the dead feet of
my corpse-partner and, using them as
stilts, shuffled straight out into the bar-
rier of boiling oil.
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My guess was right. Although lap-
ping wavelets of the hellish liquid
seared my ankles and feet, | was spared
the agony of stepping directly into the
oil— a shock that would likely have put
me out before | could get across to at-
tack our torturer.

LINGING grimly to the corpse, |
C shuffled straight through the oil
onto dry floor beyond and launched my-
self into a dive at the skeletal form that
was only then breaking into belated ac-
tion after the shock of my surprise
move.

I was dimly aware of Fran’s cry of
encouragement, of a raucous discord as
the hellish orchestra stopped its mo-
notonous dirge. Then my feet, wet
with splashes of oil, skidded on the dry
floor and I went down in a sprawling
heap that saved my life.

For in the instant that | sprang, |
saw the grave clothes of the skeleton
split apart over the chest, saw a full-
fleshed human hand burst through to
level an automatic at me. Then | was
falling, twisting in midair so that the
corpse | loathed was between me and
the flaming pistol as a frail shield.

| felt the shock of slugs tearing into
the dead flesh, hammering the breath
from my lungs. But the automatic was
of small caliber and there was not suf-
ficient shocking power behind the slugs
to drive them through the corpse and
into my body.

Then | was striking the floor, using
the impact of my fall to rebound
straight at the deadly figure. My arms
encircled the limp corpse at my breast
and reached beyond it to close on solid,
living flesh as my plunge carried me
into the legs of the shrieking figure of
death. The gun blasted in my face and
| felt the burning kiss of leaden death
across my throat.

Then my clawed hands were grip-
ping the torturer’s legs, bringing him
down onto my shoulders with a smash
that drove a muffled grunt of pain from
the torn body of the figure. Hampered
as | was by the corpse locked to my
breast, | squirmed and got steel fingers
around the gun wrist. My free hand
drew back, drove my fist into the ter-
rible figure with every ounce of

strength at my command.

I heard the crunch of dry bones
smashing. The grinning skull broke
loose and went bobbing across the
floor. The framework of human bones
that my enemy had built above his own
shoulders and head as a disguise was
entangling him, hampering his efforts
to break my steel grip or escape my
smashing blows. Kicking, clawing,
fighting, we rolled furiously on the very
edge of the deadly pool of oil.

| heard Fran cry a warning a second
before a distant gun thundered and lead
plowed the floor near my face. Over
my opponent’s shoulder I got a glimpse
of the corpse-orchestra leaping from
their platform with drawn guns. In a
moment | would be helpless against
their combined attack.

Every ounce of strength went into a
vicious twisting of the gun wrist be-
neath me. Suddenly bones snapped
with a sickening crackle and the auto-
matic dropped loose. | dived for it as
the skeleton writhed away from me, his
voice rising in a scream of agony.

ITH the gun in my hand, I

twisted toward the onrushing
gunmen. Without surprise | saw the
contorted face of Bert Ravell, owner of
the Loveland, protruding from the
ruined skeleton figure. Then, rolling in
agony, the ghastly figure squirmed
back, and straight into the shallow pool
of boiling oil. 1| heard a scream of un-
bearable torment as the oil seared Ra-
vell’'s body. Then the scream gurgled
away.

All this I caught in the fleeting in-
stant while | was hugging my corpse-
shield before me and triggering the
automatic at the advancing gunmen.
Lead from their answering fire
slammed around me. A numbing blow
against my hip seemed to paralyze my
right leg. The impact of slugs against
the frail corpse drove the air from my
lungs. But desperation was giving my
wild shots a deadly accuracy.

One figure went down with blood
cascading from a shattered throat.
Another clutched at a crimsoned arm.
Then the remaining two were fleeing
back into the darkness, away from the
last slugs in my automatic’s clip. |1
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lost them for a moment and cursed
the darkness. Then my voice choked
off as a shaft of white light split the
blackness, outlining their running
figures just as they started up a broad
stairway.

“Halt!” a gruff voice roared. “Drop
those guns or I'll blast hell out of you
both.”

The darkness was closing over me,
then, but this time it was different. |
went out, carrying a beautiful picture
in my mind— the picture of a blue uni-
form, brass buttons, a gun and a swing-
ing nightstick. . . .

We were sitting in the cellar under
the Loveland Ballroom, Fran and | and
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a white-haired police lieutenant, in a
vast room that looked like a slice of
hell itself. And well it might, for
stacked against one wall were half-
finished signs that shouted:

GRAND OPENING
OF THE WORLD’'S MOST UNIQUE
NIGHT CLUB
RAVELL’'S CLUB HADES

The bodies were gone. Ravell and
the orchestra leader | had shot in the
throat were dead, and Craig had been
hauled away, a raving maniac. Uni-
formed cops and detectives were pok-
ing around, studying the flexible dimce
floor and the jets that were intended
to shoot smoke up around the dancers
at the new club.

“God!” the lieutenant was saying.
“Imagine digging up rotten corpses
and making you dance with 'em. Ugh!”

“Ravell’s streak of sadism was well
known,” | said. “But he had a grim
purpose. Craig’s lease on the Love-

land was air-tight for two months and
the hotel crowd wanted to start con-
struction immediaely. Unless Ravell
could make Craig break his lease, he'd
lose his chance of selling the ballroom
at a profit. This setting, and the news-
paper accounts of the suicide, gave him
the idea. Ravell was almost a dwarf,
you know, so he could fit the upper
part of a skeleton onto his shoulders,
watch us through a slit in the vest,
and work the arms and jaw with wires
from inside. He certainly looked like
death.”

The lieutenant shook his head.

“But why drag you two outsiders
into it?”

“I'm guessing,” | admitted. “But I

think it was partly hatred for Fran
and me. Our news stories ruined a
shady deal he tried a few months back
and cost him a lot of money. He swore
he'd get even some day. But I think
more important was his need for wit-
nesses.”

“Witnesses?” Fran echoed in amaze-
ment

“Yes. I'm sure he never meant to
kill us. Probably we’'d have had more
doped sand thrown in our faces finally
and been dumped in some alley to
awaken later. But in that case, Craig
might think he’d only had a bad dream
and go ahead with his marathon any-
how, unless two skeptical witnesses—
and who would be more skeptical than
a couple of hard-boiled reporters— were
handy to convince Craig that he really
had been tortured by the dead body of
Florence Addison. When we confirmed
his experience, Craig would be too
scared ever to show his face around
the Loveland again for fear the skele-
ton would be laying for him. So
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imitated Sam’s voice on the

Ravel]
in to satisfy

phone and dragged us
his own hatred.”

“Whew!” The lieutenant got up,
wiping his forehead. “I'm going down
and beat the truth out of those musi-
cians who were made up to look like
corpses. The way | feel, I've got to
take it out on somebody. And its
mighty lucky the cop on the beat heard
the shots and busted in here when he
did.”

“What do you mean?” Fran Foster
snapped, jerking erect to glare at him.

COMING NEXT

“Listen, mister! Brad Quinn had
everything under control long before
your flatfoot ever got here.”

The lieutenant stared, his eyebrows
arched in surprise. Then his eyes met
mine and a grin touched his grim

month.

“Oh-oh!” he said softly. “So that’s
how it is.”

“Yeah!” | grinned back at him, slid-

ing an arm around Fran’s shoulders.
“That's exactly how it is.”

He went away while | was tilting
her face up to mine so | could prove it.
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“You!” he gasped.

LD Abigail Lee gazed at the si-
O lent little group of her relatives,

gathered in the dimly lit living
room. She had shoved her spectacles
up into her white hair. Her eyes were
strangely gleaming.

“It's a month now,” she said into
the tense silence, “since Anna Lee was
killed.”

“Killed?” It was a startled protest
from one of the listening men relatives.
“Oh, for Heaven’s sake, Granny—"

“Killed,” the old woman insisted.
“They say that bruise on her head was

“1 thought you were dead!”

Dust of the Dead Spells
Fearful Doom When Sinister
Crime Remains Hidden!

where she must have struck the canoe
as she fell out. 1| don’'t believe it. |
got my own ideas. But, anyway, we
don’'t have to guess, because Anna’s
goin’ to tell us what happened! This
mortal shell of hers, it's all here in these
ashes. She ought to be able to come
back an’ take possession of them.”

“Granny, don't be gruesome,” Nona
murmured.

“When you're as near death as I am,”
the old woman said with grim reproof,
*you won’'t say that the great beyond
an’ death are gruesome. You watch me
now. You watch Anna come an’ reani-
mate these ashes of her poor mortal
body. | been planning to try this for
a week.”



42 THRILLING MYSTERY

To Alan Brand, the old woman was
eerie. During dinner, she had seemed
a normal, seventy-year-old grand-
mother, the head of this household to
which Brand’s young bride, Nona, had
brought him. She was white-haired,
with a lined, patrician face. Her small,
shriveled figure was lost in the billowy
black taffeta dress she was wearing,
with white ruching at her neck and
wrists.

The moment she had begun talking
of spiritualism, it had seemed that an
excitement had come upon her, a tense-
ness, a quavering note in her high-
pitched treble voice.

“You heard about my granddaugh-
ter’'s death? Nona told you about
Anna?” she demanded of Brand.

“Yes,” young Brand said.
told me.”

Anna Lee had been Nona’s older
sister. Anna Lee Jennings— she had
been married for two years to Tom Jen-
nings, this dark-haired, rather hand-
some fellow of about thirty who sat
now beside Brand, staring silently at
the excited old woman.

A month ago, Anna, who could swim
very little, had gone out alone in a
canoe, on the lake which lay at the
foot of the hill behind the house. Dark-
ness came. It was midnight when they
found the overturned canoe, and more
than a day later before the girl’s body
was recovered.

“She loved me very much,” old Abi-
gail Lee was saying. “She’ll tell me
now if she was murdered or not. An’
none of you can stop me findin’ out.”

Brand felt the dark-haired Jennings
lean against him.

“Just you try crossing the old woman
in anything,” Jennings murmured.
“Wait'll you know her better. You’ll
see what it gets you, Alan.”

Her sharp ears heard him. She shot
him a look with her strangely gleam-
ing eyes. She was fumbling at her belt,
where a small ivory jewel-box hung on
a tiny golden chain. She detached it
and put it on the table.

“There she is,” she added.
poor, dead Anna.”

“Granny, please,” Nona murmured.
Her hand on Brand’s arm was trembl-
ing. At his other elbow he felt Tom

“Nona

“Our

Jennings stiffen as
shudder.
Then the living room door opened.
“Oh, | say, what’s going on?” a voice

greeted.

though with a

BLOND, six foot, rugged young

man stood in the doorway. He
was Peter Rolf, a distant cousin of
Nona’s. Vaguely, Brand understood
that once this Peter Rolf had been in
love with the dead Anna, had wanted
to marry her, but she had chosen Jen-
nings.

“Come in,” Jennings said. “Sit down,
Peter. Looks like we're going to have
another of Granny’s seances. Damned
gruesome one, this time.”

The dark-haired, saturnine Jennings
was nervous. Alan Brand could not
miss noting it. His thumb twisted a
big seal ring on one of his fingers.
Abruptly, he lit a cigarette with hands
that shook.

Rolf grinned. “A seance?” he said.
"All right. Let's go.” He slumped
down into a big leather chair and be-
gan filling his pipe. “What’s the mat-
ter with the crystal, the cards or the
Ouija board? Aren’'t they working
tonight, Granny?”

Was he also nervous? To Brand, it
seemed so. Rolf spilled tobacco upon
his vest and brushed it off with a petu-
lant gesture incongruous to his jocular
smile. A rabbit’'s foot was hanging on
his watch chain. His vigorous brush-
ing knocked it to the floor. He stared,
with the smile fading from his face, as
though he saw something significant in
the fallen luck charm. Then he picked
it up and laughed again.

“Why don’t you try my rabbit’s foot,
Granny?” he demanded. “More sense
to a luck charm than a Ouija board or
crystal ball.”

The trappings of spiritualism he
mentioned — Quija board, fortune-tell-
ing cards and crystal ball—were over
in a corner of the room. OId Abigail
Lee flashed a glance at them, and then
at her big, smiling grandson.

“You, Peter, don’'t be too sure of
yourself,” she warned quietly. “I got
Anna’'s ashes here. I'm goin’ to use
'em to have her tell us how she hap-
pened to fall out of that canoe.”
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The words, the wav she said them,
brought a sudden shudder to Alan
Brand. Did the old woman really think
that Anna’s death hadn’t been an acci-
dent? Was she trying to frighten
someone here into a confession? Or
did she really think that Anna could
come back and expose her murderer?

Brand had married Nona only a few
months before, in New York. This was
the first time he had met her family.
Now he realized that he knew very
little about Nona’'s background.

“Good Lord, what's that?” Peter Rolf
was staring at the small ivory jewel
case on the table. His Smile was gone
now. “That case— that's what was
supposed to go into the Mausoleum!”

“That’'s Anna’s ashes,” the old
woman said briskly. From the room
corner she came wheeling a table on
which a big Ouija board was mounted.
It was a dead-black, lacquered surface,
with the letters of the alphabet ar-
ranged in a crescent. To one side was
the word NO, and at the other side
YES.

“What are you going to do with
that?” Tom Jennings protested. “Look
here, Granny—"

“Nobody need be afraid of what the
dead can say.” The old woman shot
a sharp glance at the staring group.
“Leastwise, poor Anna certainly could-
n't tell us anything that we wouldn’t
want to hear, could she, now?”

RAND gasped in startled horror.
He heard Nona cry out. Tom
Jennings and big Peter Rolf just sat

staring.
The old woman had opened the
jewel-case. With trembling hand, she

scattered a layer of ashes upon the
gleaming black surface of the Ouija
board.

“Oh, | say—"” Rolf choked.

Ashes of death, the mortal remains
of a woman who was dead— All of her,
save that intangible something which
we call the soul lay strewn here. But
she was present. Brand felt as though
now, into this dim room, another per-
son had come.

The room was silent. High-speed
trucks, traveling by night on the trans-
continental highway, rumbled distant-

ly past the foot of the rocky hill on
which the huge old house stood. But
to young Brand it was a pregnant si-
lence, a silent threat to some one Who
waited, terrified for ghostly accusation.

"Move that lamp,” old Abigail Lee
commanded sharply. “We want more
light on Anna.”

There was no question of the old
woman’s sincerity. Her thin, black-
clad figure was trembling. Her wrink-
led old face was drawn tense.

Brand jumped obediently from his
seat. The room was lighted only by a
single floor lamp. He moved it so its
glow circled the fine gray-White ash
heaped in a little pile on the Ouija
board.

The old woman’s figure, with its huge
misshapen shadow on the floor, grew
uncanny. She leaned over the board,
tilting it, tapping it gently underneath,
until the ashes of her granddaughter
were spread in a thin layer.

“There, Anna dear.”

Her murmur so personified the gray
layer of silt that it seemed a thing alive.
Brand had an impulse to protest. In-
stead he stepped back into the shadows
behind Nona’s chair, put his harid on
her shoulder. Wildly, she gripped it,
pressed it against her breast.

"There, Anna dear, that’s all the help
I can give you,” the old woman was
murmuring. “Come back to us, Anna.
Can’t you come back and reanimate this
mortal dust which once was you?
Come, dear, move the dust a little.
Never mind the letters on the board.
Form your own letters. Letters of
dust—"

“Granny, don’t be an idiot,” Peter
Rolf burst out.

“You be quiet!” the old woman
snapped. “Quiet, all of you.” Her
voice carried a sudden power, a com-
mand that none dared disobey.

“Anna dear, write something,” she
pleaded. *“lIsn’t there something you'd
like to tell Us?”

AS the dust vibrating, shifting
W itself on the black lacquered sur-

face? Brand was sure he could see it
moving now, slithering as though it
were trying to form itself into letters.

All over the board, beyond any ques-
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tion the gray-white dust particles were
moving, crawling, shifting.

Brand stared, tense. The idea was
so weird, it annoyed him. Yet chills
went up and down his spine. In the
silence there was only the old woman'’s
hoarse breathing. From far away came
the rumble of a passing truck down the
highway.

The ashes momentarily were stilled
now, as though the struggling spirit of
the dead Anna had exhausted itself
trying to move them. Was the tracery
of ashes formed into anything legible?
Brand gaped at it. A distorted letter
or two, perhaps. One might guess at
what they signified, but it would be
only a guess.

“That’s not good enough, Anna
dear,” the old woman’s voice pleaded.
“Try again, Anna—"

As though in answer, the layer of
ashes was vibrated. And suddenly
Brand could not escape the conviction
that the shifting, jiggling ashes were
trying to spell something! Confused,
grotesque letters.

Was it Brand’s own instinctive de-
sire to read something from the Ouija
board? Or was there really something
legible? An S? A scrawling half-
broken E? An apex of two converg-
ing lines, with a wavering bisecting
line across them— was that intended to
be an A?

SEA? Or was it CHA? Brand
knew that one’s imagination might read
almost anything into such scrawled,
grotesque tracery. SEA? Was the
dead Anna trying to say something
about the sea? But she hadn’t drowned
in the sea. Her canoe had overturned
in the lake.

Or was it CHA? What could that
mean? For the horrible moment that
Brand stared at the ashes, it seemed
to him that now the jiggling tracery
was trying to form other letters. CHA
— what?

Other letters that would make it a
word. He thought he saw an upright
loop.

Brand was cold, but tense, alert, as
though with a premonition that his
mind was trembling upon the verge of
some startling disclosure. Something
was here, ready for him to understand

that he could not quite grasp. Like a
will o’ the wisp, it hovered just beyond
his mental vision. Holding his breath,
he leaned forward, staring, ponder-
ing. ...
Then
jocular-looking Peter
strained, tense laugh.

“Why, Granny, don’'t be silly,” he

suddenly he heard the big,
Rolf laugh, a

said. “That’s only caused by the rum-
ble of the trucks, down there on the
highway! There goes another one.

Don’t you feel it vibrating the house?”

A queer relief swept Brand, a let-
down of his taut nerves so abrupt that
he wanted to laugh. Of course, that's
all it was! This house here on the
rock— those heavily laden, high-speed
trucks. Another one was passing now.
He could hear it, and he could dis-
tinctly feel the floor quiver under his
feet. It communicated to the Ouija
board. At that moment the layer of
ashes danced and jiggled a little.

Old Abigail Lee’s wrinkled cheeks
were flushed with her excitement.

“You think that's all it is, Peter?
Don’t you be too sure of yourself.
Anna’s spirit mabye isn't strong
enough to move those ashes all by it-

self. But it’ll take advantage of that
vibration. It’ll direct the ashes as they
move! Please, Anna, write something

for us, dear!”

LOW muttering of thunder,

presage of a coming summer
storm, sounded in the distance. The
filmy curtains of the French window
in the living-room, stirred with a puff
of storm breeze.

“This damn nonsense,”
murmured. “Put those ashes
where they belong.”

"Please, Granny,” Nona urged trem-
ulously. “You shouldn’t try such—"

“Quiet, all of you.” The old woman
raised her skinny arms. “Anna darl-
ing, one more try. Then we’ll let you
rest.”

But the ashes were not moving now.
No trucks were passing down on the
road. With blank chagrin the old
woman stared at the Ouija board, and
then at the gathered shadows around
the big room.

“1t isn't very plain,

Peter Rolf
back

Anna,” she
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pleaded. “But are you tired now, dear?
Well, you lie there an’ rest. We’ll try
it again tomorrow.”

At midnight that night, young Alan
Brand lay asleep beside Nona. The
bedroom, here on the second floor of
the little cottage, was dim and silent.
Moonlight laid a pattern of casement
bars on the floor, a pattern that slowly
crept forward as the hours passed and
the moon rose toward the zenith.

Brand had gone to sleep, pondering
SEA? OrCHA? Had the ashes really
tried to spell out something? The vi-
bration of the motor trucks had jiggled
them, of course. That was a physical,
normal force. Had something of the
dead Anna tried to take advantage of
that? Tried to direct the shifting
ashe9 to disclose who had murdered
her?

Brand had drifted off to sleep. It
had become a phantasmagoria in his
mind. The spirit of a murdered girl
lurked invisibly in the silent house,
a frustrated spirit, helplessly struggling
to make itself known. A terrified mur-
derer slunk here, desperate to stop this
disclosure. . . .

Some time in the night, near dawn
perhaps, Brand found himself awaken-
ing upon a tide of horror. Had he heard
a low moan, a faint cry like the wail-
ing of something dead, struggling for
audibility?

W hatever it was, it snapped him into
alertness. He sat up in bed, peering
around the dim, palid room. The house
was perfectly silent. There was noth-
ing but his heart pounding against his
rib9, and the stirring of Nona beside
him.

“What is it, Alan?” she murmured.

Then she was wide awake, staring up

at him. What's the matter?”

“l1 thought | heard something,” he
whispered. “A low moan.”

“l dreamed | was moaning.” She

clutched at him, shaking with fear.
“Oh, Alan, did I awaken you by moan-
ing? | guess | did. | was dreaming
that something — something terrible
touched me. A hand at my throat.”

OLD terror struck into Brand.
C Nona had dreamed that some-

thing touched her! He, too, had
thought he was dreaming. He was ly-
ing in bed beside Nona. Something

bent over them. It brushed him With
its horrible touch. He had tried to
wake up but could not until he had
heard Nona’s moan. Was it all a dream
— or reality?

“Alah! Dear God!”

In a frenzy of terror, convulsively,
she huddled against him as they both
sat upright in bed, frozen by a low
sound—a faint rustling. It was so
eerily faint that Brand could not tell
whether it was out in the hall, or here
in the pallid bedroom.

He leaped from the bed.

“What was that, Nona? You heard
something.”
“Yes.” She was a pale, slim shape

as she stood beside him in her flowing
nightrobe, with her braided hair dan-
gling down over her shoulders. “Yes, |
heard it too.”

But there was nothing in the bed-
room. Only the dim silent moonlight,
in a pattern of the window casement,
sprawled on the floor.

Brand tried to laugh. “Well, | guess

[Turn Page]
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we're still half dreaming. This s
just—"

He bit off the words. There was no
guestion of the reality of the sound
they heard now. Weirdly staggering
footsteps thumped downstairs. A door
slammed.

“That’s the side door just under us.”
Nona whispered. “Door to the gar-
den.”

She stumbled toward the bedroom
window. In an instant he was there
with her. Black trees, a faintly moon-
lit garden path, shrubs and flower beds
dark with shadow, were visible. Then,
from the house a moving blob came
into their line of vision. It resembled
a staggering man. They could not see
it clearly. It was in the shadows be-
tween a line of shrubs. For a few steps
it wavered drunkenly upright. Then
it seemed to toss up its arms as it fell,
merging with the heavy shadow of a
lilac bush into a shapeless blob.

“Nona, you wait here!”

He would have dashed from her,
gone down to investigate, but a moan
from her checked him, flooded him with
a new onslaught of dreadful horror.

“Alan,” she strangled. "There’s
something the matter with me, Alan!”
Stark terror was in her voice.

“The matter with you?”

“Oh, help mel”

It was a piteous cry. For that horri-
ble second, Brand could only stand
transfixed. The sight of his young wife
swam before his numbed gaze. The

color was drained from her face and
lips. In the moonlight, she was livid,
ghastly.

“Nona darling!”

She was swaying. As his arm went
out to encircle her, she slumped against
him, sank inert to the floor at his feet.

“Nona! Nona!” He prayed the
name as he bent over her. Had she
fainted? Was she dead? Her eyes

were closed, her face pallid as moonlit
marble.

And then he saw on her neck a tiny
crimson ooze where a drop of blood
had welled out. The sight of it struck
horror into him. He staggered dizzily
to his feet. His head was roaring. He
felt cold sweat bathing him, standing
out in dank beads on his forehead.

Terror over Nona?
that?

Brand moved around helplessly. He
must arouse the house, get help for
Nona.

Where was the telephone? Tom
Jennings would know. Big Peter Rolf
would know. Or would old Abigail
Lee? They were the only humans who
were here with him and Nona in the
soundless little cottage. The servants,
he knew, went home at night.

Was it wholly

T was an instantaneous rush of

thoughts. And then abruptly the
staggering Brand was checked by a
new terrifying sight. The door to the
clothes closet in the bedroom was ajar.
It was opening!

Something was in there, pushing its
way out now!

His head roaring like the torrent of
Niagara, Brand staggered back, with
his back against the opposite wall. He
stood panting, braced to tackle this
menace.

Slowly the closet door was swinging
outward. He visioned a blob within
the deep recess of the closet’s darkness.

“l see you, you damned—"

Brand grew aware that his voice was
thick, choked. The vision of the dark
slit of the closet doorway swooped diz-
zily before him. He felt his knees
buckling, flung out his arm and his
hand struck into a patch of moonlight.

Blood oozed from a tiny scratch on
his finger!

Brand was only vaguely aware that
he had fallen. The torrent in his ears
seemed to engulf all the world. Min-
gling with it was a cackling laugh that
moved past him.

The roaring in his head seemed to
have lasted for a very long time, but it
was easing now. His sight was coming
back. He began to see the faint out-
lines of the bedroom, steadying, clari-
fying. His strength was returning.

Nona! He remembered her sud-
denly. He could see her now, a pale,
crumpled shape, lying by the window
where she had fallen. Had much time
passed? He guessed it might have
been five or ten minutes.

Shakily, Brand clambered to his feet.
The sight of the wide-open door, the
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empty clothe* closet, brought him a
new rush of memories.

That escaping shape— Had it been
old Abigail? The insane old woman,
obsessed with spiritualism, frenzied
with the belief that the murderer of
her beloved Anna was here— .Was she
trying to kill everyone?

The vague thoughts 6eemed incredi-
ble as they flooded Brand. He realized
that he was stumbling into the hall.
The old woman’s bedroom was nearest
to him. Its door was open. He saw
that the dim room wa6 empty. But the
bed was rumpled where she must have
been lying.

At the doorway Brand tensed. All
his senses strained at the sound float-
ing up through the sinister house
downstairs. He heard shuffling foot-
steps, the scrape of something drag-
ging along the floor.

It came from the back of the house,
faint, momentary. In a second or two
it was gone.

Quietly, more alert than he had ever
been before in his life, Brand padded
the length of the carpeted upper hall-
way, descended the dim front stairs.

The newell post light shone on him
as he passed. It fell on his hand, and
he remembered the ooze of blood which
had been there. His movements had
smeared it off. Nothing was there but
a tiny, almost unnoticeable mark. Had
he been poisoned? It seemed impossi-
ble. He felt no sickness. . . .

The lower hall was empty. The arch-
way to the living room was beside him,
deserted, silent. Moonlight whitened
the Ouija board where the ashes of the
dead girl still lay.

Would the ashes have spelled some-
thing else by now?

ascinated by the thought,
Brand moved silently forward,
stood over the QOuija board. The scat-

tered ashes had evidently shifted a lit-
tle on the occasionally vibrating sur-
face. But the general vague pattern
was about the same as he remembered
it.

SEA. It seemed fairly clear now. And
following it was the big upright loop.

An L.
Why, of course! Why hadn’t he rec-

ognized that loop before? Or perhaps
just now hii subconscious released the
idea that had been in it ever since early
evening.

SEAL.
mal? No.

A big ring on a man’s finger, a man’s
thumb nervously twitching at it, twist-
ing it, the thumb bent across the palm
to worry the ring.

He realized that he had thought the
gesture puzzling, something more than
mere nervousness. Now he saw it for
what it had been— an unconscious ges-
ture of instinctive defense by a man
terrorized, feeling himself attacked.
Unconsciously his thumb would go to
the ring, his weapon. .

Brand’s pondering gaze had drifted
idly to one of the living-room windows.
A blob was lying in the garden. He
jumped to the window.

It was the blob he and Nona had seen
come staggering from the house, stag-
gering and falling. Moonlight exposed
it.

It was the big, pajama-clad body of
Peter Rolf. Not dead! He was twitch-
ing, trying to raise himself up on one
elbow.

Brand ran from the library, toward
the side door into the garden where
Rolf lay stricken.

Before he reached the little door, he
stopped, frozen by a new faint sound.
The sound of running water coming

W hat kind of seal? An ani-

from the back of the house. From the
kitchen? Water running in the
kitchen?

Swiftly, Brand padded into the dim
back hallway, past the dark little din-
ing room. The kitchen was silvered by
moonlight coming through its win-
dows. The running water wasn’t in
here, but now Brand stood with a shud-
der chilling him and horror prickling
the roots of his hair.

The sound of the water was louder
—a flowing jet splashing into deep wa-
ter. Now, at this close range, Brand
could hear other sounds, horrible, grue-
some. A choking gurgle, a splashing
thump and a ghastly, panting gruht.

Numbed, he hardly realized that he
had slowly crossed the kitchen. A
partly opened doorway showed a faint
slit of yellow light, He shoved the
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door slowly wider.

It was a small hallway and foyer be-
hind the kitchen, opening to servants’
rooms. The sounds came from the
bathroom. Its door was wide open.

A man was bending over the bath-
tub into which the water was running.

A slight, dark-haired man, but he was
powerful enough for his ghastly task.

In the half-filled tub, a body had been
plunged, still alive, clad in a flannel
nightgown.

The man was bending down, hold-
ing a woman’s head under the surface,
drowning her as she futilely struggled.
Through the water, distorted by it, her
bloodless face was upturned. The eyes
goggled, air-bubbles streamed up from
her gaping mouth. Brand caught a
glimpse of the woman.

It was old Abigail Lee!

N that same second, he had a side
I view of the man’s face. Tom Jen-
nings, as he had anticipated— Jennings,
with his thin, saturnine face so con-
torted by his murderous lust that it
was less than human. He must have
seen Brand advancing in the bathroom
mirror. He dropped the twitching
body of the old woman and whirled.

