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HOMIE RECQRIK). record.
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or Instrument
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Test Your Voice At Home!

Before spending momey lor am awilition, mahke a “home record” of your
voice yr mugicall instrumsjid amd mail it to a reliable agency .. . you might
be one of the lurky ona:~ to {mid fame ami success thru this ea~y medinad of
bringing your talentts before tne proper wuthorities

IT'S LOIS oF FUN 106! HAYE RECORIDING BARFIES!
You'll it a real theilli Nt of Thowill™ 131 ORI X1§. Surprriser imar friends ko KR
ilniii hear \our A«a> nr pla\img mgHit Lrsi a record. Kecord i snapgh talking

l___

feature. Rmordl jHk~ giiid Ikt oo tine llife of tihe party  <mat te help tram jouwr
Voire andl to cullt i\ate- spece h  NorLliink t« prmin e v stamt riobdling: at Glkiv
no other mechamisadl i cuéineall -1e\ n«x needed! everNLlitng nece:ssams  nncluded.

Noti lnlige else to by JilsQ MHEK. speimh kopripFhaxacami H{INOXEK R ICKETIZN RN b ddinitss williili
operates om am ¢ bhebtrni* aegrnbld t Mpr-phhomegngadh wwilldsl4 hthe-eoebird digaikpspecial
Idank records we furmish Vi ram innieshatteln plax tln- records bark as oftem as
you wish Make »otir loenm imeNie a talking picture withh HOMK IRK<QRI o Simply
make tln- record while fitiniud amit phi> tM- k whille showimg; tlo- picture

\ >1 LTI TREEE INCMUDIMG 1T XIW 6o SIDKD 9
G’GML l‘i“:lrli‘ (all ITIFIIII' HLAN K RE<CORIDS ONIA $2l 8
IBvenytthing is included! Nothing else o Luiv and nothing «f=w to pay  Yow kvt
vompllete 11oMIK: ICEE ORI NG U MU' winieh  includes. speeml  roeomlliitz  diecdlo
playing needles. I two sided nubrcakaMl: records Also guide rivrd and spirai
feeding attac huieiit amil oiimfunatt ion recording amil jplhayback unit suitalif- for
recording A ki, )ik, tost rumi-nt idin bheni si AMMETIIORA L £ SELED

BWLANK IRKEWD HMS OOKT (»M1.Y 370 dliizietl.

SEND NO MOMNIEY! N[ RRY (COL'PON! STAR T RECORDING AT ONCE!
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HOME. RECQKIHNG CO.,
Studie K. 130 Weik Itk S

Bealers Write!

N York, N. . Reliable deslers are
ew Tor v imvited to 'wrlle for
Semd entiif- MOME REKCOMMING OUTHEIT linicludinta full pertticutars.

12 iworsitded wimordx: il M) ihed ML hy Htuni malk
will pay pemtmian A2 vS plus poxtMRe. om arriwall i Send
fash @ minify «mbt 1w fin 8200 ami sax  postiugy +

OI'KRATHIN ON ANY A.C. OR D>C,
KLKCTRIT FHONOGKAPIIS

Name .
KK(CORID PLAVKKS
Addiess .. RADIO-PHONO COMBINATIONS
Old Or New Type
TYPE OK KFHON(MKAFII | FHONOfIRAPHIS and POKTAHLKS

OR RECORD PLANY KR )
NOTE: Cuimilian and Foreign $i oo rash with onler. HOME RECORDING co.

e G - — — — ——— — —— — —— 130 West 17th Street, New York, N. Y,



Fhving Blind-Séc

TROPIC DOWNPOWR BRINGS ADVINTURE TO ROUTINI FLIGHT

OLEN V. ANDREW

© 1 bad fowe four friends oves
te Lihus, on the island of Kauai,
for a weekend of camping on the
beach,” writes Olea V. Andrew,
P. ©. Box 3295, Hoseluly, T. H.

9 *We broke camp at three o'clock Mon-
day morning, packed our dunnage in the
plane and crawled in for the 100-mile hop
back to Homolwlu, all of it being over
water. There was no moon, but the night
was clear when we started. Five minutes
later...

0 ¥...we ran into a driving

rainstorm. I couldn’t fly over it,

I didn’t have proper instru-

memts for filying through it, so

the only thing to do was to get down

low and keep visual comttact with the water. But
it kept getting darker, the rain fell harder and
harder, till we couldn't see the water below us.
1 handed my big ‘Eveready’ fite-cell filasthlight do
the fellow in the co-pillot’s seat, told him to hold
it out the window and flash it below...

0 . ..and there was the sea, only four feet be-

low us! Those long Pacific rollers were almest lapping at the wheels! My heart
skipped a beat to think how I had brought five people within inches of their
doom! Certainly it was the power of those 'Eveready’ jfeshh DATED batteries
that saved us all, and that kept us safe above the sea for the next half hour till

the storm lifted. You can take it from me, ... . / / .
I don’t fiy without ‘em. v m/( :‘ ,é ; <

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42na STRLET, NIW YORK, N, ¥,
Uniivtod Usd b0 Qardide (MR ATad Ckzbih @ rpeiiasoal tK™
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Vel. X, No. 3 May, 1939‘_ Price 10c
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Five Thrilling Short Stories
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Special Feature
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Leam fo-Make$30,/50) 760 Weels

| will train you at home for good spare
time and full time JOBS IN RADIO

E. SMITH.
President.
National Radiio
| mftiitute

Ejitabllihad
23 yeom.