“You!” he gasped. *“I thought you
were dead!”

He ducked Brand’s lunging fist.
Nimbly, he was away from the tub as

Brand’s body struck him. They went
down, but incredibly agile, Jennings
tore loose.

As he rose, Brand struck at him
again. They grappled in the doorway,
fell and rolled on the floor in the little
foyer.

The Ilight showed Jennings’ right
fist, raised to swing at Brand’s face.
His thumb was crooked under the
palm, pressing a huge seal ring from
behind.

A prong sprang out from the front
of the ring. He stabbed it at Brand’s
face!

Swiftly, Brand seized the wrist, bent
it. Jennings was strong, but not strong
enough. Startled horror contorted his
face as Brand squeezed the wrist,
forced it against Jennings’ neck.

The ring stabbed deeply. For a mo-
ment, Jennings went wild with terror.

He fought madly, lunging and squirm-
ing.

Then, suddenly, the bathroom light
showed his face. The blood washed

down in a visible wave, leaving it
chalk-white. Great beads of sweat
poured out on his forehead. His eyes

stared wildly. They seemed to mist as
they closed and he sank inert, motion-
less within Brand’s gripping arms.

“He used acetylcholine in that ring,”
the hospital physician said. “But evi-
dently he wasn’t very skillful in its use
— he let you two recover from your
faint too quickly.”

A little group of them were gathered
here around the hospital bed where old
Abigail lay. She was recovering rap-
idly. She lay pale and shaken, but try-
ing to smile at Nona who was gently
stroking her hair.

“Acetylcholine?” old Abigail
mured. “What’s that?”

“A drug announced only two years
ago by Dr. Renshaw, of New York
University,” the physician said. “In-
troduced into any tiny wound it lowers
the blood-pressure, causing fainting.
But when it wears off, no harm is
done.” The physician smiled ironically.
“Jennings is trying to tell the police
now that he’s a very humane murderer.
He only wanted to kill old Mrs. Lee.
He had stabbed her with the ring, made
her faint in her sleep.”

“And then he carried her downstairs
to drown her in the tub,” young Brand

mur-

put in. “l suppose then he’'d throw her
body in the lake. It would look as
though she had wandered out and

fallen off the cliff path, into the water.
An accident, like that of his wife, Anna,
a month ago, eh?”

“1 guess that’s it,” the physician said.
“He won’t confess to anything except
what you caught him at redhanded.
But a girl in New York, an heiress, |
understand, has already heard of this
over the radio. She gave the police his
motive— he was engaged to her. Of
course, he killed his wife to get rid of
her so he could marry eight million
dollars.”

“An’ he tackled me,” Rolf Peters said
wryly, “because | met him tonight
when he must have been on his way to
kill Mrs. Lee. | heard him in the lower
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couldn't see him. He
struck at me in the dark with that
damned ring. | remember staggering
outdoors to get air. Then | fell uncon-
scious.”

“He evidently was afraid the noise
had wakened Nona and me,” Brand put
irt "So he crept in and jabbed us, figur-
ing we’'d faint in our sleep. We’d never
have known what had happened to us.”

"But why would he want to kill me?”
old Abigail quavered.

"Because he thought you suspected
him of the murder of his wife,” the sur-
geon said. “He’s admitted that much.
Says you were jibing at him with some
absurd supernatural stuff. He thought
you had some evidence against him—
using the ashes of his dead wife to ter-
rorize him. He thought he had to
silence you.”

The gentle smile faded from the old
woman’s face, leaving it grim and de-
termined.

hallway but |
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"Those ashes of Anna were toyin' to
tell me somethin’,” she insisted ear-
nestly. “They certainly were. They
would have done it, too, if 1'd given
them another chance.”

Brand said nothing. But he was
wondering. If he had not been alert
to the danger of the ring, undoubtedly
Jennings would have been able to stab
him with it when they fought in the
bathroom. And When he fainted, Jen-
nings, of course, would have had to kill
him.

Had the cold ashes of the cremated
Anna succeeded in warning him of the
ring? Or was it only his subconscious
mind, clicking there at the last, so that
his first suspicions suddenly became
the certainty of a full vibrating realiza-
tion?

He knew that he would never be able
to tell. There is so much in Heaven
and Earth that none of us will ever
understand.
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From the Slimy River Depths
Came Foul Crawling Horror
That Brought Murder and
Madness in Its Grim Wake!

CHAPTER |

Brand of the Deathless

HEY were only little clots of

I crawling jelly, but those clots

had lived always. They had
known no death since life began on
Earth.

In them was the germ of physical
immortality. No one except a mad-
man would h”ve thought of using that
germ on mankind.

But Doctor Alex Maitland was mad.

Furious indeed waxed that madness
when the doctor looked upon the fruits
of his own handiwork— the doleful half-
life his meddling with Nature had given
his brother Reuben, a dreadful exis-
tence continuing on without end. . . .

Stanley Coulter had no foreknowl-

-

edge of Maitland or Reuben when he
drove his car across the wide pine flats
toward the Maitland place.

Brown needles carpeted the two shal-
low ruts that marked the way, muting
the sound of rolling tires. To right
and left, trees bled through a thousand
cuts in their rough, umber-colored bark
into hanging pots of red clay.

Coulter had left Lake City hours ago.
Now he was well within Florida’s tur-
pentine flats, nearing his destination.
Strange that the scene should impress
him so somberly.

Perhaps Delia Latham’s incompre-
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The walking corpse returned with a writhing head m his bony fingers

hensible message had something to do
with it. Frankly, he was worried over
Delia. But soon he would see her, then
all would be explained.

At a bend in the road, where it swung
parallel with the river, a rough board
shack sheltering a turpentine-still came
into view. Beyond that was a cluster
of Negro cabins.

Air— hot, damp, stifling— beat from
underneath the tilted windshield.
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Coulter threw the car in low gear.
The road here was soft and sandy, rut-
ted deep by the mule-drawn wagons of
the turp gang. Close on the left lay
the river, simmering in the murky heat.

"Through the palmetto thickets that
covered the river bank, dark figures
patrolled the shore, as if searching for
something in the edge of the water.
Coulter got a strange impression. Had
it not been for the single white man
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directing them, the Negroes would have
fled from the river to the shelter of
their small cabins.

The scared faces of the blacks Sul-
lenly kept down as Coulter's car
growled past them through the deep
sand. But the white man turned his
head. He threw Up his atm and came
barging across the palmettos to the
road.

OULTER jolted his car to a stop,

waiting for the man to reach him.

“Howdy, stranger. You ain’t by any
chance a doctor, are vou?”

The man strode to the side of the car,
bent to look in upon Coulter. He was
tall, lank, rough featured. Pine gum
smeared his drab trousers and khaki
shirt. Although young in years, he was
evidently a veteran of the turp country.

“Why, no,” Coulter answered, re-
turning the cold stare of the other’s
hard eyes. “I'm an architect, rtot a doc-
tor. Is something wrong?”

“Well, I don't know. Thought they’'d
sent for a doctor. Up at Maitlands, you
know. If they did, it's too late.”

A sudden chill seemed to push back
the stiflingly heated air. Had anything
happened to Delia?

“Too late! What do you mean?”
Coulter demanded. “Who are you, and
what are you talking about?”

“I'm Gerry Stilson,” said the lanky
stranger, clutching a horny, resin
gummed hand on the car door. He hes-
itated a second. “Know the Maitlands?
Is that where you’re bound?”

“It is,” Coulter told him. “I still
don’t see—"”

“No offense, stranger,” said the
other. “But if you're intending to see

old Mr. Maitland, you can't. He’s in
the river, Old Oscar is.”

Coulter suppressed a sigh of relief,
not at the fate of Delia’s stepfather, but
because she herself had not been men-
tioned.

“Drowned?” he asked.

Stilson nodded. "They’ll tell you
about it up at the house. 1| ain’t got
time. We’'re lookin’ for him now.”

He released his hold on the car,
turned back toward the river. Coulter
threw the car in gear, but before start-
ing he again heard Stilson’s deep voice.

“I'm tellm* you/1he shouted, “there’s
mighty queer doings around these
parts.” With a final wave of his arm,
he rejoined the blacks, who awaited
him in a frightened, silent group.

The car jounced ahead. Presently,
Coulter sighted the red brick walls of
a large dwelling house. It crouched in
the gloom of gnarled oaks whose mam-
moth, crooked branches were dismally
draped with hanging streamers of sil-
very-gray moss. The road ended at a
padlocked gate in the high fence hem-
ming in the grounds.

He left the car in front of the gate.
A smaller gate nearby was unfastened,
opening onto a foothpath that lead
through the oaks toward the house.
Gloominess so shrouded the place that
he almost reached the vine-covered
front porch before he saw anyone.

Delia sprang down the steps and into
his arms.

ROM the very first glimpse of that

lovely, troubled face, Coulter
sensed it was more than the death of
Oscar Maitland that affected Delia. She
hadn’t seep her stepfather for years be-
fore this present visit.

“Darling, you're trembling!” He
held her close, for Delia was not the
kind of girl who went to pieces over
nothing. “Tell me about it.”

“Oh, Stan!” she sobbed. “It's Alex
— I’'m sure he’s insane. He has discov-
ered some dreadful secret, something to
do with eternal life. 1 think he exper-
imented on his father— gave him some
terrible virus or poison. And— he’s
brought Reuben back to life!”

Coulter couldn’'t make much out of
that gush of words. Alex— she meant
Doctor Alex Maitland. Since being dis-
credited by the American Medical As-
sociation, he had lived here with his
father. Reuben, another son, had been
dead for several years. He had died of
heart disease.

“Delia, calm yourself, honey,” Coul-
ter soothed. “What you're saying
doesn’t make sense.”

“l don't care!” She clung to him
again. “I want to get away from here.
Right now!”

“l judged you did, when 1 got that
gueer phone call. Okay, let's go.”
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“I'll have to get my things. You wait
on the porch, Stan. [I'll only be a mo-
ment.”

Delia left Coulter in the cool shadows
beneath the vines. Then he saw that
the porch was occupied by two persons,
Lloyd Inglesby and his wife Stella, who
was old Oscar Maitland’'s daughter.
Coulter knew them slightly. They lived
at Lake City where he worked for a
building contractor.

Inglesby nodded shortly. He was a
kittenish sort of man, with a plump,
soft face and watery-blue eyes behind
rimless glasses.

“Look here,” Coulter said, angered
by Delia’s state of agitation. “You
brought Delia here. If she doesn’t
want to stay, why the hell don’t you
do something to help her get back to
the city?”

Lloyd Inglesby glanced helplessly at
his wife. Stella Inglesby sniffed.

“So she phoned for you, eh? She
must have called early this morning.
The phone’s been out of order all day.
With this horrible death in the family,
we haven’t really had a moment’s time
to— "

“What happened?” Coulter asked.
“Delia said Mr. Maitland wanted her
to visit him because he was sick or
something. Now | understand he’s
jumped in the river.”

Lloyd Inglesby cleared his throat.
“The Old Man must have had a pre-
monition. Wanted to draw the family
together when he knew he was ready
for the final take-off.”

“Family!” Stella’s lips pursed to-
gether in a straight, red line. She was
at an age when even a thick coat of
powder and paint failed to conceal the
tiny crow’s feet webbing her gray eyes.
“l don’'t see why Delia Latham should
be numbered with the family. This is
the first time she’s ever been home to
see Father since her mother divorced
him.”

“She didn't need to,”

chuckled In-

glesby. “Her mother left her enough
money.”
“Ready, Stan!”

Coulter turned at the sound of Delia’s
resolute voice.

She came out, carrying a small suit-
case.
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E took possession of the luggage.

They went down the path toward
the gate, beyond which he had left the
car.

“l have such terrible things to tell
you.” Delia shuddered. “Father
seemed all right when we got here yes-
terday. He wasn’t a bit ill. He just
wanted to invest some money for me,
or borrow it. | don’'t know what for.
Then, this morning about ten o’clock,
that queer mark began to form on his
throat—"”

“Mark! On his throat?”
“Yes! A thin, brownish-red line,
clear around his throat. He got ter-

ribly scared when he discovered it, and
the mark kept getting deeper and
deeper in color. He wouldn’t let Alex
do a thing for him. Not that | blame
him! He wanted Mr. Inglesby to take
him to some doctor in the city. When
Mr. Inglesby couldn’t start his car, he
became almost frantic.”

They passed through the gateway.
Coulter put the suitcase in the car, and
they clambered aboard.

“Finally he got Gerry Stilson to start
out with him in the motor launch,”
Delia continued. “By that time we all
knew something serious was wrong
with him. Well, in about half an hour,

Mr. Stilson came back alone. He was
dreadfully wrought up.
“Father had had a fit. He jumped

up and attacked Mr. Stilson while they
were still close to shore. He either
jumped or fell out of the launch into the
river. . Stan!  What’s the matter?
Won't the car start?”

Coulter had been grinding away at
the starter.

“Confound the thing! Must be faulty
ignition.”

Climbing out of the car to investi-
gate, he was halted by a gasp from
Delia. She clutched at his arm convul-
sively, staring toward the river.

A group of blacks, headed by Gerry
Stilson, fearfully carried a limp, wet ob-
ject toward the house.

“It's Father,” Delia said in a hushed,
sorrowful voice.

Then the girl gasped, a queer, stifled
cry.

A chill of horror gripped Coulter as
he watched that macaber procession.
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Nobody likes corpses, but even those
unaccustomed to such sights have ohly
slight thrills of distaste. This corpse,
however, was more than a corpse. Or,
tfltlipr Ipgc

“His head !” strangled Delia.
head is gone!”

Coulter had already seen that short
stub of the neck. It projected ghastily
from the dripping, mud-covered cloth-
ing that clung to the grisly shape.

Something about the ghastly stump
gave Coulter a startling thought. The
head had not been bitten off by some
river denizen.

It had fallen off!

"His

CHAPTER 11

The Thing That Crawled

N a hastily cleared table in the
O center of the large room, lay the
headless body of Oscar Maitland. The
Inglesbys and Gerry Stilson, frozen
with horror, stood along the wall near
the door. Doctor Alex Maitland was
bending over the body when Coulter
and Delia Latham entered the room.

Abruptly he looked up. Coulter met
glassy eyes that seemed all pupils. The
doctor was nearly chinless, long hair
combed straight back from a wide, high
forehead. Behind those distended pu-
pils, Coulter seemed to catch the sug-
gestion of some evil, mirthful emotion
just ready to burst forth.

“As | was about to say,” Maitland
resumed, as if interrupted in the midst
of some scientific discourse, “it is quite
apparent that there has been practically
no loss of blood. The body is pink and
plump.

“The idea that the head was tom off
by some aquatic creature, an alligator
for instance, is of course ridiculous.
There are no teeth marks, torn or
ragged flesh. On the contrary, the end
of the severed neck is clean-cut and
covered with a thin, brown, scabrous
membrane.

“You ask what this mean, this sud-
den disunion? My friends, it means a
glorious, triumphant confirmation of
my theory relative to physical immor-

tality through binary division. It means
that the cranial rrtember was not cut or
tom away. Rather, it underwent a
spontaneous secession along a predeter-
mined line of cleavage— "

“My Lord!” Stella Inglesby’s voice
was husky. “Do we have to listen to
such—"

“Silence!” The doctor raised an arm

commandingly. “There are certain
creatures of the protozoa, the amoeba
for instance, that never die except by
accident. They just divide, redivide,
endlessly. These creatures that still
exist may be considered immortal frag-
ments of the original life-germ. They
multiply, they divide, but they never
die. Now, here before us, is the su-
preme achieve—"

“Listen here,”
that wild discourse.
my car on the blink. Whoever did it
better come across pronto! What do
you know about it, Doctor Maitland?”

With a glassy, doglike state, the
madman’s eyes met Coulter’s.

“And who are you?” he demanded
harshly.

“This is Stanley Coulter, the man
I'm going to marry,” said Delia faintly.
“He came to take me back to the city.”

“Well, whoever he is, | can’t be dis-
tracted with such mundane matters,”
declared Doctor Maitland. *“He should
have kept better watch over his proper-
ty.”

Coulter felt Delia’s hand on his arm,
urging him to withdraw into an adjoin-
ing room. He complied. Bookcases
lined the wallB. There were several
chairs with worn upholstering, and on
the wall a large bromide enlargement of
Oscar Maitland.

Delia trembled in Coulter’s arms.

“1 told you he’s hopelessly mad,” she
blurted. “He’s doing some dreadful
experiment in his laboratory, and he
wants to keep us here. He needs—
material! But he’s right about some
things. Did you look at the— neck?”

Coulter broke in on
“Someone has put

ORROR rounded her eyes as they
met Coulter’'s. He nodded.

“It did look odd— devilishly odd!
But don’t let that gibberish he’s talk-
ing worry you. | don’'t believe he
knows anything about the car. ... By



THE MAKER OF IMMORTALITY 55

the way, who is this Gerry Stilson?”

“Oh, he’s just a neighbor who's leased
the turpentine rights on Father’s pine-
land. He’s rough, but I'm sure he’s
honest and wouldn’t think of touching
the car.”

“Maybe not,” Coulter growled. “But
someone thought of it. Maybe some
of his Negroes. Who else lives here?”

“There’s a nephew, Wallace Harston.
He’s lived here for a long time. Ida
Dalton is the housekeeper. And then
there’s old Jed Gisborne, a kind of
handyman. That’s all.”

“A nephew, eh? | haven’t seen him
around anywhere.”

“Stan, what are we going to do? |
don’t want to stay in this house another
night. 1 haven’'t told you everything
yet— about Reuben.”

Coulter turned toward the doorway
as a step sounded behind them. It was
Lloyd Inglesby, his plump face a shade
paler than usual. He looked very close
to nausea.

“What do you make of it?” he asked
shakily. “Ilt— it seems like the old man
was poisoned, doesn’t it? What do you
suppose that crazy son of his is saying
in there now? If they put the body
back in the river, it'll come to life like
an amoeba. Ugh?!

“W ill your car run?” Coulter asked,
struck by a sudden idea.

“No,” answered Inglesby, “it won't.
| left it out back in the garage and some
one stole the battery. My wife’s gone
to her room. She isn't feeling well.
But she wouldn’t leave here anyway.
She thinks some one is after the old
man’s money. He’s supposed to have
guite a wad somewhere. You wouldn’t
think such a God-forsaken place offers
much chance for a real estate man, but
it does here in Florida. OId Oscar
could make money anywhere.”

Abruptly, Coulter grew aware of
deepening shadows within the room.
His eyes traveled to the window. The
daylight was gone. The sun by how
must have fallen beneath the pine tops.

A clatter of pottery sounded from
the rear of the house. A middle-aged
woman stood in the doorway, with a
helpless, bewildered expression on her
not too intelligent features.

“Please, ma’am,” she quavered at

Delia, “there’s food on the table, for
such of 'em as wants it. Jed, the shif-
less critter, 's been down to the jetties
all afternoon shrimpin’, an’ me havin’
to cook without a stick o’ wood!”

“Thank you, Ida.” Delia turned to
Coulter, her hands clenched nervously.
“Let’s go out on the porch, Stan. I1—1
feel faint.”

The thought of food wasn't very
pleasant to Coulter either, at that mo-
ment. Delia shrank close to him as they
passed through the outer room, where
the ghastly thing sprawled on the ta-
ble. The room was deserted. Out-
side, on the porch, Gerry Stilson leaned
his tall figure undecidedly against a
vine-covered pillar.

ELIA sank into a chair. A mo-

ment later a young man in white
duck came out. His face was deeply
tanned, his hair wavy, but his rugged
features had all the irregularity of has-
tily moulded dough. Coulter placed
him as the nephew, Wallace Harston.
He didn’'t see Delia and Coulter.

“Great God 1" he said hoarsely to Stil-
son. “What’s happened to Uncle Os-
car?”

“So it’s you, eh, Wally?
been all day?”
other closely.

“Wh-what happened to him?” stam-
mered Harston.

“Same thing,” Stilson spoke quietly,
“that’s happened to three of my colored
boys since we been workin’ your uncle’s
trees.”

Where you
Stilson regarded the

“l know. | heard about that—"
Harston broke off as the gate
slammed. Footsteps sounded on the

path.

"He was floatin’ among the hyacinths
along the river bank,” Stilson hastily
explained. “But his head wasn’t there.
Leastways, we couldn’t find it. . . .
Here comes old Jed. Look at him
tearin’ along that path! Wonder what
ails him.”

A strange figure hove in sight, hur-
rying up out of the shadows beneath
the oaks. Through the moonvines that
draped over the porch, Coulter saw the
swart, shrunken form of Jed Gisborne,
the handyman. Something white trailed
behind him at the end of a short line.
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He was hatless, his meager locks white
as washed cotton in the quickly thick-
ening dusk.

“Why, Jed,” said Stilson, as Gisborne
came to a panting halt in front of the
porch, “you’ll get your shrimpin’ net
tore up, draggin’ it that way. What
ails yuh?”

Jed Gisborne’s seamed face was the
color of unvarnished mahogany. He
swallowed once or twice, the tuft of
white on his upper lip bobbing up
like a rabbit’'s tail against his thin,
hooked nose.

“Where's Oscar?” he finally gurgled.

Stilson jerked a thumb over his
shoulder.
“1 knew it!” A lump jumped up and

down in Jed’s skinny neck. “And ’is
head— It’s gone, ain’ it?”

Stilson didn’t reply. Wallace Har-
ston turned half around, and apparently
for the first time he saw Delia and
Coulter. Jed Gisborne fumbled with
the shrimp net, a small circular net
that closed when the central line was
pulled. His bony fingers trembled with
fright.

“1 ketched ’is head—"

“You what!” Wallace Harston took
a quick step backward.

“Yes,” continued Jed, his voice raspy,
“1 ketched it in this here net. ... |
was a-standin’ on the cement breakwa-
ter at the south end of the jetties, like
| always does, an’ | tells myself it’s big
crab, when the net come up heavy-like.
Then | dumped it out—

“God Almighty! It was awfull!
He’'d lost ’is glasses, but ’'is eyes was
clear open, a-lookin’ straight an’ hard
right at me—"

“You caught his head in your shrimp
net?” There was an odd, strained note
in Stilson’s voice. “Where is it? Did
you fetch it?”

Jed ceased his blundering efforts to
straighten out the snarled net. His
deep-set eyes blinked distraughtly, and
the wrinkles across his low forehead
became even deeper.

“Naw! ’'Twas a Devil-head, with
legs sproutin’ from its neck. When it
seen me a-lookin’ down at it, it runned
off in the bushes, an’ hid. Runned off
like a big spider, with its whiskers
a-trailiti’ in the sand.

CHAPTER 111

Crawler by Night

MOMENT of shocked silence fol-

lowed the old man’s incredible
statement. Despite the fact that Coul-
ter knew, or thought he knew, that such
a thing could not take place in a sane
world, cold horror froze his spine.

“Pink elephants!” he told Delia. "Or
else Jed’s a good liar. 1'd have to see
that before 1'd believe it.”

But when the girl’'s wide eyes met
his, he saw mirrored in them a rising
fear. His gaze swept down over her
slender white throat.

With blasting suddenness he saw it.
A thin, brownish-red line blemished
that satin-smooth skin—a narrow,
barely visible discoloration encircling
her throat.

Half stunned, he tore his eyes away,
as the meaning of that sinister brand
filtered poisonously into his brain.

Delia must not be told!

“Come,” he said quickly, “let’'s go
down to the car. Maybe | can—"

He didn’'t finish. The urgency of
getting the girl off somewhere to re-
ceive medical attention drove all rea-
son from his mind. Perhaps he could
rig some makeshift contrivance to take
the place of the bakelite disk that had
been stolen from the distributor.

“Coulter!” It was Lloyd Inglesby
who spoke. He emerged from the dark
interior of the house, hurried across
the porch. “Coulter, my wife’s ill. She
thinks we were all drugged last night
— given some virus or something. She’s
changed her mind about going away.
If we can switch the battery from your
car into mine, we’ll all get out of here!”

“Okay,” Coulter agreed. “We were
just doing down to the car. Come along
and we’ll see what we can do.”

It was slightly less dark out of the
shadowy under the oaks. Coulter fished
a flashlight and some wrenches from a
door pocket of the car. He pulled up
the floor boards and began loosening
the battery.

“l want to get Stella to a doctor as
soon as possible.” Inglesby’s band
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shook as he held the flash. “Some mur-
derous maniac is at work around here.”

“Alex would scarcely have murdered
his own father, would he?” Delia’s
face was a vague blur in the fringe of
the flash beam.

“A madman is liable to do anything,”
replied Inglesby. “Maybe the old man
wasn’'t furnishing him enough money
for his confounded research.”

Coulter stifled a curse as the wrench
slipped.

“All right,” he said, lifting the bat-
tery out. “Lead the way, Inglesby.”

Inglesby unlocked the big gate.

“l got the keys from the cook,"” he
explained. “May as well leave it open.”

The garage was at the end of the
long drive, quite a distance behind the
house.

“l1 don’t see how these folks manage
without a car,” remarked Inglesby.
“They used to have one, but lately
they’ve been using the launch. Here we
are. I'll unlock—"

A queer, agonized scream shrilled
out from the direction of the house.

“My God!” Inglesby dropped the
flash and keys. “Stellal”

He tore back along the drive.

OULTER set the battery down,
wiped his hands on the dew-damp

grass. Delia recovered the flashlight
and key-ring.

“What in the world—” Her voice
faded to silence.

Coulter took her in his arms. Her
breath came in little gasps. How lucky

that she didn't yet know about that
dreadfully significant mark on her
throat!

“l suppose we’ll have to go and see
what’s happened,” he told her.

Bright light gleamed from barred
windows in a long rear wing of the
house.

“That's Alex’s laboratory.” Delia
shuddered. “It’s where he keeps—-
Reuben. . . "

“But Reuben is dead!”

“l1 know. That's what scared me so
when | saw him in my room last night.
And his grave’s been opened ! It’'s there
behind the garage.”

“His grave opened!”

W hat hell-spawned chicanery was in

progress here? Distinctly he recalled
the details of Reuben’s death, as pre-
viously related to him by Delia. Reuben
Maitland had at one time been a prom-
ising young iawyer. Then he had de-
veloped a dread disease of the heart.
Eminent specialists had given him but
a few weeks to live. So he had gone
home to his father and brother, and
shortly thereafter he had died.

Suddenly a bright rectangle of light
flashed in the black wall of the labor-
atory. Framed in the open door ap-
peared a weird, white-draped form. It
seemed to poise there for a breathless
instant.

“Reuben!” gasped Delia.

Then the light winked out.

“Something fiendish is going on
here,” said Coulter. “Something
crooked! 1 don’t believe in reanimated

dead men nor crawling heads. Let's
see what has happened.”

But somehow the confidence he tried
to put into his words sounded a little
flat.

The front of the house was still un-
lighted. The door stood open. In defer-
ence to the girl’s natural repugnance
for the corpse on the table, Coulter kept
the beam of the flash directed else-
where as they entered. Hushed voices
drew them down a gloomy corridor to
Stella Inglesby’s room.

A queer scent permeated the hallway
before the open door. It was a familiar
scent, yet one that Coulter couldn’t for
the moment recall.

W allace Harston, his tanned face red
in the light from a smoking kerosene
lamp, was speaking to Inglesby, who
stood in silence at the bedside.

“l was in the dining room when |
heard a queer scream. | ran here to see
what the trouble was. That’'s all I know
about it.”

Ida Dalton was crying noisily in the
doorway, wiping her red eyes on the
hem of her apron. Like a sleepwalker,

Inglesby came out of the room. Hars-
ton followed after him.
Coulter left Delia in the hall. Push-

ing by the weeping housekeeper, he
entered the room.

An icy breath seemed to fan his face.
His eyes cringed from the hideous
frightfulness of what lay on the bed.
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W here was Stella Inglesby’s head?

BOVE her shoulders the white
A column of the neck ended, cleanly
sheared off by a single stroke of some
Gargantuan scythe. But what should
have been raw, bleeding flesh, at the
end of that short stub, did not look raw.
A thin chitinous membrane, variegated
with chiaroscuro markings, seemed to
be forming over the exposed, skinless
surface.

Why were those white sheets un-
stained by any touch of crimson? No
applied lotion, no sealing compound
could have so effectually stanched the
blood flow.

The words of a madman whirled
through Coulter’'s thoughts. “The
cranial member was not cut or torn
away. Rather, it underwent a spon-
taneous secession along a predeter-
mined line of cleavage.” Those were
the words Doctor Alex Maitland had
raved.

Had Stella Inglesby’s head cleaved
loose divided from her body as an
amoeba divides— spontaneously, the ef-
fect of some obscure and hideous virus?

“But there isn’'t any such poison.
There can’'t be!” Coulter muttered to
himself. “Anyway, some one stole the
head and carried it off.”

A draft sucked the muSlin curtains
through the open window. Pallid as
a ghost, Delia stood in the doorway
watching him.

“Why are you looking at me so
gueerly?” she cried in fright.

Coulter couldn’t tell her why. He
tore his eyes from her white throat,
from that deepening, ghastly line.

"Nothing,” he muttered.

A dark shape in the corner of the
room drew his attention. It was a pile
of clothing, but something bulged un-
der it. He pulled away the clothes.

He found a storage battery!

So Inglesby had lied. He had re-
moved the battery from his own car,
hid it here in his room. But why?

When he came out, Jerry Stilson was
in the hallway with Delia.

“Someone else will have to set up
with Old Oscar,” Stilson said. “l was
fixin’ to keep the deathwatch myself,
but not if this keeps up.”

Inglesby stood before an old-fashion-
ed tall mirror. In terror, he scratched

matches, holding them close to his
throat.

“It’'s there— the mark,” Coulter
heard him muttering. “My God!

W e've all been poisoned!”

Coulter grasped his shoulder, shook
him.

“Come on, we've got to get the police
here. Has anyone tried to phone?”

“The phone’s dead,” spoke up W al-
lace Harston.

With the flashlight in one fist,
Delia’s small, cold hand in the other,
Coulter started along the hall toward
the front of the house. Fear, like cold,
slimy coils, tightened around his heart.
He felt no fear for himself but for the
girl at his side. Around her slender,
white throat he knew that fateful brand
burned deeper.

The others followed. No one spoke.
Their footsteps resounded hollowly on
the linoleum-covered floor. Ahead of
them, hidden by the clammy darkness
that filled the big front room, sprawled
the horrible headless corpse.

Coulter edged through the door a
single step into the room. Involuntar-
ily, the bright flashlight swept over the
table on which the corpse of Oscar
Maitland had been stretched out.

It was gone!

SOUND, a furtive slithering
A sound drew his eyes downward.
Then he saw the corpse. Knees hunched
awkwardly underneath, arms flung out
on either side of that ghastly neck-stub,
it lay on the floor near the table.

Again came that gruesome, sliding
sound.

Creeping from behind the crouching
corpse came the horror. A hideous
thing crept forward on fresh-sprouted
tentacles.

Coulter heard a choking cry behind
him. It sounded like Stilson. Above
the strangled gasp, Delia’s scream
pierced keenly.

But he could not tear his eyes from
that incredible monstrosity— that thing
he would have sworn could not exist
except in the dreams of a madman.

Limned vividly in the wavering beam
of light he saw it only too clearly. He
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could not deny it was the head of Oscar
Maitland.

It stood upright in the center of a
mat of twitching pseudopodal legs the
color of raw beef. Fingerlike projec-
tions, a dozen or more, six inches in
length, sprouted from the severed neck.

Coulter shrank from the open eyes,
the seamed forehead, the trailing beard
in which bits of twigs and a brown dead
leaf had become enmeshed. Stringy
wisps of gray hair, in life combed care-
fully over the pink bald spot, now hung
dankly over the eyes and ears.

All this and more Coulter saw in that
first brief interval. Like a statue, par-
alyzed, he stared while the incredible
head crawled around its own corpse.

At last, apparently satisfied, that
thing of hideous, impossible life de-
serted the corpse. It crawled for the
doorway, carefully avoiding the legs
of the table. Over the threshold, onto
the porch, it disappeared into the night.

“God!” Inglesby was slumped
against the wall. “1— I'm poisoned! Get
me to a doctor, quick!

Coulter turned on him savagely.

“You damned rat!” he snapped.
“Can’t you think of anyone but your-
self?”

Delia was biting her lips, her lovely
face deathly white. Coulter fought not
to look at the glaring line around her
throat as he drew her toward the door.

One thought consumed his brain.
Get her away from that house of mad-
ness and horror. Get her where she
can receive medical attention before it
is too late!

CHAPTER 1V

From the Grave

ELIA and Coulter stood at the
D edge of a fresh pit in a thicket of
vines. Darkness, a tangible blackness,
wrapped weighty arms around them.

“It’'s Reuben’s grave.” Delia’s hand,
cold as ice, clenched Coulter’s. “See?
There’s the headstone, tipped aside.”

They had been wandering around in
the darkness, searching for the storage

battery Coulter had left near the gar-
age. Delay clawed at his heart, his
brain. Every moment, that obscure,
mephitic change ate farther into the
neck of the girl he loved. Swiftly she
approached the disgusting immortality
of the ever-dividing, never-dying amo-
eba.

Fog from the river blurred the
streak of flashlight. Weakly it strug-
gled down into the grave, yellowed a
moldering, splintered coffin.

“It's empty, sure enough,” he said
tautly. He shifted the light to the tilted
block of marble. “In Loving Memory
Of Reuben Maitland.” A multitude of
nameless, incredible thoughts surged
grotesquely through his brain. “Nine-
teen-six— nineteen-thirty-one— "

Then, abruptly, it happened.

There was no warning, merely a
slight, furtive rustling in the vines.
Coulter whirled. A white-draped thing
threw itself upon him.

He dropped the flashlight. Delia’s
scream shrilled once. Darkness fell.

Then Coulter battled desperately
with a panting thing that gibbered half-
human words.

He was taken unprepared. Blinded,
he didn't know what he fought. He
managed to get in several good short-
arm jolts. His pistoning fists sank into
a material body.

Gibbering, whining, the thing drew
back. Coulter heard a swishing sound,
like a swinging club. The next second
his bead burst with pain and flame. . . .

When the world came out of black
night again, he lay on his back on a
hard, smooth floor. He tried to place
himself, to recall what had happened.
Glaring, bluish-white light sliced his
eyes. He groaned. Agony leaped
down the side of his head and neck. He
raised his hand. Something damp and
sticky was there— Blood!

He heaved himself over on his face.
Now the light didn't hurt so much
when he opened his eyes. Delia’s fran-
tic voice called his name over and over,
coming from a short distance away.

Groggily, he looked about. Vertical
iron bars crossed the line of his vision.
He was in a cell-like chamber. Light
came through the bars from a hissing
gasoline lantern.
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He looked for Delia. She wasn’t
there. A narrow cot and table crammed
the cell. Somehow, the place bore the
appearance of having been lived in for
a long time.

He raised himself on his knees, then
finally staggered erect. Through the
bars he could see into a large room. It
looked like a hospital surgery, only it
was cluttered with incongruous objects.

A large, square glass tank, like a
goldfish aquarium, stood at one walL
In the colorless liquid that nearly filled
it floated four human heads. Three
were black. The fourth—

God in Heaven! He stared at the
dead face of Stella Inglesby!

sciousness. He recalled all that
had happened in the last few hours.

Again came Delia’'s urgent voice.
Coulter’s eyes focused on two surgical
operating tables, each holding a human
figure.

“Delial” he shouted. “What hap-
pened to you? Are you—"

“Stan! Thank God, you’'re not
dead!” Delia twisted her head to look
at him. She lay strapped tightly on a
table, her clothing in tatters. “When
they dragged you in, I saw the blood.
I thought you were—"

“They? Who do you mean?” His
thoughts were still muddled. He stared
about the cell, trying to find a way out.
"Where are we?”

“In Alex’s laboratory!”
through the girl’s voice.
Reuben drag you in here.”

“Reuben! Then it was— "

“Yes. He hid in the vines near his
grave. He’s horribly changed!”

The form on the other table groaned,
writhed its head sidewise. Coulter rec-
ognized the plump, white face of Lloyd
Inglesby. Bloodless lips mumbled in-
coherently.

Coulter glared out between the inch-
thick bars. His brain seemed to ham-
mer against his aching skull.

A heavy metal door barred him in
the cell. There were no windows in the
strong brick wall. In the outer room
he saw nothing of the mad doctor, noth-
ing of the thing that had attacked him
at the grave.

I IORROR whipped him to full con-

Panic ran
“He helped

He tugged at the bars, trying to bend
them apart. Although in that moment
of nightmare his strength was more
than human, those bars resisted his
mightiest effort. Dripping sweat and
blood indiscriminately, he was forced
to stop and think coherently.

Inglesby was a bound prisoner whose
delirious muttering gave evidence of a
wandering mind. Coulter had to drop
the sharp suspicions he had formed.
These suspicions hadn’t explained any-
thing, but they were a lot better than
admitting the incredible reality of
crawling heads and living corpses.

Now his mind strove to find some
mundane answer, one not involved with
the supernormal.

“Delia, darling,” his voice was
hoarse, “they didn't— harm you, did
they?”

“No, Stan,” she called in answer.
“Alex just looked at my throat. 1| don’t
know why. He icted disappointed.”

“This nephev, Harston,” Coulter

stated, “would be in line to inherit the
whole fortune if all the Maitlands were
killed off.”

“l suppose so,” said Delia. “Why?
Do you think—"
“Listen! Someone’s coming . . ."”

Coulter had caught the metallic click
of a slipping bolt. A door swung open
in the outer room where Delia lay. A
tall, gaunt form, clad in a white, flow-
ing wrapper, appeared in the opening.

“Reuben!” cried Delia.

IBBERING and mouthing idiot-
G ically, the thing came padding
across the floor on bare feet A naked,
bony arm hung out of the short sleeve
of its white covering. Clenched in its
fingers dangled a hideous object that
was part hair, part flesh, part—

The bare feet padded across the floor
to the glass tank.

Its arm raised, dropped the queer
round object into the tank.

Again that gaunt, fantastically de-
formed figure crossed the floor to the
door, opened it and departed.

Coulter’s eyes clung to the glass tank.
Those ghastly heads were bobbing
about in the clear liquid. But now
there were five heads, and the fifth head
was—
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“My God!” Coulter yelled hoarsely.
“They’'ve got Harston!”

“Stan,”— Delia’s voice was edged
with hysteria— “Stan, tell me truly, i6
there a mark on my throat?”

Coulter didn’t answer for a moment.
Horrible dread stiffened his throat mus-
cles. Would Delia be next? Would
that charming head, with its clear, wide
eyes, its short-bobbed curly hair, be
next to join the five already in the tank?

“Stan!”

Loving her so, he couldn’t stand that
thought.

“No,” he declared. “That is, I can’t
see from here, darling.”

Savagely, he renewed his struggles
to bend apart the bars of his prison.
Futile moments passed, until the mad
master himself burst into the room
where Delia lay helpless.

“Maitland!” Coulter shouted. “W hat
in God’s name is the meaning of this?
Are you completely mad? Let me out
of here, damn you!”

But the madman gave not the least
evidence that he heard.

Bending over Delia, he looked closely
at her throat. He shook his head, mut-
tering indistinctly. Then he quietly
began laying out glittering steel imple-
ments from a glass cabinet.

“Life unceasing,” he stated. “To you
the dearest wish of humankind shall be
granted. Eternal existence . . . Think
of it! And only | am able to grant that
boon— 1, the benefactor of a death-
cursed racel”

Coulter went mad then.

That maniacal surgeon, antiseptic
gauze over his mouth and nose, bend-
ing over the girl Coulter loved, was
more than he could sanely stand. But
there was nothing he could do about
it. He could only batter his hands into
bleeding wreckage against the iron bars
of his cell.

Evidently that first dose was not
working swiftly enough on Delia to
suit Doctor Alex Maitland. Now he
prepared to take more stringent meas-
ures.

A hypodermic syringe flashed in his
gloved hands. He filled it carefully
from a small vial of green liquid. Delia
cringed, white-faced, away from him.

“Stop!” Coulter shouted. *“Stop, |

say! You can’'t do that. Stop!”
UT the madman paid no heed. One
gloved hand twisted into the sheer
fabric of the tom frock at Delia’s
throat. He ripped it down, baring the
soft albescent contours of her helpless
body to his maggot-brained tampering.
"Don’'t! Please don't!” Delia
strained against the leather straps that

bound her wrists and ankles. “I don’'t
want to live forever. Please— Oh,
please go away 1”

Coulter added his own frenzied

shouts, pleading and cursing in a single
breath. But the fiend persisted inexor-
ably in his purpose.

Pulling the glove from his right hand,
he thrust his fingers through the steel
rings on the hypodermic cylinder, set
his palm against the extended plunger.
For a second he p«wed at the trembling
body of the girl. Then, viciously, he
thrust the needle deep into her milk-
white flesh.

Delia screamed as that dread virus
entered her veins. Coulter clung to the
bars, his mouth hanging impatiently.
It was too late!

The outer door opened again. Reu-
ben had returned, nor was he empty-

handed. Another head dangled from
his bony fingers.
Gibbering idiotically as before, he

padded on bare feet a few steps into the
room. Something writhed at the base
of the head he carried by its scant locks
of white hair.

Something quivered there like long
worms, the color of raw beef.

Reuben stopped, set the thing on the
floor. Immediately it began creeping
across the floor.

It was the hideous crawling head of
Oscar Maitland.

Nausea gripped Coulter as he
watched that thing of devilish life,
watched those repulsive tentacles

scamper like a monster spider.

His eyes flashed back to the surgeon.
That fiend had not yet replaced the
glove on his right hand. For the first
time Coulter regarded that hand atten-
tively. Suddenly a rising excitement
surmounted the numbing despair that
stifled him. For he had seen that hand
before.
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It was not the hand of Doctor Alex
Maitland!

Fresh pine gum is most difficult to
wash off. That hand was covered with
dark blotches.

“Stilson!” he shrieked.
from hell— I know you!”

“You Devil

CHAPTER V

Satan's Own Surgery

ERRY STILSON swung around,
G glared at Coulter through the
bars. Calmly, without the least haste,
he then removed the surgeon’s smock
and the gauze. Moreover, he deserted
his pose of rustic simplicity. Coulter
now saw him as he really was— a cun-
ning, steel-nerved conspirator, in
whose dark, agate eyes glinted a mur-
derous light.

“A fool stunt,” Stilson sneered, “let-
ting me know you were wise.” He
laughed harshly. “l was saving you
alive as an eye witness against Alex,
but now—"

He shrugged, turned away, assemb-
ing a queer, yet simple apparatus. A
storage battery— the same one Coulter
had found in Stella Inglesby’s room—
dangled two long, insulated wires
which he twisted together like a lamp
cord and fastened to the battery with
spring clips. At the other end of each
of the wires was a wooden handle. On
one was a push-button switch. A short
length of thin, bare wire connected the
two handles.

Coulter was aware of these prepar-
ations only vaguely. His entire atten-
tion was centered on escape.

Delia was still conscious. Her wide
eyes stared on hopefully as he de-
molished the wood frame of the cot,
trying to find a piece large and strong
enough for a lever.

Now Stilson had the apparatus as-
sembled. Holding the wooden han-
dles, by thumbing the switch he could
release the current into the short con-
necting wire.

He tested it twice. Each time Coulter
saw the short wire leap into glaring,
white-hot brilliance.

Stilson’s harsh laughter rang out.

“Nichrome wire,” he explained to
Coulter through the bars. “1 got it from
an old electric heater. Such a short
piece draws a hell of a current, and it
won’t last long without burning in two.
But it lasts long enough!”

He approached the table where
Lloyd Inglesby lay muttering and pull-
ing at the straps that held him down.

“I'll show you how it works.” Stilson
laughed exultantly. “So you can see
what's coming to you and your galL”

He looped the wire around In-
glesby’s neck, pulled upward on it,
thumbed the switch.

Suddenly incandescent, the white-
hot wire sank into Inglesby’s neck like
a warm knife into butter.

There was a single agonized shriek.
Steam hissed out as blood burned,
dried, coagulated into hard-baked, chi-
tinous plugs that sealed arteries and
veins. The wire drew into a narrow
loop, burning its way through the bone.
Then it jerked free.

Inglesby’s head fell to
rolled a few turns, stopped.

Cold horror crawled down Coulter’s
spine. That stench— he knew it now.
It was the scent of burning bone, such
as he had once smelled in a blacksmith
shop.

Stilson walked over toward Delia,
the flexible, twisted wore trailing be-
hind him on the floor.

the floor,

SUDDEN gibbering from Reuben

drew his attention. Reuben pad-
ded swiftly on bare feet to the other
door.

“Reuben, come back!” Stilson
dropped the implement of death.
"Damn that half-wit. He’s sneaked
out. He didn’t like seeing me burn off
that head.” He strode toward the door.
“1'll be back,” he promised, leering.

Awful moments passed while Delia
and Coulter waited for the return of
Stilson, timeless moments while they
waited for that feul fiend to come back
and finish his work, silent moments
there in Satan’s surgery, where horror
still crawled across the floor with sod-
den, slithering noises.

The crawling devil-head— the head
of Oscar Maitland!
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Coulter had almost forgotten that
creeping horror— the thing that under
God’s rule could not be— until he saw
it creeping across the laboratory floor
toward the bars of his cell.

Suddenly hope gripped him. The
thing became entangled in the trailing
wire Stilson had dropped, dragged it
closer and closer to the bars— closer to
his reaching fingers.

Then at last he had it. He pulled on
the wire, hauled the entire murderous
device into his cell.
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wire was now, for the time being, harm-
less. Working with frantic speed,
Coulter jabbed the stub of a match in
at the side of the push-button switch,
wedging it down.

Then he tossed the contraption back
into the outer room.

Only just in time! The outer door
opened and Stilson appeared, dragging
the idiot with him.

“I'll put him back in his cell,” Stilson
said, locking the door, “just as soon as
you're done with it Reuben should
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His first urge was to destroy it. But
that would delay matters, he reasoned.
If he could only pull the battery closer.

Again he tugged on the wire. The
battery rocked, the clips held. Slowly
it began to slide toward him.

Would Stilson come back before he
was prepared? Cold sweat ran down
Coulter’s face.

When at last he could reach the bat-
tery, he drew it up close to the bars
and disconnected one of the clips. The
murder-loop at the other end of the

have died years ago, as he was sup-
posed to have. Now then—"”

GAIN he picked up that inhuman
device, his cruel gaze fixed on
Delia.

“W ait!” Coulter pleaded. “For God’s
sake, wait!”

His Irart seemed to leap up into his
throat, choking him. Would Stilson
notice that the switch had been altered
— or that the battery now rested within
Coulter’s reach?



84 THRILLING MYSTERY

"What have you got against the
girl?” he cried.

“She’s hooked up with the Mait-
lands, isn’t she?”

“But the Maitlands, what—"

“Old Oscar tricked me, that’s what!
For ten years | paid taxes on that sec-
tion of bogland | own, hoping some day
it’d be worth somehing. Meanwhile
| sweated blood trying to make a living
with a turp lease on the Maitland pine
flats.

"Then, a couple of weeks ago, old
Oscar offered me five dollars an acre for
my bogland. | jumped at the chance.
But he didn’t have the cash, and that
was what | wanted. So | gave him an
option to buy it within three months,
all signed and sealed and legal as hell.

“Three days later | learned about the
ship canal that’s to pass right through
the heart of my bogland, draining it
and making it worth five hundred an
acre to muck farmers.

“Well, I figured to stop old Oscar, or
any of the Maitlands, from taking up
that option. Right away Oscar sent for
the Inglesbys and his stepdaughter
here, trying to raise the cash and keep
the profits all in the family.”

OULTER crouched against the

bars, within arms length of the
battery. Twice he saw that bare wire
curl up around Stilson’s wrist as he
talked, but it didn’'t stay long enough
for him to act.

“But that mark around their throats,”
Coulter said, hoping to keep Stilson
talking, “and the crawling head. W hy
did you choose that way of going about
it?”

Stilson laughed smugly. “Some
stunt, eh? | fastened old Oscar’s head
on the back of a turtle, gave him a nice
fringe collar cut from a red rubber in-
ner tube. Real smart, en? 1 fringed
the collar to look like legs, but actually
to hide the turtle’s shell.”

This disclosure was a little Ilate.
Coulter had already penetrated the
secret of the head’s apparent life. The
turtle had wandered right before his
eyes.

“Of course Jed Gisborne was lying
about catching the head in his shrimp
net,” Stilson continued. “I put him up

to that, made him think it was all a
joke for Harston’s benefit.

“Alex and his crazy experimenting
gave me the idea. He was trying to
concoct some dope that would make an-
imals divide like amoebas. It wouldn’t
work, of course. So | told him he
ought to try it on humans— the blacks,
for instance. Sure enough, he put some
of the stuff in the spring where they
get water. He forgot it's piped here as
well.

“The next day | brought him three
Negro heads. He was crazy, of course,
but since then he’s been crazier. Then,
last night | dumped some real dope in
the spring— dope that made every one
take a damned deep sleep—deep
enough so | could go around and paint
that brand on their necks with silver
nitrate. The stuff doesn’t show up at
first, but by and by combines with the
salt in perspiration, forming silver
chloride. It’s still invisible until strong
light falls on it, then it begins to darken
like photographic printing paper.
Meanwhile, just as a precaution, |
turned Reuben loose, and this morning
I cut the phone wires.”

“Reuben?” Coulter’s eyes were glued
to that devilish thing in Stilson’s
hands. Would his chance never come?
“But Reuben has been dead for six
years.”

Stilson was growing impatient. He
took another step toward Delia. He
stretched out a hand to grasp her hair
so he could raise her head and slip the
wire around her throat.

“Reuben didn’'t die. Everyone but
old Oscar and Alex thought he had.
When Reuben came home expecting to
pass out any moment, Alex operated on
him. The operation did away with his
heart trouble, but it made an idiot of
him.

EEING him around that way is
what worked a screw loose in Alex.
Neither he nor the old man wanted
folks to know about it, so they planned
and carried out a fake death and fun-
eral. Reuben’s been living in that cell
for years. | opened the grave just to— ”
That was as far as Stilson got. The
next second his mouth widened in an
agonized scream.
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OULTER'S opportunity had

come. The nichrome wire curled
up around Stilson’s wrist. Realizing it
was his last chance, Coulter’s hand
snaked out and between the bars,
slipped the spring clip back on the
battery.

Instantly, the incandescent wire sank
bone-deep in Stilson’s flesh. He
screamed, jerked at it, tried to tear it
away.

Presence of mind might have saved
the fiend. Instead, he dropped the
wooden handles that were supposed to
protect him. The white-hot wire re-
mained looped around his wrist.

He snatched at it with his bare hand.
All at once, both his hands were en-
tangled in his diabolic invention. The
brilliant, glowing thread of metal cut
through flesh and bone with a speed
like lightning.

Steam gushed up as blood and flesh
burned away. Screaming and thrash-
ing around, he upset the table on which
Delia was bound.

But Coulter wasn’t watching any
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longer. The table crashed against the
bars of his cage. He tore at the straps
that held the girl.

Released, she sprang up and opened
the door of his cell.

He had no difficulty in getting the
best of Stilson and shutting him up in
the cell to await the police— for Stilson
had no hands left.

Coulter found Doctor Alex Maitland
locked in another room. He is now in
an asylum along with Reuben.

Medical examination of Reuben dis-
closed the nature of the operation that
had preserved his life at the expense
of reason— total excision of the thyroid.

Thyroidectomy has long been known
to cure certain forms of heart disease.
But, without lifelong, constant dosing
with thyroid hormone, it causes idiocy
and morbid physical changes. There-
fore it is almost never resorted to.

As for Delia, the hypodermic given
her proved innocuous. She is now
Coulter’'s wife, and they often think
with inward shuddering of that hellish
interval spent in Satan’s Surgery.
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Before he could raise his arm in protection it was on him

PHANTOM Of
THE SHIP

By DON JOSEPH

Author of “Grim Evidence,”

OE AMOS looked out of the win-
dow of the main hall in silent
meditation. The raging Antarc-

tic storm prevented him from seeing
what his eyes unconsciously searched
for— the shape of the inanimate thing
that had broken the morale of the sup-
ply base.

The rage of the whirling snow
dropped for a moment as he peered
again to get a glimpse of the skeleton
superstructure. He was not a sailor,
was not superstitious, and still he could
not help shivering when he thought

"Soul of Terror,” etc.

about it.

And he thought about the “Death
Ship” a lot these past few days. The
Albatross was its real name and it had
haunted the supply base of the exped-
ition ever since they had landed on the
edge of the Ross Barrier Ice.

Behind him he could hear the angry
voices of the men arguing— the calm,
logical voice of Captain Squire, leader
of the expedition, the high-pitched ner-
vous voice of Tom Banton, the mete-
orologist, and the plain angry voice of
Tony Green, electrical engineer and
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electrician for the expedition.

But Amos wasn’t listening to them.
He knew they would not get anywhere
anyway. He was relieved that Squire
had come back from the advance post
across the Barrier Ice up at the Beard-
more Glacier. And he had come back
in the nick of time!

He had pushed his way into the main
hall just a few minutes after the storm
broke. Had he tried to land his plane
ten minutes later he would have Kkilled
himself. He had walked into the sud-
denly hushed room with long strides
and had thrown some specimen of gold
ore down on the table.

“That’'s why I'm back,” he said, an
enigmatic smile on his weather-beaten
face. He hauled off his goggles that
were becoming fogged in the warmth
of the hall. “We just found the deposit
in the glacier a few hours ago.

W hat's wrong? Don’'t you like it?”

He turned sarcastically to Green who
was twisting the piece of ore in his
fingers, a sour expression on his face.
Green’s sharp eyes came up from the
specimen and fixed Squire’s look.

"No,” he said, and scowled, “I don't.
The samples you brought back to
America a year ago were richer than
this.”

A stormy expression swept over
Squire’s face. He was not used to be-
ing contradicted. The other men sat
tense, waiting to see what would hap-
pen when the cold, purposeful nature
of Squire crashed against the hot-tem-
pered Green. But suddenly Squire
smiled broadly.

“Come on,” he invited. “We’ll go
over to the laboratory and see.”

When the two returned it was easy
to see that they had been quarreling.
Anger and disappointment struggled
for mastery in Green’s expression.
Squire simply looked annoyed. Green
who had put up half the funds for the
expedition, was a highly successful en-
gineer back in the States. But the iso-
lation and tension at the base had re-
cently turned him into a suspicious and
sullen man.

HE heavy lines around his thin lips
were etched a little deeper as he
dropped into a chair.

“What | don’'t understand,” he
snarled aggressively, “is how one speci-
men could be almost entirely free of
base metals and this one so loaded with
them that it wouldn’t be worth carting
a shipload of the stuff back to Amer-
ica.”

Green was short and assertive.
Squire was a big man, sure of himself,
and always the leader.

“l can’'t explain it,” he said sooth-
ingly. “Probably the shifting ice of the
glacier covered up the old deposit and
uncovered this poor one.”

Amos was glad the argument ended
there. For a few moments the air
crackled with the electricity of barely
controlled emotions. His eyes strained
again anxiously to penetrate the white
wall of the driving snow. Behind him
now the men were talking in hushed
voices about the shrouded corpse, and
Amos, who had never had much time
for superstition before, couldn’t shake
the dull shudder from between his
shoulder blades.

He realized then that it was not the
Death Ship he was trying to see. It
was the walking corpse, the frozen
body in a stiff Shroud that his eyes un-
consciously sought.

The men had called the boat the
Death Ship ever since the expedition
had landed. It was an old clipper with
sleek lines that had got caught in the
ice pack long before steamships had
ever ploughed the Seven Seas. When
the crew of the expedition had climbed
to the deck to explore the old ship they
had suddenly stopped in a strange,
silent circle. In the middle of the deck,
as though it were waiting there to re-
ceive them, was the stiff blot of a
shrouded corpse. A shiver ran through
the suddenly arrested crowd of men.
To the superstitious sailors it was a
foreboding of terror.

Amos felt his own hair rise in horror,
the skin along his spine prickle queerly
as he recalled how the wind had rippled
the heavy canvas of the gray sheeting.
For a moment the Antarctic gale had
seemed to bring that mound of death
to life. It was only an illusion, but a
horrible one. The shrouded dead thing
lying there on the deck had suddenly
seemed to cloud the white polar regions
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with a vague indefinable menace.

As second in command Amos felt he
had to try to dispel this gathering cloud
of fear. More as an example to the men
than out of any curiosity he controlled
the repulsion within him and touched
the thing. It was frozen hard and rigid,
and all he could tell about it was that
its left leg, from the hip down, was
wooden.

Down in the captain’s cabin Amos
had found the ship’s log. He remem-
bered the log pretty clearly. The boat
had sailed from Boston in 1815 to go
around the Horn. Disaster had dogged
its wake from the beginning. In the
tropics it had been becalmed for weeks.
Amos remembered the entry after the
first sailor had died from thirst when
the captain had written in a firm old
hand:

Something’s wrong with this ship. It won't
let the crew die. The men swear lsaac has
been walking in the ship’s wake ever since
we threw his body overboard. Last night
I saw him in the moonlight. Isaac’s ghost!
The men are right!

Then a later entry:

We've found why the ship’s cursed. One
of the crew murdered a sailor in the hold
after we cleared port. We found the body
and we've hung the culprit from the yard-
arm. The ship's moving now!

But before the ship made its South
American port nearly half the crew had
died from scurvy and the curse had not
been taken off the ship. Maybe the
man had cursed the boat just as his
throat was slit from ear to ear, while
he could still talk. Anyway, the log
reported that all the bodies that had
been given an ocean burial were wait-
ing for them outside the port, had taken
up the trail of the ship as she headed
on southward.

HE grim spectres in the wake be-

gan driving the living members of
the crew mad. A gale at the Horn had
ripped away a mast, crushing the first
mate and the cook. The sails were torn
away, and the death ship had started
its grim drift to the Antarctic Circle,
the spirits of the dead walking pa-
tiently in the wake of the floating coffin

of living men.

What had happened to those who
were still alive when the ship was
caught in the ice pack was not recorded
in the log. Perhaps the terror-stricken
men had wandered madly over the ice,
fleeing from the dead crew. And they
had frozen to death in the same kind
of a storm at which Amos was look-
ing.

Amos laughed ironically as he
thought that now the sole survivor
was a mysterious corpse in a gray
shroud, and that the corpse was look-
ing among the winds of the South Pole
for the spirits that had scattered there
more than a century ago.

It was looking for them! That was
what was causing all the trouble at the
base. The men had got the idea that
it was prowling around the camp and
no amount of argument could remove
the fear from their inner souls. Some
of them swore that they had seen it
wandering mournfully over the ice. No
one ever got close to it. None of
them had ever wanted to. The foggy
weather of the Antarctic plays strange
tricks and maybe it was trying to lead
them to the same deathly fate its crew
mates had found. But Amos, himself,
had never seen it gliding ghostlike
through the sea smoke.

And as foolish as it seemed to be
affected by the fantastic idea, he had
a feeling he could not dismiss that
something strange was happening
down in these fog-bound regions at the
bottom of the world. That feeling
chilled him despite his efforts to shake
off the eeriness that his common sense
told him was induced by the supersti-
tion of the others, the unhealthy pres-
ence of a dead man lying in a shroud
out under the open sky.

The crisis in the affairs of the base
had come when they had discovered
that the corpse was not even bothering
to lie down again in the same spot. For
some reason that discovery had frozen
the blood in their veins. Bfinton had
noticed it first when he was up on the
camp pole one day taking a wind read-
ing. He saw that the shrouded body
was not lying on the top deck any-
more. It had disappeared!

Amos had refused to believe it at
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first. Corpses could not walk, not even
at the South Pole, whatever the others
said. When he climbed the pole for
himself and saw the frozen mound of
death was no longer lying on the deck
he wondered who among them would
have the nerve to carry away that grim
legacy from the past. And further-
more, what could the motive be for
such a ghoulish act?

But the hope of the others was short-
lived. It had not left the ship. When
they went aboard they had stumbled
across it on the deck below, still stiff
and grim. The lantern had suddenly
gone out as they looked at it, as though
some evil spirit had blown on the flame
over their shoulders. They had fled in
horror!

As their frightened footsteps had
echoed frantically through the dark-
ened recesses of the hollow hull they
had felt their hair rise along their
spines. None of them had had the cour-
age to turn his head until they had tum-
bled off the ship. It had felt as though
the shrouded thing was silently follow-
ing them, had suddenly stood up when
they turned to flee and had followed
them quietly through the corridors and
up the stairs. When they looked back
at the ship from the ice below the deck
was empty!

That was when they had tried to
radio Squire at the advance base. But
it was useless. The radio would not cut
through. That had happened before.
It was not even unusual in the Ant-
arctic for the radio to go dead for long
periods, silenced by the electrical
emanations of the Aurora Borealis.
But this time it seemed prophetic. It
was isolating them from the real world.

HEY had been careful, though, not
Tto show their uneasiness around
Mrs. Hatton, wife of Archie Hatton the
carpenter. She was the only woman on
the expedition and they had taken her
along because she was a big strong
Irish woman and a good cook.

But maybe it was an error to keep all
this from her. Maybe she should have
been told. And now that he thought
about it, where was Mrs. Hatton? The
gquestion made Amos uneasy. She was
always up in the mess hall before this.

The knowledge that she instead of her
husband sometimes went to the Death
Ship for wood did not make him any
more comfortable about her absence.

As he strained his eyes, peering out
through the misty, driving snow, Amos
suddenly felt as though a cold draft
had blown through his fur coat. It was
a damp, clinging cold like the breath
from another world.

He pressed his face against the win-
dow, staring tensely. Far out in the
shadowy white fastness he thought he
saw something gray drifting stiffly
through the gloom. Appearing and
disappearing in the raging flurries of
driving snow, it could not be seen
clearly. In fact, its presence was more
like a suspicion than a reality.

For a moment Amos felt the same
rnic seizing him, the same shuddering
@ar that had overcome the others. An
icy hand seemed to be clutching at the
base of his neck. Then he clenched his

fists and forced himself to smile.

This was the chance he had been
waiting for, the chance to investigate
this thing, to show it up as someone,
something that was not supernatural.
After all, Squire would soon be return-
ing to the advance base, but Amos had
to maintain the morale at the base. And
the morale was crumbling rapidly. It
faded back into the wall of snow again
as the angry voices of the men rose be-
hind him.

Green was arguing with Banton
whose large nose twitched with his
own anger.

“How do I know you stole my cape?”
Green shouted, unaware that the
Thing that had set them all on edge
was even then wandering around out-
side the door. “Why, you've wanted
it ever since | first showed it here. But
you can’t get away with it, man! W ell
need it some day. Then we won’t have
it, thanks to you, you damn thief!”

Banton’s broad shoulders had been
writhing as Green worked himself into
a fury, and as fast as the accusation
was made his, fist lashed out at his ac-
cuser. As fast as he swung Captain
Squire’s hand shot out, catching the
blow in mid-air, turning the man
around to face him.

“Look, here, you two,” he ordered
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sternly, “you’ve worked yourselves in-
to a frenzy over this corpse. There’s
enough hatred on any expedition
where men are locked up together for a
year, without adding fear of a ghost to
it. Now, pull yourselves together and
stay away from the damn ship if you're
so sure the thing walks.”

Captain Squire was a tall, powerful
man in his early thirties. A famous
Antarctic explorer. Amos had never
imagined that he could be afraid of
anything but he noticed with a queer
jerk that Squire had not denied that
the corpse was wandering around the
ice. That it was possible! He had not
been able to hide a note of fear in his
voice.

The other men noticed it too, and
they stiffened. They had relied on
Squire to quiet this whole thing up.
He was the leader of the expedition.
Green stamped his wooden leg on the
floor impatiently. He had lost his left
leg in an accident years before and the
wooden peg had become so much of
him that you could better tell what
he was thinking by the way he used
the appendage than by the gestures of
any of the limbs he was born with.

Amos noticed that this time the tap-
ping was nervous, frightened. He kept
his own eyes glued to the window,
breathlessly. And then he saw it
again! Gray, formless, it was drifting
with its unnautral stiffness toward the
hall. He still could not see it clearly,
but his eyes seemed to be telling him
there was something there, if he could
still believe his eyes. He shivered
slightly and pulled his parka hood up
over his head before he turned to go
out the door.

S he stumbled through the snow
Amos was not sure he was fol-
lowing anything. A confluence of
winds carrying the whirling flakes
could produce a shadowy form like the
one that appeared and disappeared
ahead of him. It was only some weird,
some half-forgotten instinct that told
him there was a presence ahead of him
in the storm. Desperately he fought
the swooping wind— and a sudden un-
canny fear.
It pulsed against his brain in surging

waves, tore at his sanity with brutal
talons.

Like some great prehistoric rat he
crawled over the thirty-foot drifts, his
heavy furs giving him the appearance
of a rodent. When the wailing force
of the gale dropped for an instant he
paused to catch his sobbing breath. Al-
ways ahead of him was that gray, form-
less spectre.

The driving hail of icy snow parti-
cles bit into his face, but his back
tingled with a barely suppressed dread
as though the spirit of the storm were
running its icy fingers along his spine.
He realized suddenly that after a wide
detour the Thing was leading him to-
ward its home, toward the Death Ship!

Amos staggered on, trying to wipe
that grim thought from his mind. The
gale roared again with renewed vigor,
pushing him backward, warning him
against the Death Ship. The shrouded
corpse had not bothered the men at
the base because no one had bothered
it. Now that he was going into its do-
main Amos wondered whether it
would not take its vengeance for his in-
terference.

And then, as if in answer to his si-
lent question, his toe struck something
soft, half buried in the snow. Even
before he turned it over he knew he
was going to find the tired old face of
Hatton.

Hatton was one who had not been
afraid of the corpse and had been tak-
ing lumber from the boat. Was this his
punishment? Amos wondered grimly,
his eyes held in horrible fascination.
That Hatton had died in agony was
plain from his wide, bulging eyes, his
face twisted as though he had seen all
the hobgoblins of hell before he died.

An instant later Amos saw Banton’s
large frame looming through the storm.

“My God!” was all he could say for
a moment as he stared at the body, his
face haggard within the furred frame

of his hood. “What killed him?”
| don't know,” Amos answered
dully. “I1 just found him lying here

face downward in the snow a moment
ago. He looks as though his blood just
froze suddenly in his veins. He’d have
curled up if he'd got lost and froze to
death naturally. 1 saw him alive less



PHANTOM OF THE SHIP 71

than two hours ago.”

“1 saw him later than that,” Banton
shouted above the storm. “I saw him
not more than twenty minutes ago.
He came staggering into the hall only a
couple of minutes after you left. He
was shouting hysterically that his wife
had disappeared. That the shrouded
corpse had got her. As we left the
hall to search for her he ran on into
the storm shouting that he’d find her
on the Death Ship— that that was the
place to look.”

Banton looked sick. “And so it got
him here,” he said in a husky whisper.
"Got him before he could ever get to
the damned boat.”

But Amos was not listening as he
crouched there beside the body. He
was wondering how old man Hatton
had died. Who had killed him? If he
had died by a human hand, whose hand
was it among these few souls at the
base? But no corpse would freeze out
straight like that in this cold, and there
were no marks on the body! Maybe
there was only one answer— the
shrouded corpse.

Desperately he cursed himself for
holding the thought for a second. A
frozen corpse that killed. Nonsense!
And yet, he wondered, what had killed
Hatton? And how, by all that's holy,
had he been killed?

URTLY he ordered Banton to car-
C ry the wizened little body of the
old man up to the main hall. Banton
picked it up gingerly as if it were no
more than a baby and stumbled off in
the direction of the building. When he
was out of sight Amos gritted his teeth
and plunged on toward the Death Ship.
There was an errand to be done. Hat-
ton had died trying to save his wife.
Maybe she could still be saved!

He pushed on against the weight of
the hurricane-massed air. Breathless.
Falling. Rising again. But there was
no turning back now. And then the
wind stopped suddenly in the lee of the
hull and he plunged against it, gasping.
It rose straight above him like a dark
prison wall, reaching to the snow-swept
sky. He paused tense, a sinking feeling
in his stomach. But there was nothing
around except the driving snow.

Desperately Amos tried to control
his feelings. He tried to dismiss the
idea of the shrouded specter, the corpse
that walked. He had to, if he was to
think clearly. After all, the rest of the
men there were sailors or under the in-
fluence of nautical superstition.

Even Green and Banton had fallen
under the spell of the sailors’ credulity
on the trip down. They were ripe for
any superstition that might come
along. But hundred-year-old corpses
did not walk, not even at the South
Pole where everything seemed to work
differently. And vyet, if a man had
killed Hatton, what was the motive for
the murder of a poor carpenter?

Amos was still thinking of that when
he realized with a start that it was Mrs.
Hatton’s parka hood he was turning
over idly in his gloved hand. It was
lying beside a plank that led up to the
top deck of the Death Ship. As he
started to crawl up it, leaning sideward
against the wind, he recalled dimly that
the plank had not been there before the
storm broke. Then, halfway up, as the
gale tore at him, he thought he saw a
twisting eddy of snow up on the deck
that might have been a man — a
shrouded man! His breath stopped
short. Again he felt that grisly sensa-
tion of hair rising along his scalp.

Time dragged insupportably as he
slipped and fought his way up the
plank. But when he reached the top he
could see nothing. The wind was
sweeping the flying flakes across the
deck in a smoking tempestuous fury.
He gritted his teeth as he headed down
the companionway.

What he would meet in the dark
groaning interior of the ship he did not
know. Could not guess. Could not al-
low himself to think about. Deep in-
side himself he felt all the horror that
this frozen world of ice and snow con-
cealed. He called Mrs. Hatton’s name
haltingly, but there was only a mocking
echo from the resonant hold of the boat.

Suddenly he felt himself break out
into a cold sweat His hair stood up on
the back of his neck as he felt his toe
strike against something soft, furry.
He remembered that it was the spot
where the men of the expedition had
last seen the shrouded corpse. But the
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corpse would not be soft!

In the darkness he fumbled for a
match. Lit it. As the trembling flame
rose from the stick he felt his eyes start
with this new fear. He was looking
down at the body of Mrs. Hatton,
stretched out stiff, not curled up as a
person does before freezing to death.
And on her face was the same look of
awful fear he had seen on the face of
her husband.

He whirled around, looking for the
other body, the body in the shroud. It
was gone! Wherever he turned he had
the grisly feeling that something was
behind him.

HE thought had no sooner flashed
Tthrough his mind than he stiffened
as he heard an ominous thumping on
the deck above him. Could the corpse
be using a cane— or a wooden leg?
That was it!l He recognized it now.
The corpse did have a wooden leg. And
then, with a strange lack of logic it
flashed through his mind that Green
too, had a wooden leg. Was the phan-
tom so unhuman after all?

Amos waited tensely. Heard the
thumping of the leg coming down the
companionway toward him. Then,
down the corridor he saw a gray form
moving jerkily. The ice pressure on
the hull was making the ship groan like
a dying man as Amos suddenly recalled
the gaping hole in the ship’s side, torn
there ages ago by some sharp rock. He
saw the floor start to open beside the
body of Mrs. Hatton as the hull gave
beneath the pressure.

Even as he turned to run Amos knew
that there was nothing he could do
alone on the ship. He could escape
through the hole in the side. Down,
down he ran through shadowy parts of
the ship where he had never been.
Through a room fitted up like a labora-
tory.

He paused a minute. Whistled. This
was new! They had not had laborato-
ries when the Albatrose had sailed the
Seven Seas.

Up above him he heard the thumping
coming closer. Through another door
he saw the light from the ragged cut
in the ship’s side, and in moments more
he was out of the Death Ship. Outside

MYSTERY

the storm was still raging with prim-
eval fury.

For what seemed hours, Amos stag-
gered in what he thought was the di-
rection of the main hall. But it was not
until he stumbled over Squire’s plane,
buried in the snow, that he knew he was
off the track. Under the cowling he
scooped hurriedly in the snow and then
pushed on with renewed haste.

When at last he tumbled into the pro-
tection of the main hall Banton and
Squire were pacing around nervously.
Green was missing!

As fast as he could get his breath
Amos gulped out the story, saw the
faces of the two men get even whiter.

“You're coming back down there
with me !” he heard himself shouting at
Squire. “Right now!”

For a moment Squire drew back as
Amos glared at him. Then he clenched
his teeth and picked up his hood and
goggles.

“Come on, Amos,” he said in a whis-
per. “Let’s get going.”

How he lost Squire in the storm
Amos never remembered. All he knew
was that he was approaching the Death
Ship alone. When he found Squire’s
goggles near the plank he knew that the
captain must have gone up into the ship
ahead of him. He plunged down the
companionway without even trying to
tread quietly. He was angry now.
There was a human pattern to all these
things that had happened — or he
thought there was.

In the hold he slowed to a stop. Lit
a match. The body of Mrs. Hatton was
gone! A ghastly shadow of fear
clutched at his heart as he heard a slith-
ering sound on the deck. Now there
was something behind him! He whirled
around, still holding the burning match
high, and felt his flesh creep. He had
not expected to see that!

Walking toward him with stiff jerky
movements was the shrouded corpse.
The ageless gray cloth hung limply
about its frozen body as it had on the
upper deck. Amos’ heart raced sicken-
ingly as it came on toward him swiftly.

And then, before he could raise his
arms in protection, it was on him.
Holding him with ice-bound arms. He
felt a piece of cloth slipping down over
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his head. Did the Thing wrap its
shroud around its victims before it
killed them? The question shot through
his mind as he heard a click at his
throat, a low hissing in his ears. There
was something dreadful about this
shroud of death, this hissing sound like
the last breath of a dying man. There
was something noxious about it. It was
killing him!

HIS was how the others had died.

This was what had put the imprint
of fear into their dead, staring eyes. He
tried to hold his breath as he writhed on
the floor. Felt his mind slipping into
madness as his heart pounded in its ir-
resistible demand for air. But the
Thing clung to his arms. Held him as
the hissing sound grew louder in his
ringing ears.

With a final blind effort he got his
arms loose and flailed aimlessly with
his fists. His desperation gave him a
needed moment of lucidity. In a flash-
ing thought he realized that he could
not win this way. Could not win at all
if this really was the shrouded corpse.
He could feel the hard body of the
Thing as he shot his arms around it.

And then, his hands came in contact
with a hard mass on its back. Like a
brilliant stroke of light the idea of
Green’s stolen robe came to him. Bat-
teries ! With a lunge he tore them loose.
He beat the tense body above him with
them. It stopped struggling a minute
as though only realizing then what had
happened to it.

Amos felt his blows were too feeble
to stop his assailant. But he had
another plan in mind as his head
whirled dizzily inside the hood. Would
it work fast enough, his plan? The
sound of the frigid polar wind seeking
to find an entrance to the hull with keen
fingers came to his dull ears with wel-
come violence. The blows that were
now raining down on his numb face
seemed to be losing their force. The
hands that strove to catch his flailing
arms were grasping with less energy.

His head ached with a blinding keen-
ness that seemed to split it down the
center. His stomach turned and turned
slowly within him with a revolting nau-
sea. This was not the breath of the

dead inside the hood; it was a poison
gas. And the only poison gas at the
base was carbon monoxide. -

He could feel the body on top of him
shuddering as though in terrible fear.
It started to try to tear his fur coat
from him, suddenly screaming wildly.
It succeeded in getting his coat down
to his shoulders when his own fingers
found the deadly catch at his throat.
He forced his panicky mind to slow
down, held his last breath while his
numb fingers fumbled.

There was the saving sound of the
snap giving, coming loose, and the feel-
ing of clear fresh air on his face as the
body above him rolled to the deck floor
with a heavy thud.

When he came to, Amos saw Green
standing above him with a storm lan-
tern. Banton was forcing brandy be-
tween his lips. As soon as he felt
stronger he got to his feet and led the
men over to the body. He wondered
dimly how the two of them had ever
got up the nerve to come to the ship
when he and Squire had not returned.

His ungloved hand felt around the
body, felt the resistance wires that had
provided the heat of the garment, that
had permitted it to go lightly clad de-
spite the murderous cold.

There was no heat in them now! He
had seen to that when he tore the bat-
teries loose. The frigid cold, more in-
tense than any refrigerator, had struck
with almost instant force once the pro-
tection had been removed.

Amos seized the hood and tugged.
The stiffening body yielded a little be-
fore the cloth gave way, dropping the
head back against the boards with a
solid thud. He did not have to look, but
he watched the two men bend over to
look at the face. He heard them gasp
as they recognized the long aquiline
nose, the high cheekbones of Squire.

Squire, the leader of the expedition!

LITTLE later, down in the hold
A of the ship the three men sat
around a crucible, staring at a rich gold
precipitate at the bottom of the recep-
tacle.

“l suspected he brought us a poor
specimen,” Green said bitterly.

“A specimen from another deposit,”
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Amos corrected him. “He must have
pointed out the poor one to the crew.
Then he got back here several hours be-
fore the storm broke, gliding his plane
in to keep us from hearing it. He took
enough equipment from the regular
laboratory to test the richness of the
second deposit here secretly. It was
even better than he suspected.

“In the meantime the storm had
broken, and Mrs. Hatton, who had
taken refuge in the ship when she came
for some wood, saw him at work. The
success of his plan to kill you, Green,
depended on absolute secrecy. He had
to kill Mrs. Hatton, hoping to dispose
of the laboratory without our knowing
it was ever here, and letting us assume
that she had died naturally from ex-
posure. We wouldn’t suspect him any-
way, because we thought he was still
up at the advance camp. But things
began breaking too fast for him.

“He probably just borrowed Green’s
cape on the way up to the mess hall, but
when he learned of our fear of the walk-
ing corpse he saw his chance to use the
cape to keep us away from the ship.
Then, when Hatton headed for the
Death Ship, Squire caught up with him
and killed him, the same way he killed
Hatton’s wife— with the hood. It was
Hatton’s body frozen straight out that
made me suspect that something more
human than ghostly was involved.
Then Squire went on aboard the ship
but since both Green and | were aboard
he couldn’t attack either of us for fear
the other might come to the rescue.
But the fact that | had seen his labora-
tory put me on the murder list anyway.
know the rest. On our way
down, he separated from me and beat
me to the ship. When | came aboard
he was waiting for me.”

Green’s eyes were burning coals of
anger, “Yes,” he snarled. “I guessed
the motive for all this killing when |
came down through the hold here look-
ing for Mary Hatton. | didn’'t have
time to investigate because | thought
he was behind me, but | guessed the
reason for this lab here.”

“Well,” Amos cut in, “1 didn't guess
it was Squire until I tumbled across his
plane and found that the snow hadn't
melted under the engine, as it would

iou

if he had landed before the storm.”

Amos put his head in his hands. It
still ached like the hammers of hell
were beating inside his skull.

“That hood was really a portable
death chamber,” he went on. “A bend
here in the wire at the bottom of the
sack made a strong catch so it would
hold about the throat. Then he wired a
carbon monoxide cartridge that he car-
ried for our small open air stoves to the
heavy wire. When he pressed the catch
to, the soldered point opened the car-
tridge, released the condensed gas.”

“Greed’s a strange thing,” Green
said, shaking his head sadly. “He
couldn’'t be satisfied with half a for-
tune. He had to plan to catch me alone
in one of the huts to make it look as
though 1'd died of carbon monoxide
from a poorly ventilated stove, so he’'d
get it all without being suspected.”

“And that ends our phantom,” Amos
said weakly, managing a smile. “It
never did wander about the boat. It
simply fell from the first deck to the
second when the ice pressure on the
hull opened a wide crack where it was
lying. Then, when the pressure was
withdrawn the crack closed up.”

Banton still looked puzzled. “May-
be you're right,” he said in a hushed
voice. “But how do you explain your
seeing the corpse, Amos, when Squire
was in the hall with us? How do you
explain our seeing it when Squire was
up at the advance camp?”

Amos shrugged his shoulders and his
voice was a whisper. “I don’t know,”
he said, “unless— unless it was our im-
agination spurred by superstition, or
the shrouded thing really did—” He
stopped in eloquent silence.

Outside the storm had subsided and
only the sea smoke hung lazily over the
far-off ice. As the three men reached
the main hall Green turned to look back
at the Death Ship. Amos felt him go
rigid beside him.

“Look!” he gasped.

Amos took off his goggles to see bet-
ter. There, unreal in the drifting fog,
was a dim figure that seemed to be
moving out toward the open sea. A
shapeless figure. Amos gulped and
blinked his eyes. When he looked again
there was nothing but the polar ocean.
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In the Thundering Night Lothsome Hate Shakes
Deirdre s Soul as Dark Death Answers Her Summons

HE heavens were emptying
themselves. Wind and rain
stripped the last leaves from the
maples on the lawn, and their wet,
naked branches were now like strings
of some great instrument making
fiercely mournful music in the night.
Thunder’s growl answered thunder’s
clap, and in the sky-splitting strokes of
lightning, the big house on the lawn
flashed into vision and back into dark-
ness with an almost regular rhythm.
Within the house, in separate rooms,
three people paced—two girls and a
man. The man strode to the window.
His room was in darkness, but a sud-
den flash of lightning revealed him

standing by the French windows, a
clenched fist upraised.

His face was contorted, whether by
hate or by grief it would have been hard
to say, and his chest seemed charged
with some inward burden struggling
for liberation. It was strange, there-
fore, that when he spoke, seemingly ad-
dressing the storm, his words came
forth only in a whisper. What he said
was simple, and then suddenly sinister.

“What a night . . . for it.

He resumed his pacmg,
muffled by the high-piled rug.

Benita Gray, in the next room, heard
neither his steps nor her own. She too
paced, like someone caged and impa-

his steps
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tiently waitine for freedom. The girl,
beautifully proportioned in her five feet
two inches of height, looked like a
lovely, animated doll walking the large
room.

The lights were off in this room also,
and only the lightning illumined the
slender figure, the titian hair, the large
brown eyes. In the instant of one such
flash, she glanced at her wrist watch
and a shudder ran through her. It
lacked a few minutes of twelve.

“There’s nothing to be afraid of,” she
murmured, and then repeated it
“There’s nothing to be afraid of.”

But it seemed to her, in that moment,
that there were shapes all around her,
breathing near her.

It was the darkness, she told herself,
and the shapes were merely imaginary
representations of her fears— ground-
less fears.

“It's the hour and the storm,” she
murmured, and she quoted, almost
lightly but still in a whisper:

“’'Tis now the very witching time of
night,
When churchyards yawn and hell it-
self breathes out
Contagion to this world. . . . ”
Then, suddenly, as the thunder
cracked, she cried out aloud, despair-
ingly :
“Don’t hate me, Deirdre!”

N a third room an auburn-haired girl
I stopped short. It was as though
she had heard that cry. But she couldn’t
have. Her room was at the other end
of the house, all doors were closed and
the walls were thick.

She listened to the sound of the wind,
the thunder, the rain. Her eyes, brown
too, were wide, and there was a peculiar
rapt expression on her face She had
a doll in her arms, a doll with titian
hair, but at the moment she seemed un-
aware of what she was carrying. The
night-light— the only illumination in
the room— set faint glints in her auburn
hair.

“The wind hates, the thunder hates,
the rain hates, | hate,” she said softly,
in almost a chant and like a child re-
peating something by rote. “The wind

hates, the thunder hates, the rain hates,
I hate. | hate Benita.”

The last words came throatily from
her red lips.

Suddenly she was on her knees, rock-
ing the doll back and forth in her arms,
stroking its titian hair.

“No, no,” she crooned. “I don't hate.
It’'s wrong. | mustn’t. | don’t.”

But, without volition, the hand that
had been stroking the doll’s hair strayed
down— strayed down to the throat. The
fingers curled round the doll’'s throat
— But they did not tighten.

Her face held a remembering look.
Her lips moved, giving a word picture
of the scene she was remembering.

“He rang. Benita answered the door.
He took her in his arms, kissed her. |
saw them, they saw me. He moved
away from her guiltily. She blushed.
He said he'd mistaken her for me. He
lied. He loves her. | hate her, I hate
her, | hate him.”

Her hand, which had moved away
from the doll's throat, strayed back.
Again the fingers did not tighten. She
was still on her knees, but her head was
slightly turned.

“Sh-h,” she whispered. “Someone’s
in here with me, listening. Mustn’t talk
about it. No, there’'s no one here.
There’s only the storm outside and me
inside— "

She clapped the back of her hand to
her mouth.

There was someone here!

A tall dark figure stood just inside the
door.

A premonitory shiver ran over the
girl. She felt suddenly cold. The odor
of perfume and sachet, characteristic
of a girl’s bedroom, seemed to have de-
parted. In its place was a smell of
dankness, as of wet earth, and an odor
of decay, very faint, as of the grave’s
corruption.

The girl’s delicate nostrils quivered.
The doll escaped her nerveless grasp,
fell soundlessly to the rug. Her bosom
heaved.

Then her lips parted, and from her
pulsing throat a shriek went out. It
was the more terrible for being sound-
less— a shriek seen but not heard, made
by lips but not by vocal chords— for the
larynx was paralyzed by horror.
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MINUTE passed, a minute of
A silence and inaction. The girl
stood in the center of the room, the doll
at her feet. The dark shape remained
motionless. Then, from the girl’s lips,
came speech in a whisper:

“Go away ... | do not ..
you.”

There came an answering whisper.

“You know who I am then?”

“Yes.”

“Who am 1?”

“You're Death.”

“Death for whom?”

“For her.”

“Her name?”

“Benita.”

The solitary light on the night table
suddenly went out. The figure of Death
mover farther into the room. His cloak
rustled, and there were two points of
light to mark his eyes.

Something cold touched the girl’'s
bare arm.

“Come,” Death whispered.
go to Benita.”

A shudder ran over the girl.

“No,” she breathed. “I said nothing.
You heard nothing. | did not send for
you. | do not want you—"

"Come. Benita.

And suddenly Death loomed up pre-
ternaturally tall, the black cloak rustled,
the floor suddenly fell away from be-
neath her feet, and as she had cradled
the doll in her arms a few minutes be-
fore, so now Death cradled her. The
smell of the grave was stronger in her
nostrils, but she no longer strove to
shut it out. Her breath was coming
fast, her young bosom heaving.

Her voice was far away in her ears—
a small voice, made small by Death,
which made all things small.

“Where there’s no blood, there’s no
blush,” she whispered, “You’'ll take all
of Benita’s blood away and she’ll never
blush again. You will, you will. Then
he’ll never kiss her, never love her.

f

. want

“Let us

She snuggled closer, nestled, cuddled.
But shudders racked her, and all the
while she was conscious of the smell of
the grave, the work of the worm, the rot
all flesh was heir to. She wanted to
leave the arms of Death, and she
wanted to stay. But there was no

strength in her limbs, Death held her
fast, and she gave herself up to him,
one part of her horror-filled, the other
unresisting even in thought.

It was dark in the place where Death
finally set her down. He set her down
in a great chair. His fingers touched
her cheek. They felt large— large as a
man’s hand. Everything felt large. The
arm of the chair she sat in— the ridges
in the carved design. The ridges were
huge. She felt roughnesses in the tex-
ture of the fine-grained wood. Every-
thing seemed to have grown.

Suddenly there was soft light in the
room. And now from the lips of the girl
came a shriek that was audible!

Death made all things smalll She
had had that thought before, but it had
only been a thought, a metaphor, a fig-
ure of speech. Now she was small!
She small because the other was small.
Benita, titian-haired Benita! Death
was holding her— on his finger tips!

EATH'S guise had changed. The
cloak of blackness was now a sur-
eon’s gown of white.

The girl in the chair did not, could
not move. The ridges of the wood-carv-
ing were huge beneath her fingers. She
knew why now. She too, was little.
Death had done this to her, and to Ben-
ita. It was no longer a thought in the
mind, it was a fact in a physical world.
For the Surgeon Death held Benita in
the palm of his hand.

Death now had teeth. Lips parted
over them and they grinned.

“For my tasks, Deirdre,” he said—
and his speech was rhythmic, like a
corpse swinging on a gallows while a
wind blew—“1 adopt the guise proper
to each. Sometimes | come in the
shape of a gangster, hat slouched, collar
turned up, as he lurks in darkness,
awaiting his intended victim. To the
soldier, 1 come in the shape of another
soldier, bayonet fixed or rifle aimed, and
whichever one dies, I am never the one
but always the bther.

“l come in hate, in greed, in accident,
in battle, in pain, in sickness. Soon,
late, always | come—and always in
proper guise. For the blood-letting I
am soon to do, the surgeon’s garb . . .
as you see. . .
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But the girl addressed as Dierdre no
longer saw. It was dark again. And
then, the light came back, soft and lam-
bent. Death set a glass object down
on a huge table. It was a gigantic spec-
imen bottle, corked. He placed another
one beside it, uncorked them both.

“For you, Deirdre,” he said, “and for
him!”

The
opened.

“Him?” she breathed.

“Yes. He is here. Every triangle has
three sides. Here is Benita, there are
you. And here”— Death’s left hand
came up— “is Tom Grant!”

Between the fingers of his left hand
he held a man, stripped to the waist,
lithely muscled, his face agonized.

A voice cried— Tom Grant’'s voice—
“Deirdre, |1 love you! Not anyone else!
Not Benita! But you!”

The rapid beating of Deirdre Gray’s
heart was evident by the visible throb-
bing of the pulse in her smooth throat,
but her face was impressive, her an-
swering voice low and monotonous.

“You love Benita. You don’t love me.
You kissed Benita. You knew it was
she, not me—"

“He didn’t!” Benita cried, her face
as agonized as the man’s, and she
seemed to struggle to free herself from
the fingers of Death. “He didn’t know!
It was a mistake, a mistake any man
could make. We're twins, Deirdre,
twins!  You're my sister! You know
that! So when Tom kissed me, he really
thought it was you.

“Deirdre, listen to me! After it hap-
pened, and | saw what it did to you,
I changed the color of my hair so that
it couldn’t happen again. You know
that too.”

“l1 know that you changed the color
of your hair,” came the voice of the girl
in the chair, and now there was a
current of passion beneath its dead
level of monotony. “But you didn't
change it so that Tom wouldn’t mistake
you for me. You changed it so that he
wouldn’t mistake me for you. So that he
wouldn’'t kiss me, mistaking me for
you! You took him from me. If he
loved me, he wouldn’'t have been mis-
taken that time. You stole him!”

“Deirdre,” the girl in the hand of

lips of the girl on the chair

Death cried desperately, "try to under-
stand! Try to believe mel!”
"Hush,” said Death.

ND now the man, Tom Grant,
A twisting and squirming between
Death’s fingers, gasped hoarsely:

“Deirdre— she’s your sister, your
twin. The light wasn’t good in the
hallway. | love you, Deirdre, you alone.
I always will. Why is Benita being tor-
tured this way? What has she ever
done to you? She loves you. . . .”

The voice of Death suddenly broke
in.

"Enough, Tom Grant.”

And Death popped the man into one
of the bottles, corked it.

The breath of Deirdre Gray came

faster. Words gushed from her heart.
“Let him out ... he can’t breath
. I can feel him choking ... let
him out!”

But the words did not get past her
lips, which moved soundlessly She
felt suffocated, suffering the man’s suf-
fering. But the words, the words in
her heart— she did not speak them.

“Deirdre”— it was the voice of Ben-
ita again— “1 changed my hair . . .

“You told me that before,” the girl in
the chair said quietly, and her tones
were the more terrible because of their
softness. “You started using a white
face-powder too— to kill my memory of
your blush.”

“It was because | knew what just
that one little mistake had done to you.
Deirdre, you're sick! That's why you
hate me. That’'s why you bought a doll,
gave her hair like mine, so that you
could speak out your hate to her.
Deirdre, what do you want of me?”

“What the surgeon is going to take
from you,” said the girl in the chair.
“Your blood. So that you’ll never
blush again.”

“Deirdre, you're so tiny. . . .”

“So are you. We're all small in the
presence of Death.”

“Deirdre, what'’s happened to us?”

“Hush,” said Death. *“Deirdre, what
you seek, you shall have. Benita blood-
less. It is you who desire it, you who
will it, and you must watch it happen—
from in here, where there is no escape
except by love,”
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Death tapped the empty specimen
bottle.

“Except by love,” he repeated.

The girl in the chair felt the grasp
of two strong and enormous hands
about her waist. The next instant she
was popped into the bottle! There she
was, clad as her sister was, her breath
choked as Tom Grant’'s was choked.
And she saw her sister in the Surgeon’s
hand— clad in that red ballet costume,
the twin of the one she too had worn to
the ball that now seemed so far in the
past.

She saw the hypodermic syringe in
the surgeon’s hand.

She was silent in her tomb of glass.

She saw Tom Grant futilely beating
against the bottle.

“He wants to rescue her,” she
thought wildly. “But he can’t, he can’t!
Take her blood. Surgeon! Take it, take
it—TAKE IT!”

To the crescendo of her passion, her
complete abandonment to the over-
mastering desire that had been bottled
up within her, her wild voicing of her
inmost thought, the needle thrust
home!

Slowly the plunger came back, and
from out of the heart of Benita flowed
its blood, filling the hypodermic.

HE saw Tom Grant struggling.
That was strange. She saw Tom
and Benita at the '¢ are time, yet she
faced only one way, and only the sur-
geon and Benita were within her line of
vision. Yet she saw Tom, too.
“He struggles for her,” she muttered
dully. “It's too late.”
There was the sound of shattering
glass! Tom was free! He was going

to Benita! Let him go to her. But he
wasn’t. Again came the sound of glass
shattering. It shattered about her. She
was bein? freed. Tom was freeing her!

His hands reached out for her, his
arms were about her, his lips—

A great weight was lifted from her.
She no longer saw Benita. But all at
once she did— Benita and the surgeon.
Slowly the blood in the syringe was
flowing back into the bosom from which
it had been taken.

Benita was coming to her, Benita was
holding out her arms. Her own arms
went out, and she welcomed Benita into
them. Again she saw nothing, neither
Benita nor Tom nor Death. But she
felt Benita’s lips on her cheek, felt
Tom’s lips on her lips, felt herself lifted
and cradled in his arms, as she had been
cradled in the arms of Death. And in
those arms she fell asleep.

* * * * *

The girl put her small hand into the
doctor’s big one.

“Good morning, Deirdre,” said the
psychiatrist, looking down at his pa-
tient with eyes familiarly kind and
quizzical. “I'll be with you in a mo-
ment.”

“Oh, but Doctor Kendricks,
what | came to tell you about.”

The girl spoke eagerly, impulsively.

"l feel fine,” she said. “Never felt
better. In fact, to be perfectly frank,
Doctor Kendricks, | don’t think | have
to come to you any longer.”

“Well, well.” the Doctor's voice
boomed, “nothing pleases me more than
to hear a patient say that. You're quite

(Continued on page 109)
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THE DEAD WHO

77i* gruesome corpse, limp as a drunken man about to fall, came wavering toward them

Foul Dead Rise from Mouldy Graves and Haunt Lonely Sleepy
Valley With Frenzied Madness

CHAPTER 1

Up from the Grave

HE first of the weird incidents
which marked the beginning of
the terror occurred at the edge of

the Sleepy Valley graveyard. It was
a softly moonlit summer evening. The
wooded hills, dotted with luxurious

country estates, were shining with sil-
ver. The somber willow stream that
wound beside the big cemetery in the
oenter of the broad valley, glistened
pallid. The drooping trees were dark
with shadow.

On the shrouded little path between
the low cemetery wall and the bank of

the stream, a young man and a girl were
sitting. Beside them the undulating
spread of tombstones shone like eerie
ghosts in the moonlight. From the
stream, into the heated air of the sum-
mer evening mists rose little glowing
spirals which hung poised, like hovering
wraiths.

The young man and the girl were
engaged to be married. To them, there
was nothing here which was frightening
or gruesome. They were talking of
themselves, their future.

“But it seems too long, Ruth,” he
was saying. “Waiting until September.”

“Nonsense, Alan dear. How can you
expect a girl to get ready for her wed-
ding all ina . . .
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The words dried on her smiling lips
as she sucked in her breath with a sud-

den gasp. Her face was suddenly
drawn in the lines of stark fear. She
was staring out into the pallid grave-
yard.

“What’'s the matter, Ruth?” he de-
manded.

“That — that grave over there.
Look! Her voice was hollow, hardly
audible.

The man stared. To young Alan
Grant, for a second or two, it was only
a stare of puzzled surprise. A startled
wonderment.

And then an amazed horror flooded

By RAY CUMMINGS

Author of “Murder by Mail,"” “Dead Man'*

Trip,” etc.

him so that he jumped to his feet, draw-
ing the slender brown-haired Ruth
Thompson up with him. Transfixed,
they peered. The girl clung to him now
with terror-stricken fingers.

It was a grave quite near them, a
mound of new earth on which the fu-
neral flowers still lay in a little with-
ered heap. The new marble headstone
gleamed silvery-white in the moon-
light. Grant knew who was buried here.
It was a middle-aged farmer from down
the valley, a fellow named Peters.

It had been a tragic thing, some three
months ago. The stalwart Peters, with
his crops gone bad for the two past
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summers, failing to finance himself for
this year’s harvests, had brooded. Then
suddenly he had lost his reason, killed
his wife and infant child. And had run
wildly to report it to the police. He
had cut his throat before their horrified
eyes.

The insane Peters was buried here.
And as Grant and the girl now stared,
they saw that the mound of earth was
moving!

For that stricken moment they could
only stand and stare. The soft, loose
dirt of the three months’ old grave was
moving, as though some gigantic worm
underground were struggling up! A
crack opened. A little heave of dirt
rose up and fell aside with a ghastly
rattle and thump in the silence of the
moonlight night. A heaving, breaking
gravemound! Like a hatched egg, with
shell breaking from the struggles of its
emerging occupant! The insane Peters,
dead three months with slashed throat,
emerging now from his grave! Clods of
earth were falling aside. A crevasse
yawned.

ORROR so numbed them that
H they stood transfixed, shudder-
ing, chilled, so that the weird unearthly
scene blurred before their gaze. How
could the dead man struggle up now
from this grave which had entombed
him for three months? Yet, he was do-
ing it! The clods of earth were being
shoved aside. The little mound was
breaking upward!

How long they stood there, breath-
less, Alan Grant and Ruth Thompson
never knew. Then, suddenly, she
sagged against him, fainting from ter-
ror. Quickly, he seized her, lifted her
slim body into his arms and ran swiftly
back along the path.

"I'm all right, Alan,” she murmured
presently. "You can— put me down.”

He set her on her feet tenderly. With
his arm around her, they ran on. Then,
from a little distance where the path
wound up an ascent to overlook the
river and the undulating graveyard,
they stopped, panting, turned and
stared again. The grave of the insane
Peters was still in sight down there by
the river. Its headstone was a tiny
white blob.

The ghastly incredible thing hadn’t
been some wild trick of their imagina-
tion. A hole yawned there now, at
Peters’ grave. A hole from which clods
of earth rhythmically were rising, earth
and stones coming up and falling aside
with a clatter of grisly little thuds
which were audible even at this dis-
tance.

A dead thing emerging! Was the
coffin down there broken now from the
heaving struggles of its dead occupant?
Grant’s horrified imagination pictured
the upward heaving lid, lifting and
scattering that soft stony earth.

“Ruth, are we crazy?” he gasped.
“Do you see what | think I'm seeing?
A dead man coming out. . . . "”

They stared, holding themselves
against the numb instinct to run, held
by the fascination of horror.

The weird struggle of the emerging
thing went on. And then, suddenly,
from the black rectangle which was the
yawning grave, an arm came up. Then
a head and shoulders reared, thick wide
shoulders, a head of straggling gray-
black hair.

The dead, mad Peters! From the
grave his body came struggling up un-
til in a moment he was standing on the
ground, sagging against his tombstone,
exhausted by his struggle. One of his
arms was around the marble headstone
to steady himself.

Unearthly figure! At this distance,
Grant could only imagine the slashed
throat. But the head dangled sidewise
horribly, unsupported by the muscles
that had been cut. The undertaker’s
white surgical bandage over the gaping
wound was dimly apparent.

“God in Heaven!” Grant murmured.

The ghastly thing was staggering
away from its grave now. Its knees
were buckling as it walked with ex-
hausted, dragging step. It was thread-
ing its way uncertainly among the
tombstones! It was coming up the
hill!

Again Grant fled with the girl. Was
this ghastly roaming thing really an in-
sane man who had killed his wife and
child?

Had he come out of his grave now,
seeking some new victims? The horror
within Grant was even more ghastly as
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he realized that it was true. Fearfully
he shot a glance behind him. Far down
in the graveyard the staggering deed
thing was still visible. It had stopped
again as though gathering strength,

steadying itself against the side of a
tombstone.

HEY had turned at the upper cor-
T ner of the cemetery. A small cot-
tage was here, with a big workshop
where headstones were engraved close
beside it. Now, at eleven o’clock this
Sunday evening, both buildings were
dark and silent.

“Old man Dillon should be here,”
Ruth said, her voice trembling.

“Asleep, probably. We’ll rout him
out, and call the sheriff.”

Big Jake Dillon, engraver of head-
stones, was groundkeeper of the cem-
etery. He lived here alone in the small,
two-story cottage.

Furiously, they pounded on its big
knocker. There was only silence. From
here, the ground out in the cemetery
rose over a slight hillock. The stagger-
ing dead thing was in a hollow behind
it. Grant was tense, shuddering. Did
he dare hesitate here with Ruth? The
damnable thing might come over the
hillock at any moment.

It was half a mile to the home of
Grant's family, one of the luxurious
summer residences on the southern, in-
ner slope of the valley. Ruth’s home,
where she lived with her step-uncle,
Eben Thompson, was just beyond it.
Too far to go! The sheriff should be
notified at once!

It was a swift rush of incoherent
thoughts that poured through his head
as Grant pounded on the gatehouse
door. Then suddenly as he rattled the
knob, he realized that the door was un-
locked. It yielded abruptly to their
pressing bodies and they staggered for-
ward into a dark hallway.

“Dillon! Oh, Dillon. Wake up!”
Grant's peremptory call echoed eerily
through the silence of the dark house.

Ruth quickly drew the outer door
closed after them. Grant reached out
and shot the bolt. At least that would
bar the ghastly roaming thing if it came
here! The door closed out the moon-
light. The little hall here was black.

“Dillon! For God’s sake, aren’t you
here? Where’s your telephone?”

No answer! Nothing but a heavy
brooding silence.

“1 think I remember a telephone here
in the reception room,” Ruth whis-
pered.

CHAPTER I
The Dead Die Again

N a dim, wicker-furnished reception
I room they found a telephone on the
wall. Grant seized it, called Sheriff
John Stark in the Village of Sleepy Val-
ley two miles away.

“You’'re drunk,” the sheriff growled,
when he had listened to Grant's half
coherent rush of words.

“Am 1? Well, you come and see.
Miss Thompson and | are in the gate-
house. Dillon doesn’t seem to be here.”

“Alan— Oh my God— Look!” Ruth
suddenly gasped. She had gone to the
moonlit window. “Alan! It's out here
now!”

Grant gasped it to the Sheriff.

“Holy Mother of God!” the sheriff's
voice sputtered. “I'll be right out
there.”

Grant hung up, joined Ruth at the
window. Out among the tombstones,
some fifty feet away, the ghastly figure
of the dead Peters stood wavering.

The knees of the corpse were almost
buckling, but with demoniac strength it
held itself erect. Grant’s gorge rose at
the ghastly sight, black burial clothes
shrouding the gaunt figure. The head
was hobbling as it rolled sidewise on
its gaping neck. Then the unearthly
thing took a forward staggering step,
and the moonlight fell upon the face.

The sight was horrible! A noisome
countenance, pallid, pinched and blood-
less, the rotted horror of a man’s face
three months dead ! The dead eyes were
staring wildly with their weird look of
insanity.

“Oh Alan, what shall we do?” Ruth’s
voice was a whimper of terror.

“He— it— the damned thing can’t get
in here. Look, it’'s moving away.”

The grisly walking corpse, as though
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confused, demoniac, had turned and was
staggering diagonally off. In a mo-
ment it was lost behind a big gleaming
mausoleum. In the dim little reception
room, a new rush of horrified thoughts
swept Grant. Where was Dillon? If
he was here, why hadn’t he answered?
W as he upstairs now?

Under any normal circumstances, the
husky young Grant was afraid of noth-
ing. He strode back into the hall. At
the steeply ascending little stairs he
pushed Ruth away.

“Stay here just a minute,” he admon-
ished. “I'll go up. That thing outside
can’'t get in—"

“Through a window, maybe, Alan?
Oh my God, don’t leave me!”

“1 won't be half a minute.”

He went up swiftly. There were two
bedrooms upstairs. He dashed into
them. No one, nothing, here. The room
which Dillon used was in order. The
bed was unrumpled.

“Alan! Alan!”

From down in the lower hall, Ruth’s
terrified voice floated up. He took the
steps three at a time to dash to her
side.

“l heard something!” she whispered,
shivering. “Back by the kitchen! Oh
Alan, something is here in the house
with us. It’s gotten in the house.”

E kept her behind him as he ad-
H vanced slowly into the dim nar-
row back hallway. The dark kitchen
doorway yawned before them. There
was no sound— save the pounding of
his heart against his ribs and the trem-
ulous breathing of the girl. Then he
heard a whimper, a rustle and a vague
scraping thump. Something was here
in the dark kitchen! Something— down
on the floor in the comer. It moved!
And then he saw it vaguely.

With a pounce, Grant was down on
the floor. The figure squealed as he
seized it, jerked it erect. A voice gasped
shrilly:

“Oh my God! Oh, don't kill me!”

Suddenly Grant laughed hoarsely.
The straggling moonlight through the
kitchen window revealed the cowering
captive— a big, overgrown boy, with an
overlarge head that wobbled on a spin-
dly neck.

“Good Heavens, it's only Willie
Green!” Grant exclaimed, immense re-
lief in his voice. “Willie, what in hell
are you doing here?”

It was the son of the housekeeper at
Ruth’s home, the half-witted houseboy.
He was chattering with terror. In in-
fancy he had lost one eye. The empty,
red-rimmed socket was squinted now
with his fright. The other eye stared
wildly at Grant.

“Was goin’ home from the movies,”
he chattered. “There’'s a dead man
walkin’ out there in the graveyard. |
seen him—"

“So did we,” Grant agreed. He eyed
the boy grimly. Willie’'s mind, child-
like, was incongruous with his power-

ful, nearly six-foot gangling frame.
“Where’s Jake Dillon?” Grant de-
manded.

“1 dunno. | came in here to tell him

what | seen— Then | got scared worse.
I heard you come in here. | thought
it was the dead thing so | hid here in
the kitchen.”

He checked himself,
breath with new terror.

Grant stiffened, and flung a protect-
ing arm around the girl's trembling

sucked in his

body. Outside the house, footsteps
were audible. The tread of heavy foot-
steps on the gravel path. Waillie
squealed.

“Shut up!” Grant admonished.

For a moment the three of them stood
in stricken silence, enveloped by the
dimness of the kitchen. Was it the dead

man walking outside? The tread
sounded firm, heavy. Someone ap-
proaching the front door. Then the

knob rattled. A low muttered voice
sounded, with words that were faintly
audible in the silence:

“What in Hell!”
Grant shoved the big half-witted
youth back into the kitchen. With

Ruth close beside him, he strode for-
ward through the hall. The knob of the
front door was being impatiently rat-
tled.

“Who are you?” Grant said suddenly.

“An’ sure, who the hell are you in
my house?” the outside voice retorted.

“Jake Dillon,” Ruth said.

Grant threw the bolt of the door. A
switch was here in the hall beside him.
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The place flooded with light as Jake
Dillon strode in.
“Well, Mr.

son—"

Grant— Miss Thomp-

ILLON was astonished, trying to

be deferential to these wealthy
young summer residents of the Sleepy
Valley summer colony. Then he gaped
as the chattering, white-faced Waillie
came shambling forward.

“Say, what the devil, if you don’t
mind my askin’!” Dillon gasped. He
was a big, beetle-browed fellow, thick-
set, powerful, with long dangling arms.
He stood gaping with incredulity as
Grant swiftly told what had happened.

“That suicide Peters came out of his
grave?” Dillon growled. “Is that what
yer tellin’ me, Mr. Grant? Sure you're

joshin'—7”

“He ain’t! | seen it too!” Willie
Green chattered. “A walkin’, insane
dead man. | seen him cornin’ up the

hill through the graveyard. He’s out
here now, somewhere.”

“You didn't see him?” Grant de-
manded.

“My God no! | just come from the
village. Been there all evenin’.”

“Well, it's out there just below the
brow of the hill,” Grant said. “It was
up here within fifty feet of the door a
few minutes ago. Ruth, you stay here
with Willie. Come on, Dillon, I'll show
you.”

The cemetery keeper’s hamlike fists
had doubled. But they relaxed, and at
the door he suddenly hung back.

“l dunno,” he mumbled. “Glory be!
I ain’t afraid of nothin’ alive. But how
can you kill a dead man? He’s already
dead.”

How indeed? The terror of things
gruesome, unnatural, not to be under-
stood, is like no other terror.

“1 phoned for the sheriff,” Grant said.
"He ought to be here any minute.”

The sound of the sheriff’s arriving
car mingled with Grant’s weird
thoughts. The car came dashing up the
nearby road. Then it stopped, and the
stalwart sheriff and three other men
tumbled out of it.

“Oh, here you are, Mr. Grant,” the
sheriff greeted. “Look here, if this is
some practical joke or something—

dragging us all the way out here.”

“It isn’t,” Grant said fiercely. “The
cursed thing is out there in the cem-
etery. Or if it’s gone, you’ll see its open
grave. Miss Thompson and | saw it.
So did Willie Green here. It heaved
itself up out of its grave, and. . . . ”

“Oh my God, here it is!” one of the
men suddenly gasped, his voice broke.

At the brink of the nearby hill the
ghastly figure had appeared. Strag-
gling clouds momentarily obscured the
moon. But the weird staggering corpse
was closer now than before. And this
time, with its limp dragging step, it was
advancing upon the house!

“It is Peters!” the sheriff murmured.
The automatic in his hand leveled be-

fore him. But his arm shook. Hi6
voice quivered with awed terror.
“Peters—a dead man—"

The grewsome corpse, limp as a

drunken man about to fall, came waver-
ing forward. One of its arms seemed
gesturing, as though it was trying to
disperse this little group of frightened,
living people. Then the sheriff's gun
spat its flame and leaden slug. His
trembling hand sent the shot wild. But
he fired again. The staggering corpse
flung up its arms, fell face down.

Grant with the other men, in a mo-
ment ran forward. It was the corpse of
Peters beyond question, the noisome
rotting body of the insane farmer who
had killed his loved ones and slashed
his own throat three months ago. The
stench of the grave rose from it now as
it lay motionless, with the sheriff's bul-
let in its rotting brain!

CHAPTER 11l

Ghosts Walk Too

HOSE were the first of the weird
T incidents which came to engulf the
quiet neighborhood of Sleepy Valley
with terror. A dead man, rising from
his grave, staggering >away, to do God
knows what, then brought down, ren-
dered inert by a sheriff's bullet. The
thing was so incredible that the outside
world, hearing of it by radio and news-
paper, gave it little credence.
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But Sleepy Valley could not smile or
scoff it away. The rotting corpse of the
insane farmer Peters was carefully ex-
amined. There was nothing about it
that seemed abnormal. It was a rot-
ting thing which had been dead for
three months, with the Sheriff's bullet
embedded in its brain. Its grave too,
was examined. A yawning hole of up-
heaved earth, with the broken coffin at
the bottom.

Even then Sleepy Valley might have
treated the thing as a ghastly passing
incident, never to be explained. But
the next night another gTave yawned!
Another dead man was seen roaming!

This one was not caught. The first
night, only one, nearby farmer saw it.
Then the next night hysterical reports
said that it had been glimpsed stagger-
ing through the woods, far down the
valley from the graveyard.

A wave of hysteria swept the som-
nolent little village, the wealthy estates,
the broad farming areas back from the
valley. And then, a young girl claimed
that a dead man had awakened her by
knocking on her bedroom window. . . .

“But that's all nonsense,” Ruth's
uncle exclaimed a few evenings later.
He was in his home where a few of his
friends among the summer residents
had gathered. “This sort of wild tale
must stop. These ignorant farmers will
plunge us all into panic. Why, good
God, a dozen families here on the south
slope quit their homes today! Went
back to New York. This is madness!”

He was a big, distinguished looking
man of forty-odd, this Eben Thompson,
Ruth’s uncle. He stared gravely at his
guests, with apprehensive, blood-shot
eyes. But he was obviously not so
scoffing as he wished to appear. He
tried to smile, but his gaze kept stray-
ing to the shadowed room-comers. His
fingers ruffled his iron-gray hair with a
nervous gesture.

“Corpses stalking around our grave-
yard,” young Grant's father muttered.
“Every time | say that, it sounds wilder.
Yet it’'s true! There was one that did,
undoubtedly. My son saw it— my son
and Ruth— others.”

Intelligent men, faced with the im-
possible, which suddenly had become
an indisputable fact! They could only

reiterate futilely the same incredible
phrases.

Terror was here, even in this quiet
living room of the luxurious Thomp-
son bungalow where none but intelli-
gent, educated people were assembled.
Young Alan Grant could feel the ter-
ror now as he sat quietly in a shadowed
corner beside Ruth— feel it within him-
self, and sense it from the others. The
moonlit rectangles of the living room
windows were things of horror, as
though any moment, here, within half
a mile of the big graveyard, a dead man
might appear at one of the windows—
dead eyes staring in, malevolent with
hatred for the living.

AYOR ALLEN of Sleepy Val-
I\/I ley. rotund, cherubic, was here
at Thompson’s this evening. His face
was anything but cherubic now, with
its habitual smile faded into a grayish
grimness. He mopped his bald-spot.

“Jake Dillon is watching the grave-
yard all night every night,” the mayor
said. “But if any more of those dead
things come out. 7

“Oh quit it,” Eben Thompson re-
joined querulously. “Don’t let's sit
here chewing over this like hysterical
women. Who would like to play some
bridge?”

“Dillon has asked the town council
to furnish him a permanent guard,” the
mayor persisted. “Why, good Lord, of
course we will. Sheriff Parker and his
posse are scouring the woods for that
corpse they say was roaming there—"”

“Trying to capture a dead man!”
young Grant’s father said with a lugu-
brious laugh. “We’'ve come to that!
How can you blame Parker’s nerves for
being shattered, his posse for being so
nervous that they’re afraid to scour the
woods at night? My Heavens, we don't
want our community ruined. People
selling their homes for next to nothing
and moving out. They're beginning to
do just that already.”

Outside the Thompson living room
the sound of an arriving car was audi-
ble. At the portiered doorway of the
living room, unnoticed, the gangling
figure of Willie Green was standing.
He was listening, awed, apparently
frightened as his single eye stared



THE DEAD WHO WALK 87

weirdly from one to the other of the
speakers.

“Sleepy Valley!” Mayor Allen was
exclaiming. “How we’ve all fought to
keep the noisy highway from coming
through to disturb our romantic quiet!
He laughed ironically. “And now, if
this damned weird thing keeps up, all
the world will be tramping here to our
door. Sleepy Valley, overrun with
newsreel cameras, newspaper men,
broadcasters.”

“Publicity that won’t do us any
good,” Grant’s father assented. “If peo-
ple are afraid to live here. "

The front doorbell rang harshly. A
visitor arrived, a tall, stoop-shouldered
man named John Stark. He was a road
construction engineer, chief prospective
bidder for the projected road. Young
Alan Grant saw him stop and pat Wil-
lie’s shoulder, murmuring something to
the half-wit as they passed at the door.

Stark was grave and grim as he
greeted the half dozen people here.

“They told me I'd probably find you
here, your Honor,” he said to the ro-
tund little Mayor Allen. “Look here, |
don’t want to add any fuel to this weird
thing. | haven’t told anyone—"” He
stared around the room.

“Told anyone, what?” the big, dis-
tinguished-looking Eben Thompson de-
manded.

“Why I—1 saw another one of the
damned things!” Stark said. “A wom-
an, this time. My God, she must have
been dead for years. Horribly rotted,
with grey hair streaming down, shroud-
ing a body with clothes and flesh rot-
ting away from it. | saw her face—
not much more than a skull with noi-
some pits of flesh. But she was walk-
ing, staggering!”

Ruth, the only woman in the room,
gave a little cry of horror.

“Easy, Stark,” Eben
warned. “When was this?”

“I'm sorry. Miss Thompson— W hy,
it was just after sundown tonight. She
was walking by the river. Then she
fell in—sank.”

Thompson

N the awed horrified silence, a maid’s
I voice sounded from the doorway.

“There’s a telephone call for Mr. Alan
Grant.”

“Who is it?” young Grant demanded
as he jumped up.

He was tense. It seemed suddenly
as though now, tonight, the unearthly
thing must be breaking in with some
new horror.

“A man,” the maid said, as he drew
her out into the dim hallway. "A man.
He wouldn’'t give his name. But it

sounded like— like Mr. Dillon over at
the cemetery. Oh Mr. Grant, is this
terrible thing. . . . ”

Grant brushed past her toward the
telephone at the other end of the long
hall. And suddenly from a shadowed
recess, Willie Green jumped forward.

“Say Mr. Grant, listen! 1 got some-
thin’ to tell you.” The half-wit’s single
eye glowed with his excitement. His
voice was low, furtive.

Momentarily Grant paused, the big
loutish figure of the boy barring him
from the telephone. “What is it, Wil-
lie?” he demanded.

Wi illie’s voice dropped lower.

“1 seen that walkin’ dead woman Mr.
Stark was talkin’ about. Only he lied.
I seen him watchin’ her as she walked
along the river path. She didn’t fall in
no river. She went off from the path
an’ went into the cliff.”

W as that what Jake Dillon now was
calling about?

“Thanks, Waillie,” Grant said. He
tried to shove the boy aside, but the
half-wit clung to him.

“Wait Mr. Grant, listen! 1 got some-
thin’ else to tell you. That walkin’ dead
woman— | was so scared | stood by a
tree an’ she passed pretty close to me.
She was in the moonlight, an’— Listen,
Mr. Grant, the ghost of her was there
too. | seen it, | sure did.”

“All right, Willie. . . . "

“No, listen. It had eyes. I'm tellin’

you. They glared at me. Two floatin’
eyes! But her corpse didn't have no
eyes, because her face was too rot-
ted. . . .7

Grant shoved him away and seized
the telephone.

“Hello,” he
Grant.”

“1'm Jake Dillon,” the cemetery keep-
er's low hurried voice answered. “I got
something | want to tell you, Mr.
Grant.”

said. “This is Alan
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Almost Willie's exact words!

“What is it?” Grant demanded.

“Not over the phone. There was a
woman came out of her grave tonight.
| saw the grave— old lady Johnson who
died more than five years ago. My God,
I guess she’s around here somewhere.”

“l heard about her,” Grant said.
“Phone the sheriff, Dillon.”

“1 did. He said there was a Mr. Stark
who notified him. He said him an’ some
men were lookin’, but they couldn’t find
any corpse. They were here a while
ago. Somethin’ I want to tell you pri-
vate. Come over here, will you?”

The telephone clicked as though it
had been disconnected. Grant rattled
the receiver.

“Hello, hello, Jake Dillon?”

“Yes, I'm here. Listen, come over,
Mr. Grant. It's damned important. |
can’t dare tell you over the phone."

“You're at the cemetery gatehouse?”

“Yes. Come to the back door. Come
by the road. Sure, if I was you, I
wouldn't go down through the cem-
etery.”

ILLON hung up. For a moment

Grant stood beside the little tel-
ephone taboret, pondering. The big
half-witted Willie Green had shambled
away. Then Grant thought he saw him
at the other end of the dim hallway,
where a small side door led into the
shadowed outer garden. The door
seemed to open. Someone or some-
thing darted out. Grant ran down the
hallway, out into the yard. Nothing
was visible outside but the dim out-
lines of shrubs and trees, faint in the

starlight. Overhead, the moon was
shrouded by a low, swiftly passing
cloud.

It was only a scant half mile to the
cemetery gatehouse. Grant walked
quickly. Dillon’s voice had been ur-
gent. Was this something more than
the gruesome mystery of corpses break-
ing out of their graves?

Grant thought so, of course. Some-
thing rational back of all this horror,
this terror which for days now had been
throwing little Sleepy Valley into hys-
teria. Why had John Stark, the con-
struction engineer, lied about having
seen the ghastly corpse of the old wom-

an throwing itself into the river and
sinking? Or had Willie Green been
mistaken, or lying about that?

The ghost of the walking corpse, a
ghost with glowing eyes! Could a
ghost animate the body which in life it
had inhabited? Absurd! Behind all
this, something rational must be lurk-
ing— something murderous?

The big undulating, pallid reaches of
the graveyard were beside Grant now.
Winding paths between eerie white
blobs of the tombstones, and the occa-
sional rectangles of the larger, marble
and granite mausoleums.

No staggering corpse was visible, but
the brow of the hill here hid most of
the cemetery in the lower hollow. The
front of the little cottage gatehouse of
Dillon was dark and silent, and as
Grant approached it, a sudden wariness
was on him.

Had Dillon lured him here? That
seemed unreasonable, but Grant was
unarmed. For a moment he hesitated.
He was close beside the cottage now,
and presently he advanced, walking on
the grass beside the gravel path, so that
his footsteps were soundless. The side
reception room windows wer6 dark. At
the rear of the house, one of the side
kitchen windows showed a little light.

Soundlessly Grant crept to it. The
shade was almost down, but stooping,
he could see through the crack under
it. At the kitchen table, big Jake Dil-
lon was sitting. A shotgun was lying
on the table at his elbow. He was
partly facing Grant, examining a big
chunk of something black in his hands.
It glistened in the light, a jagged irreg-
ular black lump as big as a man’s fist,
with the light shining from its myriad
facets.

In a moment Grant was at the back
door. His knock at once brought Dil-
lon.

“Who is it?” the gatekeeper’s voice
demanded through the door.

“It's I, Alan Grant.”

The doorbolt shot. The door opened,
disclosing Dillon’s bulky figure. Grant’s
swift look past him showed that Dillon
had left the shotgun on the table. Grant
stepped in. Dillon shoved the door
closed behind him and shot the bolt.
The gleaming black chunk was in the
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cemetery keeper’'s hand. He turned
from the door, tense, excited.

“Did you see any walkin’ corpse as
you came along?” he demanded.

Grant shook his head.

“What's that you've got there?”

“1 found it. | want to ask your ad-
vice.”

HE big kitchen centerlight was not

lighted. There was only a sin-

gle hooded globe over a cabinet against

the inner wall. Dillon drew Grant
there.

“Let me show you under the light.

| found this tonight, Mr. Grant. Down
by the river.”

“You had something to tell me?
About this?”

“Yes. This, an’ that corpse of the old
woman— " Dillon shuddered. But in

his tense voice and his gleaming eyes,
it seemed to Grant that there was some-
thing more like cupidity. “1 saw her
when she came out of her grave, but |
guess maybe she didn't see me.”

Amazing that anyone could talk so
calmly about a dead woman! But
Grant accepted it. How else could one
talk, these weird days. Silently, Grant
listened to the cemetery keeper’s low,
swift explanation.

Just at dusk tonight, he had seen the
staggering figure of the Totted corpse
of old Mrs. Johnson. Then he had lost
sight of it— and in searching around he
had stumbled upon a small cave-mouth,
in the honeycombed cliff, at the north
slope by the river.

“She wasn’t in there,” Dillon was
saying. “I never did see her again. But
in the cave | found this. A whole pile
of it’s in there, with burlap bags thrown
over it.”

He displayed
rock.

“What is it?” Grant demanded.

“Black marble. Listen, Mr. Grant,
I know somethin’ about marble. |
ought to! | work with it a lot here
with the headstones. But this isn't or-
dinary marble. It's statuary marble.
It’s as fine-grained, as pure as Carrara

the glittering black

marble. And Carrara marble's only
white. This in the cave is all pure
black.”

A rush of wild conjecture* leaped

into Grant’s enraged and startled mind.

“1 didn't know who to tell,” Dillon
was adding with swift, vehement ear-
nestness. “But | can trust you. | want
to know what to do about this. If may-
be there’s deposits of that around here
— under the graveyard maybe, so deep
that it’'s never been found before— it
might come out in these caves, or the
lowlands down by the river. Millions
maybe, for any of us who owned. . .

A loud sound in the kitchen checked
him, a slow scraping, a little scratching
creak.

Grant and Dillon whirled.

To Grant it was a chaos of numt>#d
startled horror. The Kkitchen was
empty, save for themselves. A window
behind the table was open, with moon-
light streaming in now mingling with
the kitchen light. Through the win-
dow, Grant had a glimpse of the empty
side yard.

“Holy God!” Dillon suddenly gasped.

He staggered sideways, stood staring
across the kitchen with his heavy jaw
sagging, his eyes fairly popping. And
Grant 6tared for that stricken instant,
frozen with horror.

The shotgun on the table was mov-
ing! Grant gulped, unbelieving, his
eyes wide with terror. Slowly it moved
at first, with the low scraping sound
which had attracted their attention.
Then, abruptly, it moved rapidly side-
wise, reared itself up into the air, sus-
pended by levitation as its barrel swung
with muzzle pointing bluntly toward
Dillon.

And then it spat—a roar of flame,
smoke and leaden shot hurtling across
the big kitchen. The electric light bulb

splintered and was extinguished. But
the moonlight still showed the sus-
pended gun as it floated in mid-air.

Then the other barrel roared.

Grant closed his eyes involuntarily
at the sight. The big body of Dillon,
face tom away by the concentrated
buckshot charge, crashed to the floor.
For just a second longer the gun, float-
ing in mid-air, hung'poised. Then, as
though suddenly the weird force which
had animated the swinging shotgun
were expended, it dropped, hit the floor
with a rattling thump and lay motion-
less 1
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CHAPTER 1V

The Phantom Killer

N the smoke-filled kitchen, Grant
I crouched, his senses reeling. The
roar of the gun seeming still to echo
through his horrified brain. The dead
bleeding body of Dillon lay beside him
with the moonlight on it, face blown
away, a mass of gory pulp.

He groped his way frantically for the
door. The gun lay here on the floor,
inert now as he staggered over it. The
back kitchen door wouldn’t yield to his
frenzied jerks. Then he recalled that
Dillon had locked it. He fumbled,
slid the bolt, staggered out into the
pallid moonlit night. The air cleared
his gasping lungs, reeling head.

Nothing was visible here in the upper
reaches of the cemetery. For a moment
he stood peering around him, his flesh
creeping in grisly anticipation of new
terrors. Then he realized that his right
eye hurt. He recalled that with the
first blasting shot which had crashed
over his head and extinguished the
light, he had thrown himself sidewise
and down. His face had struck a comer
of the kitchen cabinet. The blow was
puffing his eye. The bruised flesh
around the socket was swelling it shut.

With his head cleared, he started
back for the gatehouse. He must phone
for the sheriff, and for Eben Thompson
to notify his father. At the back door,
he stopped momentarily to gaze into
the cemetery, then tensed. Far down
to the right, where the reaches of the
cemetery sloped off to the river, some-
thing was moving! A walking corpse?
A weird unearthly-looking man’s figure
was walking with staggering tread.

Grant was hardly conscious that he
had run from the little gatehouse and
was dashing down the hill. For just a
moment he saw the staggering distant
thing more clearly. A dead man! One
of its arms waved limply.

It staggered with dragging tread, as
though its legs were almost paralyzed.
Then it fell. It rose again. Horror filled
Grant as he ran. But there were other
things on his mind now. The gruesome

horror of the supernatural was mingled
with the grim determination to probe
this mystery.

The staggering dead thing had van-
ished when Grant reached the foot of
the hill. Had it wandered toward the
river? He turned that way, came to
the river path. It was darker here.
Moonlight glistened on the sullen,
slow-moving water. The willows
drooped, heavy, hardly moving in the
breathless night air. To one side, four
or five hundred feet up the stream, a
small footbridge crossed it. W as there
something crouching behind the rail,
midway on the bridge?

For a moment Grant thought so. He
started that way, turned a bend of the
stream where a jagged rocky cliff-face
stood almost at the river’s edge.

For an instant, as Grant passed be-
yond the end of the cemetery, he swept
a glance in at the pallid tombstones.
He stopped, shocked with a new rush
of startled horror.

Half a dozen graves yawned here!
Ragged holes out of v/hich, quite evi-
dently, the ghastly dead occupants had
emerged! Was the big cemetery about
to spew out all its dead? Dead people,
noisome, stenching things, revolting
now at their entombment, struggling
out to attack the living!

Grant flung away the wild crazy
thoughts. Of course they were wild!
This must be something different from
that, the work of a scheming, rational,
murderous living villain. A country-
side terrorized. People moving away
from a cemetery which seemingly could
not hold its dead. Black marble, per-
haps in a vast deposit somewhere here,
a deposit of pure black statuary marble
perhaps of incalculable value. Jake Dil-
lon, killed by that ghastly gun so that
he could not tell what he suspected.

HE rush of half coherent thoughts
Tsurged through Grant’s mind as he
turned back toward the river. And
suddenly, again, he s”™w a moving fig-
ure. An upright blob, on this side of
the river, past the end of the little foot-
bridge. Shadows at the bottom of the
ragged cliff engulfed it. Then he saw
it again. A staggering corpse? It did
not quite seem so, this time!
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Quietly Grant stalked forward until
the figure was no more than fifty feet
ahead of him. He saw that it was a
man prowling, poking at the ragged,
rocky face of the little cliff. A small
flashlight was suddenly illumined, its
little spot of light slowly moving along
the face of the rocks as the man shifted
forward. He came presently into a
patch of moonlight.

John Stark! The construction en-
gineer! He was prowling here, search-
ing the geological formation of the cliff-
face down here in the hollow, lower
than most of the cemetery level. He
was probably searching to determine
the location or the extent of the rare
deposits. Grant could not doubt it.

And other things now came leaping
into his memory. That click of the tel-
ephone when he was talking to Dillon.
Had that been Stark listening at some
telephone entension in Eben Thomp-
son’s home to overhear what Dillon
was saying? That figure darting from
the Thompson hall, out the side door—
had that been Stark too?

Grant’s fists clenched, his jaw har-
dened with determination.

The prowling man did not hear Grant
approaching. Grant crept silently, cat-
like, his fists doubled. Suddenly he
sprang.

Stark’s little handtorch clattered to
the ground as he whirled swiftly. He
met Grant’s rush with a blow in the
chest. Their bodies collided. Grant’s
fist smashed into Stark’s face and he
went down, Grant on top of him.

“You damned murderer,”
panted. “Got you now—"

In the background of his conscious-
nes he was ironically aware that he had
assaulted the construction engineer
with very little evidence that the fel-
low was the murderous villain. But the
look of sheer fury and fear on the fel-
low’s face convinced Grant that he had
made no mistake. Stark ripped out an
oath, and with incredible agility twisted
loose, heaved Grant away and jumped
to his feet.

Grant was up almost as quickly. He
saw that his adversary had turned to
run. Already Stark was ten feet away.
Then he checked himself, whirled again
to face Grant. A big huntsman’s knife

Grant
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hung in a holster at his belt. He had
had no time to draw it during Grant’s
first onslaught. But in the moonlight
now, as Grant gathered himself to leap,
he saw Stark’s hand go for the knife.

Then with a gasp, Grant drew back.
He stood staring, shaken despite all the
weird things of incredible horror that
be had witnessed. Now he could only
stand limp, frozen into silence.

Stark’s hand was reaching for the
knife. But it never got there. . . .

From the holster the knife came slith-
ering, floating mysteriously in the air.
The moonlight glittered on its steel
blade as for a split second its point
poised in front of Stark’s wildly staring
eyes. Then, almost too quick to be
seen, it plunged itself point first into
his chest!

a choked rattle of the blood in his
throat as he fell, the knife buried to its
hilt.

How long Grant stood there numb,
he never knew. Then he ran forward,
bent down. Stark was dying. With
every gasping breath, blood gushed in
a crimson stream from his mouth. His
white shirt was a welter of crimson
around the buried knife. His glazing
eyes stared upward, trying to focus on
Grant.

“Got me!” he groaned. “Come closer
—I'll tell—"

The blood in his throat choked him.
Grant bent low, his lips close to Stark’s
ear.

“Black marble goes under the cem-
etery,” Grant hissed. “You were hoping
to buy it, to make it useless as a bury-
ing place.”

“Yes, that’s true. And to have the mo-
tor road come through here for trans-
portation. There would have been mil-
lions for me. We probably couldn't
patent the— this way was best—every-
thing going fine. But he—"

“He?” Grant bent lower. The dying
man’s breath gurgled horribly in his
throat. "I could have— gotten the road
through,” Stark gasped. “And the way
we’'ve been terrorizing— all this prop-
erty would be easy to buy. But he—
he wouldn't share equally. Damn him, |
knew | couldn’t trust him when he fig-

STAR K'’'S scream of terror turned to
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ured he didn’'t need me any more. Now
he’s killed me—like he’ll kill you.”

A torrent of blood choked the faint
words. For a moment Stark’s body
twitched with a feeble paroxysm.
Then he was motionless, dead glazed
eyes staring blankly up at Grant, the
light of the living gone from them.

For an instant Grant stayed there on
his knees. Then a chilling burst of
laughter from the moonlight nearby
brought him shuddering to his feet.

“The ghost of a walking dead man
killed him! I seen it! | seen the ghost
stab him! I can see ghosts in the moon-
light! Other people can’'t see 'em but
I can! | seen this one kill him!”

Out midway on the little footbridge,
the half-wit Willie Green stood gibber-
ing with insane laughter. Grant rushed
for him, but he fled across the narrow

bridge. On the opposite bank, Grant
caught him.
“Willie! Damn you, stop laughing.”

Horror, excitement, seemed to have
thrust the half-witted boy into hysteria.
He laughed wildly.

"Don’t kill me, Mr. Grant! | didn't
kill nobody. 1 jus’ been watchin’what’s
goin’ on these nights. | told you | saw
the ghost of that dead old woman.
Sometimes they’re right beside the
walkin’ corpse— but sometimes | seen
'em loose.”

“You saw a ghost here just now?”

“Sure | did.”

He burst again into his chilling, eerie
laughter. Grant shook him roughly by
the shoulders.

“Stop that, Willie! Tell me quietly
now, a ghost was here, it stabbed that
man with that knife?”

“Sure it did. | seen it!”

“Then which way did it go?”

Wi illie gestured.

“Over there, other side of the river.”

“You mean over along the bottom of
the cliff?”

“Yeh. There’s a cave-mouth there.
All the walkin’ corpses go into it when
they get through roamin’. An’ they
come out of it, too. That's where the
corpse of old Mrs. Johnson went. |
guess they all live there when they ain’t
walkin’ out through the graveyard.”

The cave which Jake Dillon had de-
scribed, when he had found the bags of

black marble! Grant shoved the hys-
terical half-wit away and strode for the
bridge.

“Where you goin’, Mr. Grant? You
goin’ to that cave? Ah my pod, not
with mel”

“You go home, Willie. You keep your
mouth shut, hear me?”

The half-wit turned and fled. Grant
crossed the bridge. At the weltering
body of Stark he stopped, drew out the
knife, wiped its bloody blade on his
jacket and put it in his pocket.

The cave-mouth yawned black and
silent. More tense, more cautious than
he had ever been before in his life,
Grant moved through the little ten-foot
winding passage. In the solid blackness
he stood a moment, listening, waiting
tensely for his eyes to adjust themselves
to the greater darkness.

A little glimmer of yellow glow was
faintly apparent. The tunnel turned an
angle, opened into the fetid cave. Grant
stared. Nothing here. Over by one
wall he saw the pile of black marble
chunks. They were in burlap bags now.

The glow was coming from a distant
recess. Cautiously Grant went there,
saw a huge flat slab of rock that
seemed to have been moved aside.

Faint, flickering yellow light
streamed out. Knife in hand, again
Grant advanced into another little tun-
nel. It was only ten feet long, a steeply
rising rock floor with a little brink
ahead where it opened to the inner
grotto, from which the yellow glow was
streaming. Slowly Grant went up the
ascent. At the brink he crouched, the
hair crawling upright on the back of his
neck as he stared breathlessly at a scene
of incredible, ghastly horror.

CHAPTER V

Conclare of the Dead

T was a large grotto, of mouldy
I earthem floor and glistening rocky
walls from which moisture was sod-
denly dripping. On large stones, to one
side, a big candle stood. Its faint eerie
glow dimly illuminated the under-
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ground apartment, casting crouching
monstrous shadows on the rocks.

Peering, Grant sucked in his breath,
with his first swift glance of horror. In
a little group, where the candlelight
fell full upon them, the ghastly occu-
pants of the hidden grotto were gath-
ered.

Conclave of the dead!

Nearly a dozen corpses were here—
men and women, ghastly things spejved
from the grave. Some were lying
stretched on the ground as though
asleep. Others sat propped against the
rocks, mutely staring at each other with
rotting eyes. It was a ghastly conclave,
so ghastly that here, at close range,
Grant was sickened.

The candlelight painted the horrible
dead faces, the pinched, gray-white
rotted countenances. Some, dead for
years, sat with mouldering garments
barely clinging to the festering horror
of their dead flesh. Faces pitted, lep-
rous with crawling maggots.

Mute, silent company of the dead!

One of them began moving from be-
hind the main group, a ghastly decaying
figure of an old woman struggled to her
feet, staggering forward with Ilimp,
dragging leg. OIld Mrs. Johnson, her
face bones visible behind the moist fes-
tering flesh. Her eye-sockets, pits of
horror, seemed to stare around at her
dead companions. Her rotted mouth
yawned with a ghastly grimace as she
regarded them.

Slowly she dragged herself forward
as though about to administer to the
others who sat so horribly, silently star-
ing at her. Then suddenly it seemed
as though her strength gave out. She
slumped to the floor, her back braced
against the wall. On her rotted neck,

her head still was hobbling. After a
moment it settled to one side, gro-
tesquely dangling.

Then suddenly, the weird animating
force transferred itself to the candle.
The flame flickered. Then the candle
rose waveringly up from the rock,
poised in mid-air, crossed the cave and
settled itself down again.

The first sweep of horror had left
Grant. Tense, alert now, he was peer-
ing with appraising eye, freed at last
from the confusion of terror of the su-
pernatural. Vaguely he was aware that
his right eye was throbbing with pain.
The blow from the comer of the kitch-
en cabinet when he had thrown him-
self down as Dillon was shot, had
puffed the flesh. His right eye was
closed now. With his left eye he stared
intently. One-eyed, like the one-eyed
half-wit, Willie Green.

“l seen the ghost that stabbed Mr.
Stark!”— W illie’s words echoed in
Grant’s mind.

And Grant was noticing things now,
little things that no one would ever
notice in the horrible moonlight of the
graveyard. The corpse of old Mrs.
Johnson, as she had come forward here,
had had an arm missing— a blank area
which was restored when she slumped
inert. The bottom end of the candle as
it swayed through the air, was gone.

AS it an almost invisible black
ghost here, doing these things?
In those few seconds, as he stared,
Grant was aware that down on the
ground he could dimly see a moving
patch of blackness, a small irregular
area where the ground was blotted out.
And above it, very vaguely now he
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could discern a moving outline— an up-
right black shape of emptiness. The
background of the candlelit cave was
visible, as though it mingled or was
visible through the blob of blank,
blurred emptiness.

And then Grant saw the eyes. As
though the silent shadow of nothing-
ness had suddenly turned to face him,
two round holes, side by side, were ap-
parently nearly six feet above the
ground. More clear than the blank
shadow itself, they were weird tiny
holes, like eyes staring. And then, the
candlelight seemed to glint on them.
Tiny panes of glass!

Grant had moved now over the brink,
into a rock shadow where he stood flat-
tened against the wall with his knife
clutched in his hand. The vague blob
of emptiness was fairly near him. His
legs tensed as it came closer. Then he
leaped.

The almost invisible thing must have
heard him. Grant was aware of the
eyes turning in his direction. He hurtled
against a solid body. An arm went
around him. A gloved hand gripped his
wrist as he tried to stab with his knife.

At the contact, Grant felt his hands
tingling with an electric shock. There
was a hiss of discharged current
as he and his adversary swayed, locked

together, grimly struggling—a little
sizzling hiss. Then the hiss was gone.
Suddenly, in the -eerie candlelight,

Grant found himself clutching a black-
robed, hooded man. He wore a visor
pane of tiny eye-holes, covered with
queer-looking glass, that glowed lumi-
nously.

The knife had fallen to the floor. For
a moment they swayed, struggling
fiercely. Then, abruptly Grant tripped,
staggering over one of the corpses.
He fell, the bulk of the robed man on
top of him. Strangling fingers gripped
at his throat, shutting off his breath.
The weird little eye-panes stared down
at him. He could see now where it
seemed that a metal brace held them at
the bridge of the man’s nose. A pince-
nez brace that would mark the nose-

bridge.

Grant’s mind in that split second
swept back to the scene in Eben
Thompson’s living room, where half

a dozen men had been gathered. These
glasses, operating under strange optical
conditions of polarized light perhaps,
to see out through the area of electric
invisibility which this murderous vil-
lain had flung around himself— that
strain would easily make a man’s eyes
go bloodshot.

He remembered seeing those blood-
shot eyes! And now he recalled, what
before he had barely noticed— that same
man who never ordinarily wore glasses,
had had a red mark at the bridge of his
nose!

“Why,” Grant gasped. “By God, |
know you, Eben Thompson !”

Ruth’s step-uncle! It was Eben
Thompson who had joined with Stark
in this daring scheme—and then had
murdered Stark, to keep all the huge
stake for himself!

“By God, I'm onto you at last!”
Grant’s words, hissing with all the force
of his cold hatred for this beast, startled
Thompson. Momentarily his grip on
Grant relaxed.

And as Grant heaved and struggled
against his powerful adversary, the
hooded mask over Thompson'’s face was
torn askew. The candlelight showed
his red-rimmed, watery eyes, his sweat-
ing features, contorted with a murder-
ous lust.

“You, Grant,” he panted. “Should
have done for you long ago. | thought
— what you were seeing would add to
the terror. My best witness—"

He was chuckling. He thought that
his weight was holding Grant pinned.
But with a frenzied desperation, Grant
tore loose, lunged away, and plunged
back.

The impact knocked the older man
off balance. Thompson’s head went
back against a jagged point of the
rocky cave-wall. Then, with the chaos
of his own wild frenzy, Grant tore him
from the ground, hurled his head down,
pounded until Thompson’s skull
cracked, until the body went limp, dead.

The eerie candlelit cave was sud-
denly silent. The mute dead things, sit-
ting as though in ghastly conclave,
stared at Grant horribly as he staggered
past them through the fetid caves, out
into the freshness of the moonlit sum-
mer night.
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enriched little Sleepy Valley. The de-
tails of the electric invisibility which
Stark and Thompson so gruesomely
used, are fairly well known now. They
are not given much publicity, being a
thing too dangerous in the hands of
skillful criminals.

Obviously, it was Stark who devel-
oped the apparatus. Much of it was
found hidden in his home and secret
laboratory in New York. In principle,
its working was simple. A fabric
treated with special black dyes, electri-
fied so that, in effect, it was totally in-
capable of reflecting light. There was
a complete color absorption, except for
the two small areas of insulated glass,
the eyeholes through which the wearer
was enabled to see outward through the
dead-black area surrounding him.

There was a faint reflection here, the
eyes of the ghost which Willie Green
saw upon several occasions. The clutch
of Thompson’s hands upon the corpses,
the gun, the candle, created areas of
blankness, unnoticeable in moonlight.

The limp, dragging legs of the
corpses, supported by the invisible
Thompson, added only horror. But in

the cave, at closer view and calmer,
more appraising gaze, Alan Grant saw
quite clearly the blank space that was
the clutch of Thompson’s hand upon
the candle.

The total absorption of light would
not, of itself, have created the complete
illusion of invisibility— merely a hole of
blankness behind which the back-

ground was blotted out. A sort of
black, ghostly shadow. But in the
working of the Stark-Thompson appa-
ratus it was found that around the body
so enveloped, a natural magnetic field
was created.

As Einstein demonstrated many
years ago, light-rays, passing from a
background around an obstructing ob-
ject, are bent to follow the natural
curve of the magnetic field.

Thus the normally reflected light-
rays from the background behind
Thompson, instead of being blocked by
his body, were in a large measure bent
around it, reaching the observer in
front so that he saw the background
apparently unobstructed. The observ-
er's attention thus was focused away
from the black shadow.

Curiously, our two eyes are a ma-
terial aid in this portion of the optical
phenomena. With two eyes, viewing
an object from different points, we are
always enabled partially to see around
any obstructing object. With two eyes
we see some of the background which,
with one eye, is not visible. A two-
eyed man thus, had less chance of see-
ing the slight abnormality of the weird
scenes, while to a one-eyed man the
illusion of invisibility was partially de-
stroyed. Ironic, that Grant, with one
eye injured and closed, and the one-
eyed Willie Green, were best equipped
to see the murderous Thompson!

Grant and Ruth are married now.
They have moved from Sleepy Valley.
The graveyard there brings too many
ghastly memories.
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A nail of anguish came from the tortured body

When a Mystic Prophet Summons Forth the Wrath of God,
Death Itself Becomes a Blessing!

HAT happened in W estfall
Wthat night didn’'t have any-
thing to do with the fact

that Rima is a beautiful girl, dark-
skinned, dark-haired, blue-eyed. That
we had come to Westfall during the
vacation months to find out whether
we were really important to each other
doesn’t matter, either.

I mean, it is entirely our own affair.

To say that we found what we were
looking for, scrutinized it critically
and decided it was love, only brings
the conclusion up to the beginning of
the story. What really matters is the
story itself. And, perhaps, the storm
which preceded it.

We had planned to spend the eve-
ning walking along the beach, but a
rumbling on the horizon across the
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bay forced us to leave our sandy para-
dise. The narrow road leading to the
village stretched ahead, black as the
highway to hell. Interlaced branches
of trees, which in calm weather formed
a vaulted roof over the road, now
lashed back and forth, to cast mon-
strous moving silhouettes at our feet
when the lightning flared.

And then a silvered scimitar of
light split the sky wide open, and all
the water that the clouds had blotted
up tried to escape through the rip at
once.

“Dick,” Rima said, snuggling into
the shelter of my arm, “storms give me
the creeps. They set my nerves on
edge, make me show all my bad points.
Let’s get out of this.”

There was no place for shelter along
the road, except that cottage we had
noticed on our way out. It was natu-
ral that we remembered it, because cot-
tages held a peculiar and delightful
significance for us.

There was about a foot of roof stick-
ing out over the doorway and we
found our way to it. | knocked three
times, like a ghost. Because of the
thunder and the wind, | couldn’t hear
any footsteps approaching. But the
amber porch lantern came on, warning
us that the door would be opened. |
remembered then that the cottage was
owned by an old couple named Thorn-
dyke.

A man thrust head and shoulders
out into the night. He was tall, gaunt
and grizzled. There was an odd look
in his faded blue eyes—the kind of
look you'd expect to find in the eyes
of a child who plays hide and seek

late at night, expectant and half
frightened.
Afterwards, | thought the expres-

sion was that of an old man who knew
that Death was at his shoulder, hid-
ing in the shadows, his black cloak rus-

tling.

“Sorry to trouble you,” | said, “but
Miss Landon and | are getting pretty
wet.”

I smiled at the old man. He didn’t
smile back. He stuck himself farther
from the door, cupped one ear with his
hand.

“Eh?” he said.

| started to say it all over again, but

the keenest of ears couldn’t have
heard. Lightning cracked down and
exploded in a thunderous roar that
momentarily halted time. Something
galloping around in the attic of the
sky kicked over a tub of water, it
seemed, and the entire contents were
dumped in the cottage doorway.

Then bright, blue-white light burst
directly in front of me, taking a hor-
rifying snapshot of the old man’s face
— his hollow cheeks, his eyeballs start-
ing from their sockets to stare heaven-
ward.

IMA screamed and grasped at

me. The weight of her threw
me unexpectedly off balance, carried
me a yard from the door. The old man
tottered forward, a wail of anguish
ripping from his lips. Long tatters of
blue flame licked up across his chest,
masked his face. Like a horse caught
in a burning stable, he went mad and
dashed frantically from the house.

“Don’'t run!” |1 shouted at him.
“Lie down!”

He didn’t do that. Garbed in flame,
a human torch, he fled into the trees.

“Dick!” Rima cried. “We’'ve got to
help!”

And then she set me an example by
running out after the old man. |
caught up and passed the girl. But
when at last the gaunt oldster dropped
to his knees, the last flicker of flame
from his shirt outlined a black and
blistered face, the charred and
cracked flesh of his chest.

I peeled my soaked polo shirt off
and wrapped it around him, smother-
ing the flame.

“You're okay,” | panted. “We’'ll
get you back to the house and have
the doctor in.”

He moaned in agony as | touched

his burned chest. His eyes, | knew,
would never see again. And then,
blissfully, unconsciousness drifted
over him.

The last words he whispered were:
“The sword of God!”

Well, we got the poor seared body,
barely alive, in what appeared to be a
comfortable position on the couch in
the house. As we did so, something
fell from the blackened rag of a shirt,
struck the carpet. Almost at once,
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Rima and | noticed the thing that had
fallen. It was a round disk of metal,
and it was hot enough to scorch the
rug.

Rima picked the disk up with a wa-
ter-soaked handkerchief and cooled it
off, while I went to the phone and
called Dr. Hart, the town’s best-known
physician. When 1| turned from the
phone, Rima was there with the metal
disk in her hand.

“It’s some sort of a medal. A sym-
bolical medal, I think,” she said. *“It
has Mr. Thorndyke’s name scratched
on the back of it, and there’s a pin for
holding it in place.”

| took the disk from her hand. There
was a picture of some robed figure em-
bossed upon its surface. | put the disk
into my pocket, intending to give it to
Mrs. Thorndyke. But I didn’'t do that
because before the doctor got there,
Thorndyke was dead.

Rima and | knelt beside the couch,
our eyes averted from the blackened
horror this man had become. The air
was heavy with the smell of burned
flesh, but we tried to ignore that.

“‘The sword of God,”” Rima mut-
tered. “What did he mean? Was it
lightning that struck him?”

I didn't answer. | couldn’t think of
any answer. | had never seen a man
struck by lightning, but somehow I
didn’t feel that was what had happened
to Thorndyke. | didn’'t think light-
ning would set a man on fire. There
just wasn't any natural explanation,
and | would have never admitted any-
thing supernatural.

Mrs. Thorndyke had been at a club
meeting. The girl at the town tele-
phone switchboard had known where
she could be found and informed her
that something had happened to her
husband. So Mrs. Thorndyke came
out with the doctor and a man named
Harris, the town constable.

Harris was importantly paunchy,
and the pants of his blue uniform
weren’t long enough to cover his shin-
bones. He had a pair of holstered re-
volvers and kept posing with his big
hands on their grips.

T was above the sobs of Mrs. Thorn-
I dyke and the comforting words of
Rima and Dr. Hart, that | had to tell

Harris our incredible story. He
scowled heavily when | had con-
cluded.

"Listen, Mister, how can a man just
bust out in flame, huh?”

I told him 1 hadn’t the slightest
idea. And | hadn’t. All the ideas |
had revolved around supersition, so
they weren’t worth voicing.

Beneath the policeman’s watchful

eyes, | got Rima and led her to the
door. On our way out, Harris called
after us.

“Don’t you two skip town for a few
days. We ain’'t at the bottom of this
yet.”

Rima whispered to me as we left.
“Dick, he thinks we had something to

do with it! ‘The sword of God'—
what could it mean, Dick? Nothing
but lightning, surely. You don’t

think that metal disk Mr. Thorndyke
had could have attracted lightning, do
you?”

I didn’t. | took Rima to Mrs. Shep-
hard’s, where she had rented a room,
and then | went to what Westfall calls
a hotel and changed into some dry
clothes. As | was coming down the
steps into the lobby, a stranger was
registering at the desk.

He was a beefy, dish-faced man who
filled the room with the aroma of ex-
pensive cigar smoke. He had an im-
pressive array of luggage about him
and he wore a diamond that rivaled a
crystal chandelier.

“Can you tell me where to go to find
the Thorndyke house?” the stranger
asked.

The clerk blinked. “Are you a rel-
ative?” he blurted, and flushed. *I
hope not, because something has hap-
pened to Mr. Thorndyke. He was
burned to death. Hadn’t you heard?”

“No,” said the man. His unconcern
implied that the negative answer was
co be divided evenly between both
guestions.

“It’s a very queer thing, from what
I heard over the telephone, Mr. Cam-
eron,” the clerk went on. “Do you—
do you believe in the direct interven-

tion of the Divine Hand?” he stam-
mered, and then looked foolish.
Cameron shook his head. “No. Any

heirs to the Thorndyke place?"
“Why, Mrs. Thorndyke would be
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the only heir,” the clerk replied.

“Good,” nodded Cameron. “Any-
thing else?”

“A very queer thing,” the clerk said
quickly. “There’s a young couple stay-
ing in town here and they were with
Mr. Thorndyke when it happened.
Frankly, I'm a little bit suspicious—"

He looked around and saw me com-
ing down the steps. He cleared his
throat noisily and slapped at the call
bell on the desk. A rather futile move,
| thought, considering that he was the
bellboy as well as the clerk.

Well, when 1 got to the Shephard
house where Rima was living, Harris
was pacing back and forth in the par-
lor, his flat feet coming down on the
floor like a pair of laundry irons. And
this Buck Johnson was pacing right
behind him, a silly grin on his face.

| suppose every small town has its
prize screwball. Westfall had Buck
Johnson. Buck was undersized,
scrawny, with one eye which never
seemed focused on the same object as
its mate. He was called “Buck” be-
cause of his front teeth. He owned a
small tin shop on Main Street, but I
had never seen him working at it
Most of his time he spent following
Constable Harris around, continually
making fun of Westfall’'s sole symbol
of law and order.

Right now Buck Johnson had a pair
of toy guns from the dime store stuck
in his belt in imitation of Harris’ re-
volvers. And as he walked, he thrust
out his belly as a part of his imper-
sonation, and this left his back caved

in.

IMA was sitting stiffly on the
R edge of the couch in the parlor.
This crack-brain Buck Johnson was
trying to show off and get her to laugh
at him. But Rima didn’t look as
though she would be doing any laugh-
ing for a while.

Widow Shephard was sitting in her
patent rocker, her black eyes as sharp

as her flying knitting needles. She
saw me before any of the others.
“Don’t worry, young man,” she

promised. “l1 wouldn't let this big fool
policeman put on any third degree in
here. He’s been downright insulting
to your little lady over there.”

Harris turned, saw me. Before he
said anything to me, he turned to Mrs.
Shephard and shook his finger at her.

“You keep out of this, Widow Shep-

hard! You can’t stand in the way of
the law.”
Just behind the town constable,

Buck Johnson struck an imitative atti-
tude and winked at me. | went over
and sat down on the couch beside
Rima.

“Listen,” ' Harris addressed me.
“How could Mr. Thorndyke bust out
into flame like you said he did?”

“l1 don’t know,” | said. “It was cer-
tainly damp enough and he wasn’t
smoking.”

“Don’t be funny!” Harris roared.

I had no intention of being funny.
Thorndyke had not been smoking. If
he had, that might have explained
what had happened, Provided his
clothes had been soaked in gasoline
first— which they hadn’t.

“Don’t be funny!” Buck Johnson
shrilly echoed. “The law pulls all the
funny stuff around these parts!”

Harris wheeled and cuffed Buck
Johnson down into a chair. Mrs.
Shephard got up quickly from her
creaking rocker. Her eagle-beak nose
widened at the nostrils as she started
for the town policeman.

“Don’t you start any rough-house in
here, Sam Harris! I've listened to
about enough out of you! You get
out of my house and leave these two
nice young people alone!”

She gave him a push toward the
door, threatened him with her knitting
needles, and Harris made a somewhat
hasty departure.

“But all this doesn’t settle the ques-
tion,” 1 said, as Mrs. Shephard re-
turned to her chair. “What killed
Thorndyke?”

“*The sword of God’,” Rima mut-
tered, her brow furrowing. “What
could that mean?”

“What's that?” Mrs. Shepard asked
sharply. She stood up. | thought her
face paled a little.

“Lightning, maybe,” Buck Johnson
suggested.

Mrs. Shephard went to the stairway.
Her gnarled fingers were clutched on
the banister.

“A man of sin shall be smitten by
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the sword of God,” she said in a sol-
emn voice— and went up the steps, the
rustle of her skirt a foreboding whis-
per from the shadows. . . .

Rima and I, like the townspeople, at-
tended the interment of Mr. Thorn-
dyke. That afternoon a leaden sky
dipped its rim into the gray waters of
the lake. There was a cool wind off
the water. At the grave, supporting
the aged Mrs. Thorndyke, was this
man Cameron, who had registered at
the hotel the night of the tragedy.

then at the news of Mr. Thorn-
dyke’s death, that it struck me as pe-
culiar that he should now be one of
the chief mourners. During the last
words of the officiating churchman, |
left Rima’s side and stepped over to
the hotel clerk, who was also attend-
ing the services.

“Who’'s the man with Mrs.
dyke?” | asked.

“Big promoter,” the clerk whis-
pered. His look reprimanded me for
breaking the silence, and he hid his
eyes in prayer.

Suddenly, a shrill voice broke out
from the rear of the crowd around the
grave. | turned, saw a wizened old
man with deep-set eyes in a skull’s
face, pushing his way through the
throng. His long white hair waved
wildly in the wind, and in the dark
caves that were his eyes, pale lights
like distant lightning played.

“Professor Nash!” somebody near
me whispered.

| looked at the whisperer and saw
that it was Rima’s landlady, Widow
Shephard. Color had seeped from the
old woman’s face, and | saw that her
thin shoulders quaked as she looked
upon the wizened man with the flow-
ing white hair.

Professor Nash elbowed his way to
the edge of the grave. Not a sob, not
so much as the rustle of a skirt broke
the silence. The gray sky pressed
down upon us like a celestial threat.
The officiating minister closed his Bi-
ble soundlessly.

As quietly Professor Nash stepped
to the head of the grave, his deep-set
eyes raised to the heavens. And
slowly he bowed his head until the

CAMERON had been so callous

Thorn-

pale flashes within his eye sockets
were like X-rays, piercing the coffin,
seeing the blistered and blackened re-
mains of the corpse itself.

"This man has sinned,” his voice
squeaked. “Let all men know and fear
the wrath of the Lord. He who sin-
neth, the Lord will smite. And the
weapon of God is the sword of fire.”

Doubtless he would have carried his
denunciation farther had it not been
for the undertaker, who at that mo-
ment stepped to Nash’s side and put a
hand on the old man’s shoulder. The
undertaker whispered to him much as
a mother might to a child who is mis-
behaving in public. And, somehow,
the undertaker managed to quiet him.

On the way from the grave to where
the cars stood in the drive, | ap-
proached the minister who had offi-
ciated at the burial.

“Who was the old man with the fly-

away hair and the deep-set eye6?
What's all this about ‘the sword of
God’?”

The minister— 1 do not recall his
name— informed me that Professor
Nash was a fanatic who had leased a
tumbledown assembly hall on the edge
of town and was making a pretty good
thing for himself as a prophet of
damnation—and how to avoid the pit-
falls of human existence.

I hurried forward to rejoin Rima,
and as we walked along the road to
the car which had brought us, we
passed the automobile in which Mrs.
Thorndyke and Cameron were seated.

“1 don’t want to talk about it now!”
I heard Mrs. Thorndyke choke out
between sobs: “Be— because, Mr.
Cameron, | don't own it any more.”

| looked back over my shoulder and
saw Cameron chop his teeth together
on what 1| felt certain was a silent
curse.

There was devilment in Westfall!
I didn't know what it was nor from
whom it emanated, but it was there,
all right. And ghastly, gruesome mur-
der played a part in it!

N our way back to the Widow
O Shephard's place, Rima leaned
close to me.

“Did you notice the medals?”
“What medals?” | asked.
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“The medals like the one that fell
from the burned garments of Mr.
Thorndyke that night,” she said. “I
saw at least a half dozen of them at
the funeral. Mrs. Shephard wore one.
Dick, could it be that those metal disks
attract lightning?”

I laughed. Then, because this was
no laughing matter, 1 kissed her
quickly on the forehead.

“That's impossible,” | told her.

“Suppose, just suppose those med-
als did have some mysterious force so
that they could attract lightning.
Dick, I've got to find out something
about those medals!”

What she found out was that Pro-
fessor Nash gave them to the faithful
followers who contributed to his “psy-
chic readings.” Mrs. Shephard showed
me hers. It was identical with the
one Mr. Thorndyke had worn, except
that in the soft metal at the back of
it, the name of Mrs. Shephard was
scratched in with some sharp instru-
ment.

The medal, Mrs. Shephard informed
Rima, represented an ancient mystic
— “who was burned.”

It didn’t make sense, what Rima was
thinking. But the idea haunted me,
the idea that these medals were a
means of calling down the lightning
upon the sinners of Westfall. So that
evening, when thunder rolled hol-
lowly on the distant horizon, a cold
shiver played up and down my spine
as | sat alone in the Shephard parlor,
waiting for Rima to come down.

The silence after the thunder was
somehow awful, as though some heav-
enly voice had spoken wrathfully and
the world knelt in dread obedience.
There was nearly always at least the
cheerful click of Mrs. Shephard’s
knitting needles. But Mrs. Shephard
was evidently upstairs in her bedroom.

A moment later, as the reverbera-
tions of thunder shook the house to
its foundations, a shrill cry sounded
from the upper reaches of the build-
ing. | rushed to the stairway, calling
out hoarsely to Rima. | took the steps
three at a time, dashed down the hall
to Rima’s room. Her door was open-
ing and she came running out, to
stand with eyes wide and every nerve
taut.

“Mrs. Shephard!” she gasped and
flung herself at the door directly op-
posite hers. Her frantic fingers fum-
bled with the doorknob, couldn’t seem
to get the door open. | pushed her
aside, only to find that the thing was
locked.

“Out of the way,
break in.”

| backed into Rima’s room and came
running out to smash the door with my
left shoulder. The lock gave, the door
yielded. | rushed into the room.

Poised on the sill of an open window
was the Widow Shephard. Flame
licked upward across her bosom, il-
luminated her terrified face. She
swayed backward, one arm breaking
through the cloak of fire to clutch fu-
tilely at the window frame. And then
she fell.

We heard her body strike the roof
of a low shed directly beneath the
window. And then, as we rushed to
the sill, we saw this ghastly human
torch roll the length of the shed roof
and plunge to the earth.

Then there were no more cries, no
more sound. But down below, the
shadows were ruddy with the fire of
human sacrifice.

Rima yanked at my arm, pointed at
the window sill. | couldn’t see the
significance of the thing she pointed
at, then. It was simply a fine-drawn
line made up of tiny droplets of water.
Just water. | know, because | touched
it with my finger and tasted the stuff
before leaving the window.

“Get hold of Constable Harris!” |
ordered Rima. “I'm going to go see
this Professor Nash.”

Rimal! We'll

PLUNGED down the steps and
1 out of the house. This thing had
gone too far! And if this fanatical
Nash had a means of calling down the
wrath of God, | was determined to
discover by what right he held this
terrible power.
| found the assembly hall which the
fanatic made his home as well as his
meeting place. Lightning on the
horizon flared through the holes in its
roof and illuminated the steeple which
sat on top, askew like a carnival cap
on a New Year’'s Eve celebrant. |
moved up the sagging steps, lifted up
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on the sagging door, so that | could
swing it open without its dragging on
the floor of the porch.

I looked into the place, across the
parallel rows of seats. The rostrum
was draped with black cloth in imi-
tation of an altar. Two candles burned
beside it. | approached on tiptoe,
aware that from somewhere up near
the rostrum came a choked, gurgling
sound that was some ghastly relation
to laughter.

Halfway down the aisle, | stopped.
At the foot of his altar, | saw Pro-
fessor Nash, his small body rigidly
convulsed, his face paper-white. From
parted lips, white froth exuded with
the gurgling laughter and smeared
down across his chin. His deep-set
eyes stared glassily at the ceiling.

I took no more than one look, then
turned and ran from that mental char-
nal house out into the road. A car
swept down out of the light, and | was
caught suddenly between the twin
beams of its headlamps. The driver
jammed on his brakes, and but for the
fling leap | made toward the ditch, he
would have run over me.

“What the hell—” an irate voice de-
manded.

| gathered myself up, crawled to the
top of the ditch and saw Dr. Hart lean-
ing out of the window of that car, his
bald head looking like a full moon in
the darkness.

“Hart, there’s something wrong with
Professor Nash,” | said. “He acts as
though he’s been poisoned!”

Hart grumbled something, pulled
his car off the road. | came up out of
the ditch to join him at the side of the
car. Hart grunted, reached over for
his medical kit.

“He’s having one of his fits again.
The man’s an epileptic. Some of the
villagers have the idea he’s possessed
of the Mystic Spirit. That’s the rea-
son he has such a large following.”

“Possessed of the devil would be
more like it,” | said, as | followed Hart
into the assembly hall.

The physician took one look at
Nash. “He’s just about out of his fit
now. However, | think it would be

well to take him to my little hospital.”
So we carried Nash’s epilepsy-
stiffened form to the car, put him on

the back seat. And on the way into
the center of Westfall, I told Hart
about what had happened at Widow
Shephard’s. He was considerably
more concerned than he had been
over Nash’s fit. Instead of going to
the little hospital he maintained, he
drove at once to Mrs. Shephard’s
house.

The place was overrun with towns-
people. Dr. Hart's rival for West-
fall’s practice had been called in, and
we learned that Mrs. Shephard was
dead. It was the fall from the roof
which had killed her. But had she
survived that, it was doubtful if she
could have lived because of her bums.
The “sword of God” had struck again!

OMEHOW, | associated this fresh
S tragedy with what | had seen in
front of the altar of Nash’s meeting
place. Devil-doctors of the Congo, |
had read, in practicing their spells
that resulted in the deaths of enemies
in tribal districts many miles distant,
went into ecstatic trances that close-
ly resembled epilepsy.

The thought was so strong in my
mind that when | saw Professor Nash
stagger from Dr. Hart’s car a few min-
utes after our arrival, I found myself
avoiding his deep-eyed glance. And
when | thought he was coming toward
me through the crowd that milled

around the Shephard place | went
quickly into the house.

Constable Harris saw me and
pounced. “Where’s that girl friend

of yours?” he demanded.

“Rima? Isn’t she here?” 1 looked
around the parlor, at the sheeted form
of Mrs. Shephard on the couch, at the
two grave-faced doctors standing be-
side the corpse.

“She called me on the phone, and
when | got here,” Harris went on, “she
had gone. It's my opinion—"

Out in the hall, the phone rang. |
heard the receiver removed from the
hook. In another moment Buck John-
son, the village clown, stuck his head
around the corner of the door and
grinned at me.

“Anybody here named Dick?
male wants him on the phone.”

| brushed past Harris, went into the
hall, picked up the dangling receiver

A fe-
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and faced the wall
Rima.

“Dick,” she said excitedly, “I think
I've got the truth! Meet me down in
front of the barber shop as soon as

phone. It was

you can. | think | know what ‘the
sword of God’ is. It's those medals—
but just wait until I show you!”

“Where you off to?” Buck Johnson
called after me as | ran through the
front door.

I didn't answer because | knew that
Constable Harris would delay me if he
got the chance. | ran over to Main
Street and sighted Rima standing in
front of the barber shop a block away.
She came running to meet me.

“Listen, Dick—"

“What is all this?” | interrupted.

“Not so much noise,” she cautioned,
though as far as | could see we had
the town to ourselves, except for the
swiftly passing cars along the state
road which merged into Westfall's
Main Street.

“We go right up this alley here,”
she said. “The back door of the shop
wasn’'t locked— "~

She caught my arm and dragged me
into a muddy driveway between the
barber shop and Buck Johnson’s tin
shop. Except for the fact that we
were hanging on to each other, we
could have got lost in the darkness of
that narrow alley.

I heard Rima fumble with a door,
then heard the creak of hinges.

“Come in,” she whispered. | stepped
inside and closed the door. Rima
struck one of my paper matches. The
yellow flame heightened the excited
flush of her cheeks. She cupped the
flame in her hands and found the light
switch with it. With the light on, 1
could see that we were in the back
room of Johnson’s tin shop.

“Over here,” she whispered, and
crossed the room to a work bench
which contained a cabinet of drawers.

“Listen,” 1| said. “You know this
amounts to breaking and entering?
We can go to jail for this.”

IMA pulled open a drawer. |
R could see the rapid pulse at her
throat.

“The ritualistic medals are in here.
And up there on the shelf above
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is the portable furnace he uses for

casting them. And there’s the
mold—"

“What of it?” | looked into the
drawer. There was perhaps a score

of the mystic symbolical medals which
Professor Nash gave out to members
of his psychic groups.

“Why,” she said, “Buck Johnson
makes the medals for Professor Nash!
And for anyone who ought to die,
there’'s a special treatment for the
medal. Look!”

She opened another drawer and took
out a large metal tobacco box and
opened it.

“1 drained all the oil out of here,”
she explained, “trying to see just what
the stuff was. They keep it in oil, so
that no water can get to it. It’s metal-
lic potassium. | didn’'t study high
school chemistry for nothing, Dick!”

| looked. Rima poured from the to-
bacco box perhaps a score of silvery-
gray lumps the size of a hickory nut.
They rolled out across the top of the
work-bench.

“You see,” Rima said, “he faced the
medals that are to go to his victims
with this metallic potassium. Even a
drop of water on the stuff causes in-
stantaneous flame — the white-hot
flame of hydrogen gas— because the
potassium liberates hydrogen from the
water.”

“Good Lord!” | gasped. “That—
that cross-eyed fool, that clown—"

“Yes,” a voice sneered behind me.
"That ‘half-wit'— the smartest man in
this town!”

I turned around.
stood in the door, grinning his silly
smile. In each of his hands was a gun
— those guns that had come from the

Buck Johnson

dime store toy department. 1 knew
now why he carried them. | knew
just how deadly they were.

They were water pistols! Suppose

he directed their needle spray of water
at one of the potassium-faced medals
that his victims wore— why, that was
how he had killed Widow Shephard!

This Buck Johnson had crawled up
on the shed roof, sighted his water
pistol at the medal on her breast. As
soon as the water struck the medal,
hydrogen flame had set Mrs. Shep-

(Continued on page 111)
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DEATH HOUSE PROMISE

H ANNAH Weigand had always loved her
brother Matt, even though he had fallen
into bad company and finally became in-
volved in a murder. For that crime, he had
been electrocuted in Sing Sing.

But in his sister’s eyes, Matt was a good
boy. It was Matt who had made it possible
for his orphaned sister to become a hair-
dresser and open a shop of her own.

Each year on the anniversary of Matt's
death, Hannah would visit his grave and
leave flowers. She felt that he was close to
her. She had never forgotten the last day
she had seen Matt in the Death House. How
brave he was! He said he didn't know where
he was going, but he was sure he would al-
ways be around to keep her out of danger.

One evening recently, she came home
from work to get ready for the theatre. She
was going out with a girl friend. She curled
her hair and then decided to take a bath.
She filled the tub and was just about to step
into the tub when she heard three distinct
knocks on the front door. Believing it was
her friend, she slipped into a bathrobe and
Went to the door. But nobody was there.
For some reason, she thought of her brother.

A bit bewildered, she walked back to the
bathroom. And there to her dismay, she
saw that the curling iron which she had
left setting on the side of the wash bowl
had slid into the tub of water. The current
was on from the main socket although
turned off at the iron. Still, the water would
have made contact through the switch—and
had she been in the tub when the iron fell
in, she would have been electrocuted.

Had her brother’s dying promise been ful-

filled? She believes he saved her from his
own fate—electrocution.

THE HORRIBLE FACE

S. LUCILLE WILLIAMS, of New

Jersey, was washing clothes one day
n the cellar.

OIIE daughter to go out in the back yard and

pKy.

While scrubbing the clothes in the tub,
Mrs. Williams’ eyes were fixed on the soap
suds before her. Suddenly the suds seemed
to part—and in the dirty gray water, she saw
a horrible face looking up at her. The face
was that of a monster—its mouth grinning
in fiendish glee—its tongue hanging out—
and its hideous fangs seemed to drip blood.

So terrified was the woman that she
slapped her hands madly at the vision,
splashing soap suds into the air as the vision
faded.

Some of the suds flew into her mouth
and began to burn her tongue and lips. She
choked—and then desiring to get the caustic
suds out of her mouth, she rushed upstairs
to the bathroom for a mouth wash.

Just as she reached the bathroom, she saw
her little girl standing on a stool and reach-
ing into the medicine closet. The child held
a vanilla bottle containing a liquid.

“1 want some vanilla,” said the child who
was fond of drinking water slightly flavored
with vanilla.

Frantic, the mother grabbed the bottle be-
fore the child could put it to her lips. The
bottle contained carbolic acid.

The mother had beaten the monster to his
fiendish anticipation. To this day, she be-
lieves she saw a creature of hell—but by

She had told her four-year-
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striking back at it—perhaps guided by a
guardian angel—had unwittingly been able
to prevent the unholy fulfillment of cruel,
satanic tragedy.

WHISPER OF DEATH

OHN LONGACRE, a salesman for a

Pittsburgh concern, was asleep in his
room on the tenth floor of a hotel near the
Pennsylvania Station in New York City. He
had had a busy day calling on New York
buyers—and had slept soundly all night.

Just after dawn, he was awakened sud-
denly by a woman's voice, whispering:
“Goodbye, my darling—we shall be together,
always.”

The voice was emotional and was so de-
pressing to Longacre that he jumped from
his bed believing someone was in distress.
But no one was in the room but himself.
Somewhat superstitious, and knowing that
his wife had been ill when he left Pittsburgh,
he thought perhaps it was an omen. So he
immediately put through a long distance
call to his wife. But she was all right.

Still bewildered, for he was sure he had
not been dreaming, he went over to the
window to close it. He glanced down on
the fifth floor extension of the building.
There he saw several people standing on the
roof, looking at two bodies lying there—a
man and a woman.

In a few minutes he learned what had hap-
pened.

It can be explained by this newspaper item
which appeared in the New York Journal
that afternoon:

“Plunge Kills Two In Pact. They had
been married 15 years and were down to
their last dollar. They could not stand
privation, illness, hunger and fear of failure.
And so Samuel Walker, 40, and his wife
Anna, 36, calmly decided, during a long and
dreary night of debate at a New York
hotel, to end their lives together in a sui-
cide pact. Soon after dawn they climbed to
the window of their 27th floor room, and
after saying their last farewells, plunged to
their deaths.”

Had John Longacre, a stranger lying on
his bed 17 floors beneath them, heard the
woman’s dying whisper of farewell to her
husband as she broadcast it into the cosmos
of eternity before passing into the Great Un-
known? Who knows?

THE CHINESE-INDIAN GHOST
A CERTAIN young actress who is mak-

ing good in Hollywood has a strange
secret she tells only to her most intimate
friends. For that reason her name cannot
be mentioned here.

Few people know that her mother was
part American Indian, and that her father
was one quarter Chinese. She looks like a
typical American girl. When she was in her
teens, she went on a vacation trip to Alaska.
She had made up her mind to become a

trained nurse after graduating from school.
While in Alaska, she and several other

(Continued on page 106)
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girls went to see a native fortune teller, an
old woman of mystery who had built quite
a reputation for uncanny predictions. The
moment this young girl walked into the for-
tune teller’'s hut, the old woman stared at
the American girl with admiration.

Then the old mystic dropped on her knees
and lowered her head in homage to the "irl,
muttering something that sounded like:
“Ma-hah-jah.” This was repeated for sev-
eral minutes.

Then the old lady revealed that this girl
was a reincarnated princess who had, years
ago, come from China across the Bering Sea
and whose descendants became American
Indians. She was the first real American
princess.

The young girl had never told her friends
of her Chinese-Indian blood—so she was
greatly taken back by what the old woman
said. How could she know? Later, the girl
came back alone, to see the fortune teller—
and this was the advice she was given:

“Do not become a nurse. Someday you
will be the greatest actress of all times, and
years later, the first lady in the land. So
start at once to prepare. Go to Hollywood
within three years—and fate will make your
path.”

There were other secret instructions given,
which this girl followed out—and up to this
present moment, every one of those predic-
tions has come true . .. and through the
strangest coincidences.

Within five years from now, this girl ex-
pects to win the great Motion Picture
Award. When this happens, she will reveal
her full story to the public—and also tell of
a strange visitation to her room one night—
a womanly ghost which looked like her, but
much older. The apparition wrote a mes-
sage on the mirror—a word in ancient Chi-
nese, which when spoken sounds like “Ma-
hah-jah.”

THE CURSED FOOT

RANZ ROSWALT, the well known

novelist of Berlin, Germany, told this
story recently to a group of writers in New
York City.

When Roswalt was in Germany, he used
to spend his summers in the Black Forest.
One afternoon, a strange old man strolled
by the camp. The old man asked for a crust
of bread. Roswalt fed him—and then the
novelist noticed that the old man wore a
peculiar piece of leather on his right foot.
It was not a shoe—but evidently a covering
to hide a deformity.

Back in Berlin a few days later, Roswalt
described the old man to a friend of his.
“Oh,” said the friend—“you met old Hessen,
the devil's beggar.” Then the friend re-
vealed this story.

Many years ago, Hessen lived near a vil-
lage church. At the entrance to the church
was a collection box in which church-goers
dropped coins for the milk fund for the poor
babies of the community.

One day a rich visitor deposited a gold

BEST FUN, FICTION AND FOTOS



coin in the box. The pastor noticed it Bat
later when the box was opened, the gold
coin was missing. Who was the thief?

Whoever he was, he evidently had been
stealing money regularly, for when the pas-
tor checked up, he found that many outers
had dropped large coins in the box from
time to time; but only small coins were
found when the box was opened each week.

Time passed. The thief could not be dis-
covered. Then one day, Hessen's foot was
crushed in an accident on his farm and he
was taken to a doctor. The doctor tried to
repair it, but in spite of medical science, the
foot grew into a strange deformity, until
finally it became a perfect goat's foot. It
was this strange fact which gave the pastor
his clue. He accused Hessen of stealing the
milk-fund money—and Hessen confessed.

“You see,” explained Roswalt's friend—
“the milk that was purchased for the poor
bebies was goat’'s milk.”

What strange code of justice put this
curse on Hessen? Was it his own con-
science or some holy law of retribution so
often associated with goats? Since the be-
ginning of time, there are records of men
beinf cursed to take the form of goats. It
is still the punishment for thieves among a
certain sect in Africa.

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

To Chakra:

A friend of mine says she attended a spirit
seance where the medium took the finger-
prints of a ghost—and the prints showed no
lines—just a smear. The medium said that
only ghost-fingers fail to show fingerprints.
Is this true?

HELEN BEEMS

Mias Beems: No! People
from a disease CRIlled ‘‘keritasis palmaraa
plantarius,” have soft calluses on their An-
ger tips which shed skin making Angerprint-
ing impossible, as Ioops and whorls disap-
pear. That so-called “ghost” may have been
one of these people. This was probably the
fake mediums alibi for not being able to
produce fingerprints on ghosts known to the
spectators.

To Chakra:
Is it true that the late General Foch of

the World War, predicted the second World
War to the very year?

Dear suffering

MAX GEIM

When the Germans
signed the Armistice in November of 1918.
Koch turned to his aides and said: “Let the
armies stand at ease. The war is postponed
for 20 years " The Armistice was in its 20th
year when the second war started.

To Chakra:

Can you tell me of any individual having
been born with a veil—and whose life has
been miraculously saved against all odds?
I have heard of this veil superstition, but
never knew of any case to indicate its truth.

WILLIAM NEIL

Mr. Neil: There are many. One re-
is Peter Torsiello of New York City

(Concluded on page 108)
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who is alive today although he fell from the
roof of a 11 story building on West 28th
Street. He landed on the luggage compart-
ment of a car parked beside the building,
and his fall was broken.

To Chakra:

My sister and 1 were sure we had seen a
ghost on our front lawn, until our teacher
said we had seen a will-o’-the-wisp. It was
a misty glow about three feet long. It trav-
eled about 35 feet then stopped and disap-
peared into the ground. Do you think it
was a will-o’-the-wisp, or is my teacher try-
ing to console my fears?

JENNIE LEIGH

Dear Miss Leigh: Your teacher is probably
right. This phenomena was caused by phos-
phorous gas arising out of the heavily fer-
tilized soil which had been dampened bv rain.
It appears as a glow rather than a light and

it Is not infrequently seen In the peat bogs
of Ireland, where Irishmen often call It a
banshee.

To Chakra:

A friend of mine who was in Africa, claims
that he saw a medicine man who could pre-
dict death coming to a man, by the color
of his blood. Is this a scientific fact?

KAREN LUFFERS

Yes, this is known to

to darken when Its

Miss Luffers:
science. Blood begins
cells no longer carry oxygen, a condition
which presuges death. Many physicians use
an "'electric eye." to watcti for this condition
when a person Is very low, so the doctor can
administer oxygen before it is too late.
CHAKRA
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HATE'S HAVOC

(Continued from page 79)

sure? Quite sure you have nothing to
talk to me about?”

““Nothing, Doctor.”

“No more gibberish such as | have
been hearing from you these past few
weeks, about dolls and titian hair and
blushes?”

“No more gibberish.
ish, wasn’t it? Tom loves me. | know
that. 1've been a silly, such a silly. I've
really wasted your time, which you
could have given to patients with some-
thing really the matter with them.”

“l daresay,” said Doctor Kendricks
with a chuckle. “And how did you make
this discovery of the obvious— that
Tom loves you?”

“l don’t know. | just woke up this
morning, and just knew it, that's all.
And when Tom called for me this morn-
ing, all 1 had to do was look in his eyes.
Any woman can tell when a man loves
her. Tom’s waiting outside. I've got
to run. ’'Bye, Doctor.

The small girl stood on tiptoe, caught
his shoulders in tiny hands and kissed
the bending Doctor Kendricks on the
cheek. The door closed behind her.

Doctor Kendricks was not surprised
to see it open again, admitting Tom
Grant. Grant closed the door.

“1 told Deirdre it wouldn’t be polite
for me to run off without saying hello,”
he said. “But | guess you know what
I've come for. Of course | understand
how some of it was worked— the vocal
part you let Benita and me in on. But
some of the medical and psychiatric
features puzzled me—"

It was gibber-

octor kendricks chuckled
again.

“Of course,” he said, "and in the first
place, Deirdre was prepared for her vis-
itor of last night beforehand. The prep-
aration took place right here in this
room. A judicious mixture of hypno-
tism and suggestion. The puppet fig-
ures, naturally, you know about. Not
that that was the only method that
could have been used. It just so hap-
pened that Deirdre’s physician was also
an expert puppeteer—the hobby has

given me the relaxation the demands
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THE FIRST TIME OUT. Thaiis s THRILL many of ocr graduate® bars sack
month. Lot 22 years of experience guide TOU. Endorsed by Jack London.

FREE BOOKLE "THE ART OF STORY

WRITING’’ with expla-
nation of ¢

criticism and manuscript sales service. No obligations. Write!

HOOSIER INSTITUTE (E»t. 1917) Dept. 4(73 FORT WAYNE, INEX

WANTED

MEN AND WOMEN TO MAKE ¥ 3Z5S 'S WEEK
latrodactig Hot* Guaroafeed 4 to 8 Months

iysstartatonee! Brand new Ford*tvenprodi
. , Guaranteed to wear from 4 to 8 months
(depending on number of~paiis”wtthout holeA”™ snags or
runs or replaced FBEI.
Doris Jensen, Ill., earn*

D.pt. 160, Hamilton, OnL

EVERY ISSUE OF COLLEGE HUMOR 15c EVERYWHERE
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New homerecobdo’

Its vajndeful

-«ND SOSIMPLE
- PLEASE LtT nt

MBKE fl RECORD.

MAKE YOUR OWN
RECORDS AT HOME

N«w A OOW invention parmits zou io insks a profassimal-Illw
reoordInc of rour own singing. talkin# or instrument playtnfi. Any
oot can Quickly and sully make phonograph rrrords and play
them back at ones. Record your roles or your friend*' Tolce*. ~ If
you play an Instrument, you can make a record and you and irour
menda ‘can hear it as often as you lika. You can also record orches-
tras of favorite radio programs right off the air and replay them
whanerer you wish.

Find Oat If Yoa Have Professional Talent

The movies . . . radio, . . stags In both Broadway and Holly-
wood are seeking new talent.

Before spending mom-v for an audition, make a "home recordM
of your voice or Instrument and mail it _to a reliable agency . .
you might be one of the lucky ooes to find fame and success thru
this easy method of bringing your talents before the proper author-

V'S LOTS OF FUN, TOO!

TouTl get a real thrill out of home recordin% Surprise your
friends by letting them hear your voice as though It were broad-
cast Record a snappy talking feature. Record jokes and you will
become the life of the par Great to help train your voice and
to cultivate speech . . . nothing to practice . . . you “start recording
at once. No other mechanical or electrical devices needed. Every-
thin? necessal Included.  Nothing ebte to buy. Just sing, speak
or play and HOME RECOUDO unit which operatee on any electric
or old” type phonograph will do the recording on ig>eeial blank records
we furnish.  You can Immediately play the records back as often
as you wish. Make your home movie a talkin
HOME RBCORDO. RIrnplv make the record while

back while showing the picture.

OPERATES ON ANY AC OR DC
ELECTRIC PHONOGRAPHS
RECORD PLAYERS
RADIO-PHONE COMBINATIONS
Old or New Type
PHONOGRAPHS and PORTABLES

SEND NO MONEY!

Everything is included. Nothing else to boy
and nothing else to pay. _You get complete
HOME RECORDING UNIT which includes
special recording needle, playing needles. 6
two-sided unbreakable records. éequivalent to
Il records). Also Included guide record at-
tachment cambinatior recording playback unit
suitable for recording a skit, voice, instru-
ment or radio broadcast. Additional | sided
blanks records cost only $.15 per doaen.

COMPLETE OUTFIT

INCLUDING 6 TWO-8IDEO
BLANK RECORDS ONLY

HURRY COIS>0ONS8

8TART RECORDING AT ONCEI

HOME RECORDING CO.
11 West 17th St.,, New York

picture with
ilming and play

Hoim Recording Co., Stndlo KT>
U West 17th Street, New York, N. Y.

Send entire HOME RECORDING OUTFIT (tncludin* * two-
gded records) described ebon by n-turn mail. I will par postman
2.»8 pine postage, on snivel. = (Send cash or moony order nom
tor $3(‘j.00 end rare
tad ..o

aetece-)
dditional recordi at TSc per done.

Address
NOTE: Canadian and Foreign $3.00 cash with order

(Continued from page 109)

of my profession require. It’s strenu-
ous work, probing into the soul.

“It became clear to me, after several
sessions with Deirdre, that unless the
emotions of mingled hate and Ilove
which she was repressing could find an
outlet, an incipient psychotic case
would progress to an active psychosis.
I was not long in grasping the set-up—
the various clues obtained from Deir-
dres’ unwilling revelations were
enough— the hair, the blush, you, Ben-
ita and so forth.

“After that, the problem was merely
how the thing was to be managed.
How was Deirdre to be made to see her
inmost thoughts and desires in action,
and so purge herself of them? For it
was those thoughts and desires that
were making her ill and threatening to
ruin three lives.

“It was necessary to keep Deirdre at
a level of consciousness that would per-
mit her to believe in the reality of what
she was witnessing, and at the same
time prevent her from seeing its falsity.
For this | used a drug— a drug that acts
the same as the toxins of fatigue, that
induces what we call a lowered thresh-
old of consciousness.

“When one is in such a state, tactile
sensations are much exaggerated.
Everything one touches seems large.
And so Deirdre was prepared for the
diminutive size of you and Benita, not
knowing of course that what she
was seeing was merely a puppet repre-
sentation. And by tactile suggestion,
she was made to identify herself with
the puppet that represented her. It
was all real to her, or rather to her sub-
conscious— it was natural then, that
you were all small in the presence of
Death.

“Well, the drama of the subconscious
was acted out with the help of my
assistant and the voices of Benita and
yourself. You escaped. You went to
her. To her, not to Benita. Her sub-
conscious animosity toward Benita was
also acted out. She saw her desire ful-
filled. But your love was certain now,
and her animosity was gone. In short,
she went to sleep in your arms, cured,
and woke up that way this morning.”

“And she’ll never know, Doctor?”



Tom Grant queried hesitantly.

“She’ll have total amnesia for what
happened last night. Marry the girl,
son. You’'ll have nothing to worry
about.”

A minute later the doctor stood at a
window, looking out onto the street.

Deirdre Gray and Tom Grant had
just entered Grant’s car. They leaned
close, kissed.

“Benita Gray can change her hair
back to its original color,” the doctor
murmured. “If I know as much about
the soul as about the mind, that young
fellow from now on would never mis-
take Deirdre Gray for anyone else even
if she was quintuplets.”

THE SCOURGE OF FLAME
(Continued from page 103)

hard’s dress on fire. The droplets of
water on the window sill had been
from Buck Johnson’s gun!

He would have killed Mr. Thorn-
dyke the same way— if nature hadn’t
beat him to it. The night that Thorn-
dyke opened his cottage door to us,
the rain had found the deadly medal
pinned on his chest first.

Then— “Wh-what are you going to
do?” Rima stammered.

“There’s likely to be an accident,”
Buck said. “I think my shop’s going
to burn down. | don’'t care much,
‘cause | got insurance. You ought to
care, though, because you’'re going to
be right in the middle of it.”

| saw his two water pistols tilt. His
focusing eye measured the distance
to the work bench.

“Wait a minute, Buck,” 1 said.
“Wait. | don’t get all of this. Nash
hasn’'t had anything to do with it, has
he?”

Buck shook his head. “He just
hired me to make medals for certain
of his flock, that’s all.”

“And that rich Mr. Cameron who'’s
staying at the hotel— the promoter,” |
said. “Is he an oil promoter, by any ]
chance? I've heard rumors of there'
being oil on the east shore of Lake
Michigan.”

(Continued on page 112)

FISHING

TACKLE
at LOW Prices

Send todayTor New 1940 Catalog Hating thousands

aT KaivVMIna LSnltIM/a fi'n/tlrin “Donnknll Dnnlrni

HERE ARE A FEW MONEY-SAVERS
$17-50 Bamboo Fly Rod, AJu. Case & 2 Tips $8.95
$990 De Luxe Split Bamboo Fly Rod . . . $4.95
$4.00 Split Bamboo Bait Rod, 9A" extra tip $2.85
$3.00 1-pc. Steel Casting Rod, Offset handle $1.89
$2.75 1-pc. 3H' Split Bamboo Casting Rod $1.79
$3.75 Automatic Fly Rod Reel, light weight $2.29
$8.50 Feather-weight Bamboo Fly Rod, VA’ $3.95

$5.00 Double Tapered 30-yard Fly Line . . $2.95
$1.00 doz. assorted snellea Trout Flies doz. 49/
$1.00 doz. Ringed Trout & Bluegill Fliesdoz. 49/

$1.00 assorted 6 floating Bass Bugs, /0 hook 59/
Spalding matched Bobby Jones

steel shafted Woods, 1940 models, ea. $4.95
Spalding matched Bobby Jones

steel shafted Irons, chrome finish, ea. $335

Order any abovespecialsC.0.D. or remit cash. FREE with $8.58
%urchase or more, metal euelled book holder or metal ribbed (part
lessee. Other premiums.

FREE 136-Page Catalog

Tours for the taking. Inrsloshls to
every sportsmen. Contains tbs famous
“ Fisherman's Calender,”

GATEWAY

SPORTING GOODS CO.
131 fiatnraj Bldg. Kansas Crty, Ha.
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Rend for our FREE Market Propensity

Designed to show far which of 2.500 "Paying |
Markets for froe-Uftc* writing you are best |

Bttod. Writ# TODAY! COMFORT WRITER'S SERVICE.
D«pt. 413. St Louis. Mo.

SAMPLES OP REMARK-
FREE ARLE TREATMENT POR

Stomach Ulcers

Due to Gastric Hyperacidity

H. H. Bromley, of Shelburne, Vt.,

writes: “1 suffered for 10 years with

|acid-stomach trouble. Doctors all told

me | had ulcers and would have to

diet the rest of my life. Before tak-

'ing your treatment X weighed H3

pounds and could cat nothing but

soft foods and milk. Now, after tak-

ing Von'a Tablets, | weigh 171

pounds, can eat almost anything and

feel perfectly well.”* If you suffer from Indtsestlou. gastritis, heart,
bum. bloating or any other stomach trouble due to sattrie E)I/Eper—
aadlt?/. you too. should try Too'a far prol relief. Sand for FEES
Samples of this wonderful treatment and details of guaranteed trial
offer. Instructive Booklet is Included- Write

PHILADELPHIA VON

GO, DEPT. 92S-F,
IM Building, Philadelphia,

Pa.



Kidneys Must
Clean Out Acids

Excess Acids nnd poisonous wastes In your blood
ere removed chiefly thru 9 million tiny delicate Kidney
tubes or filters. And non-organic nnd non systemic
disorders of the Kidneys or Bladder may cause Get-
ting Up Nights Nervousness, Leg Pains, Circles Un-
der Eyes, Dizziness, Backache, Swollen Ankles, or
Burning Passages. In many such cases the diuretic
action of the Doctor’'s prescription Cystcx helps the
Kidneys clean out Excess Acids. This plus the pal-
liative work of Cystex may easily make you feel like
a new person in just a few days. Try Cystex under
the guarantee of money back unless completely sat-
isfied. Cystex costs only 3c a dose at druggists and
the guarantee protects you.

DICE. CARDS.

Specialties for Magicians use. Inks.
Shiners. Check-Cop. Daubs. Catalog
ten cents, stamps or coin.

TULL BEOS., Box T, 8allda, Colo

BUSINESS PAYS BEST

TRAIN WITH SPECIALISTS, BE A

Secretary. Soot*! Secretary. Bookkeeper. Accountant. Stenographer.
IVplst, Business ahvav* offers beet opportunity w'th advancement to
executive positions of business and social standing. For TWENTY-
FIVE YEAKS we have specialised In this training—building belter
course* at less crul by Home Stnffii. Write today for testimonial
folder showing, what others hare done. Glee age. occupation and
courses In which interested
PERRY SCHOOLS. BOX 4*2. BRUNSWICK, fIEORQIA.

STATEMENT OIf THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGE-
MENT. CIRCULATION. ETC., REQUIRED BY THE
ACT8 OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AND
MARCH 3. 1933, of Thrilling Mystery, published bi-
monthly at New York. N. Y.. for October 1, 1939. Stale
of New York, County of New York, ss. Before me, a
Notary Public in and for the State and County afore-
said, personally appeared H. L. Herbert, who, having
been duly swom according to law, deposes and says
that he Is the Business Manager of Thrilling Mystery,
and that the following is, to the best of his knowledge
and belief, a true statement of the ownership, manage-
ment, etc., of the aforesaid publication for the date shown
in the above caption, required by the Act of August 24,
1912, as amended by the Act of March 3, 1933, em-
bodied In section 537, Postal Laws and Regulations,
printed on the reverse of this form, to wit: 1. That the
names and addressee of the publisher, editor, managing
editor, and business manager are: Publisher, Better
Publications, Inc,, 22 West 4Sth Street, New York,
N. Y .; Editor, Harvey Burns, 22 West 48th Street,
New York, N. Y.; Managing Editor, none; Business
Manager, H. L Herbert, 22 West 48th Street. New
York, N. Y. 2. That the owners arc: Bettor Publica-
tions, Inc., 22 West 18th Street, New Y'ork, N. Y. ; N. L.
Pines. 22 West 48th Street. New York, N. 3 That
the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security
holders owning or holding 1 per cent or more of total
amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities are:
none. 4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving
the names of the owners, stockholders, and security
holders, if any, contain not only the list of stockholders
and security holders as they appear upon the hooka of
the company, but also, in cases where the stockholder
or security holder appears upon the hooks of the com-
pany as trustee or In any other fiduciary relation,
the name of the person or corporation for whom such
trustee Is acting, is given; also that the said two para-
graphs contain statements embracing affiant's full knowl-
edge and belief as to the circumstances and conditions
under which stockholders and security holders, who do
not appear upon the books of the company as trustees,
hold stock and securities In a capacity other than that
of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to
believe that any other person, association, or corpora-
tion has any Interest direct or Indirect In the said slock,
bonds, or other securities than as so stated by him.
H. L. Herbert, Business Manager. Sworn to and sub-
scribed before me this 1st day of October, 1939. Eugene
Wechsler, Notary Public. My commission expires March
30, 1941.

( Continued from page 111)

Buck nodded. “You guessed right.

Most everybody around here has
heard about it, but they don’t take
it seriously. Now me, I've seen oil

floating on the top of the swamp
that adjoins the Thorndyke place and
Widow Shephard’s farm. | tried to
buy the land legitimately, but they
wouldn’t sell.”

“So you killed Thorndyke in order
to deal with his widow while she was
grief-stricken and didn't know what
she was doing,” | told him.

“That’s the idea,” he said. “And I'll
get my hands on the Shephard prop-
erty as soon as | can see young Wally
Shephard, who’s away at school. Now,
are you talked out? Because the next
thing you’ll be saying is ‘ouch’!”

| sprang to the right, hit Rima with
my shoulder, knocked her to the floor.
My right hand went out across the
bench, seized a pair of heavy tin snips.
And at that same moment, a sheet of
blue-white flame leaped up from the
work bench. As | turned toward Buck
Johnson, | saw his pistols streaming
water at the little lumps of potassium
on the bench.

He sprang backward toward the
door. | knew he must have some way
of locking us into the white-hot oven
he had made of his shop. | jumped
after him, saw that | didn't have a
chance, raised the tin snips and threw
them with all my strength.

The snips hit Buck Johnson in the
chest with such force that he stag-
gered sideward, missed the door. |
had cut him off!l | came in close. He
bobbed down to the floor, came up
with the tin snips. He had them by
the blades. | knew | couldn’t escape
the blow from the heavy shears, but I
ducked anyway, grabbed him at the
knees.

I had him off balance, so that when
the shears fell, they glanced off the
left side of my neck. The deflected
shears must have struck a nerve, be-
cause instantly my left side seemed
completely paralyzed. | went down
on the floor on top of Buck Johnson,
my lashing right fist connecting again
and again with his face as he fought
madly to hack at me with the shears.



Then very suddenly it was over. |
tugged the snips out of his hand,
threw them across the room. The fin-
gers of my right hand dug into his

throat. | had him where | wanted
him now. He was such a scrawny lit-
tle man, | could have throttled him

with five fingers.

Perhaps | would have, if the door
hadn’t been burst open at that moment
by Constable Harris and some of the
other townspeople who were attracted
by the fire which had broken out along
the shop’s wall.

They dragged Buck Johnson and me
out of the blazing room, still strug-
gling. There had to be an explana-
tion, of course. 1 told them what I
knew, and Rima chimed in which some
of her chemistry.

As we walked away from the burn-
ing building, away from Buck John-
son who was even now fighting against
Harris’ handcuffs, the wealthy Mr.
Cameron who had registered at the
hotel came down the street, swinging
a briefcase in one hand.

“Beg pardon,” he said politely, stop-
ping Rima and me. “But could you
tell me where | can find one Buck
Johnson, who now owns the Thorn-
dyke property? That is, so | have
been given to understand.”

“Yes,” | said. *“His address is going
to be the jail house for the next month
or so. After that, | suspect you'll have
to call on him in hell.”
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| Am Getting Ready to Earn More Money
... Preparing for a Bigger lob

I am a student of the American School, Chicago.
A little more than half way through my course—
already my increased knowledge has brought me
promotion as a result of the hour or so a day |
have been spending getting acquainted with the
principles of the work | enjoy. | use only part
of my spare time, so it doesn't interfere with
my home and social life, and certainly helps me

on the job.
You Can’t Win

If You

I have been surprised at the practical manner
in which even advanced work is explained. It
is a lot easier than | had expected. | only wish
I had started this plan of getting ahead a few
years earlier. But when | was 18to 201 felt pretty
sure of myself. | didn't take enough stock in
what more experienced people tdla me about
the importance of being thoroughly trained for

the job I wanted.
Don't Try

American School, Dept. G338 Drexel Ave. at 58th St., Chicago

COT ALONG THIS LINK ..o s

Try a Lesson Yourself— No Obligation

American School, Dept. &35S, Drexel Ave. at 58th St., Chicago

I have checked the hue of work fo which | would like a Rood Job. Pleaae send me without expenao or obtt-
gatlon on my part a oopy of your Uulletlu and an early lesson In the Odd | bare Delected.
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Diesel Engineering

Drafting and Deeigning

Electrio Refrigeration

Heating, Ventilating,
Plumbing
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Inci. C. P. A. Coaching

High School

Highway Engineering

Air Conditioning O
Architecture
Automotive EnginMrint
Automobile Repairing
Booklet aping and
Coat Accounting
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CNN Engineering

G Aviation
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Slem ..

O Law

Liberal Arts (College)
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BUY DIRECT FROM ME and SAVE OVER ONE-HALF

Act now— if you leant to get
the GREA TEST B.\KGAINS
EVER OFFERED in late
model standard office size
ivorld famous typewriters.
My DIRECT-TO-YOU plan
brings you these late Stand-
ard Make Typewriters at
SENSATIONAL LOW
PRICES at lesH than I/z
infrs. oris:, price. Home even un low
an £2f.9()—lesH than 1/3 mfrH. orifc.
price! Because | deal Direct With You

because | have no salesmen, no
branch offices, no expensive stores and
showrooms | ~ive you TREMEN-

IKH S SAVINGS on whatever standard make
Utc model typewriter you choose.

ALL STANDARD MAKE
LATE MODEL TYPEWRITERS

Here's your money savin* opportunity of a
lifetime  Think of It — you get typewriters
that cost up to $110 for less than \* the
mfrs. orlg. price- with ain«7.ing savings up
to $72.60. Take your pick | NDEIIWOOI)

HOY Al/— KEMINdTuN—L  C SMITH—
WOODSTOt K I have them all All with
up-to-date features and FULLY GUARAN-
TEED. fompletely Reflnlahed ami Rebuilt
with many late Improvements. Ho not con-
fuse these fine late model standard office
size typewriters with old. inferior models or
portables. | ship you only GUARANTEED
Late Model Standard make machines at new
sensationally Low ROCK BOTTOM PRICES.
I TAKK ALL THE RISK on my 10-day No
Money Down Trial Plan—the t%/pewriter you
select’ must sell itself on straight merit test
and you are the sole Judge.

OVER 200,000 SATISFIED

BOUGHT TYPEWRITERS DIRECT FROM ME

offer you—the Ten Day Trial. No
money down. MONEY BACK GUARANTER and shipment on approval—I
have served over 200,000 customers all over the world. 1 give the savings of

Through the same Holden Rule Policy |1

my direct-to.you plan to you, my ouitomw.

-ny Personal Money Back Guarantee, backed by over a quarter-million assets

md 30 years of fair dealing.

10-DAY TRIAL

NO MONEY DOWN
ROLL-AWAY SECRETARIAL EASY TERMS ABA OW50c Wi«

TYPEWRITER STAND

Money-Back Guarantee

Yea, | mean It! | will ship you whateTer
late  model standard make typewriter you
choose IN DKRWOOD, ROYAL. REMIND-
TON. L. C. SMITH or WOODSTOCK—at
my own rl>k so you can try It in your own
home or office for 10 days. Don’'t even pay
one cent down—the typewriter cornea to you
strictly on approval, and must satisfy you on
Its merit alone! You are the sole judge—no
salesman, no pressure—no obligation to buy
—Ship the typewriter back at my expense If
you wish. Only when you have thoroughly
convinced yourself that you have the biggest
value ever offered—and only then—say, "1'll
keep the machine.” Use easiest terms yet—
as little as 50c a week (only 8 a day) o
$2.00 a month 1

FREE Complete VAN ZANDT
TOUCH TYPING COURSE
On t:]is salle I give you FEEE this famous
: i 9 lesson Home Study Course, so you
Yours FREE with typewriter you select complete ! y Lourse, S0 y

: : B can learn to type quickly and easily. SEND
on this price smasl’w)mg sale.  Makes COUPON below o all “details and~ BIG

every typewriter portable. ALL Metal, FREE CATALOG in natural colors — NO

mounted on casters. Can he moved by :
touch of finger. Big working. surface, OBLIGATION—Mail Coupon today!

strong, compact, rigid, attractive, light

weight.  Aak for details. SEND COUPON FOR BIG
FREE CATALOG!

CUSTOMERS HAVE Mr. W. F. Clausing. President.

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE
231 W. Monroe St., Chicago. Illinois. Dept. 388

Please send WTTHOTTT OBLIGATION complete
Illustrated FREE CATALOG IN COLORS, abow-
Ing late model Standard TYPEWRITERS at tre-
mendous savings, with no money down and 10-day
Trial. Also Free Stand and Touch Typing coarse
, offer.

— e ——

You can buy with confidence on

—— D) —

SEND COUPON NOW WHILE STOCK IS COMPLETE I NBIME oot |

Don’'t buy a typewriter until you get my FREE BIG COLOR CATALOO show- | Address |

ing all late standard make typewriters

at amazing smashed pricesl NO |

OBLIGATION—It costs nothing lo see—so fill out coupon and mall today- TOWN .o State.
while tills sensational money saving sale lasts. -J



Above AN ACTI/AI.COLOR PHOTO*
graph. A. B. Mize of North
Carolina grew gome of the
finest tobacco he ever raiaetl
— thanks to | .S. Government
methods.

TOBACCO EXPERT !

U. S. Gov't methods have made tobacco better than
ever . . . and Luckies buy the choicer grades/' says
James Walker, 19 years an independent buyer.

Q. What are these methods of Uncle Sam’s?”

Mr. Walker: "They're scientific ways of improv-
ng soil and plant food.. . that have helped farmers
grow finer tobacco in recent years.” '

Q. "And that's what has made tobacco better?”

Mr.W: "The best in 300 years . .. even though
crops do varV with the weather.”

(/. A ou say Luckies buy the 'Cream of the Crop’?”

Mr.W :"They sure do. That’'s why they're the 2-to-I

choice of independent experts —warehousemen,
auctioneers, buyers. I've
smoked them 10 years.”
Try Luckies for a week.
You'll find that the "Toasting”
process makes them easy on
your throat—because it takes
out certain harsh irritants that
are found in all tobacco.

You'll also find out why . ..

WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO
BEST— IT’S LUCKIES 2 TO 1