Many Radio Experts Make
$30, $80, $78 a Week

ADIQ broadecasting stations emn-

ploy engineers, operatm, ata

tiom managers ana pay well for
trained mem Fixing Radio sets in
spare time paya many $200 to $500
a year—fall time jobs with Radio
Jobhers. manufacturers and dealers
a8 mueh as $30. $X), $7 a week,
Many Radio Exparts opem full or
part time Radio sates and repair
businesses. Radieo manufacturers
apd jobbers employ testers, limgpec-
tory. foremen., eAgimewrs, service-
hen in good-pay johs with oppor-
tunities fofF advameement. Auvtome-
Bile. polies. aviation, commereial
Radio>, Jauadzpeaker gyutemn 2re
Rewer fdielérs offering good GpperHy:
Rities nAYw aRd tor the tuture Tela:
¥izioh promifsea 6 opeh Many $oed
%66& a00h. Mem I trained have gosd
ght {h these Dranehes ot Radig
Read how they got tlielr jobs. Mail
£84poR.

Many Make 35, $10, $18 a
Week Extra In Spare Time
While Learning

The day y=u enroll I itart sending Extra
Money Jdob Bheets, abow you bow to do
Radio repair jobs. Throughout your tm-nlng
1 sead planr apd mmtieﬁa thal Pade good
spare Hie momey—dA te !é@@:fef BuR:
reds. wiille learning 1 send Yoo tpeqal
Radlo cquipment 1o condust sxpemmenls and
Build elrsuits Tilg 50-30 method of training
maice learning at home Interesting, fascinat-
1R practical I ALSO GIVE TOU A
MODERN PRAFESSIONAL ALIAWAVE
AM. PURPOSE RADIO SET SERVICING
INSTRUMENT to help yon milke good mahey
i Hadios wiile learning and oauip you
for full time jobs after graduation.

Find Out,What Radio Offers Yea

Act Today Mill the coupon new for “Rich
Rewards in Radie ™ ft's fres to any fellow
over 06 years old It paints out Radio‘s soars
time end full time appartunities end thess
eoming 15 Televisien, tells about my &raining
in Radla and Televizion : shows 7oa lstiers
from Hen 1 tfimﬂd\ nlllm what they are
doing ami PFigd eut what die
aifers YOF* MML COUPON i 80 envelops,
6F paste 0B & peAtErd=—RIOW|

J. E. SMITH,
President
National Radio
Institute,
Dept. GES
nginmm,

- .

J, E SMITH. President
Natlonal Radie Institute, Destl OEOS
Washinfiten. D. C.

Pear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me. send "TRb# Rewarids in Radio.'’ lgg
point$ out spare {ims end foll time opportunitiss tn Radio explnlnlng U
methed of training men at home in spare time to become Radlo Experts, (Please

write plainly.)
i Neme ... ... .. .. .. .. . ...
Addr.ad L
b o
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SKINNY ?
THOUSANDS GAIN
I0TO 25 POUNDS
THIS QUICK EASY WAY

Read how thin, tired-out, nervous,
rundown people hewe gained health
.
and strength— qauiakd

ARE you ashamed to be seen in a bathing suit,

because you're too skinny and scrawny-look

ing? Are you often tired, nervous—umable to eat
and sleep properly?

Then here's wonderful news! Thousands of

skinny. rundown men and womem have gained

10 to 25 pounds, new pep, new popularity—with
thissclentificvitamin-rnch formula, Ironized Yeast.

Wihy it builds up so quick
Scientists have discovered that coumtless people
are thin and rundowmn—tired, cranky, washed -outt
—anly because they don't get enough Vitamin B
and fron from their dally food. Without enough
of these vital subgiances you may lack appetite
and not get the most body-building good out of
what you eat.

Now you get these exact missing substances in
these marvelous little Ironized Yeast tablets. No
wonder, then, that they have helped thousands of
people who needed these substanees to gain new
naturally attraetive pounds Aew health and pep;
wmﬁ}lopulamy and sueeess—often A just 8 few

Make this money-back test

Get Ironized Yeast tablets from your druggist today.
If with the first package you dom't eat better ami
KiKEL, better. with much more strength and pep—If
you're not convimoes! that Iromized Yeast willl give you
the Rew poumds., new energy amd life you'we lomged
for. the price of this first package promptly refunded.

But just one warming!' Pue to the success of

lromiz-d Yeast. a number of cheap, Inferior substi-
tutes have sprumg up (if courxe inferior substitytes
do not give the same results. $o insist em gendine
Ironized Yeast Look for Uie letters 1Y stamjrdl 6a

each tablet: . .
Special offer!

To start thousamds building up their health rijjtit
away, we make this spedial offer. Purchase a pockage
of lronized Yeaxst tablets at onoa, cut out Uie senl 61
toe box amd maill it to us with a clipping of this para
grn . We willl send you a fascinating new beok 6n
ealth. ‘"New Kacts About Your Body.” Remember,
results wilth the first packagy—or money refunded. At
all druggitits. lronized Yeast Co., lne, Depr. T
Atlanta, Ga:
Fune IN BN THE 6808 Witk HBUR, every Sudda
Exening. See your |eeall paper for time and StAHISH:

Gains 14 s — Gaint12 bs.,

n 5 Weeks admired now

“ll wialsa =m0 "Wk losing

skitnay I weightt and

didn"t want p. Thep |

to go out Fi- got Nropized

nally, 1 tried Yeast. In 8

1RONIZKD weekkss 1

YEAST. In gaioned 12 I6i,

flvé Weeks I e and am fult

gainit 14 1bs. Now | go out p. Everybody admires my
fegularly. tiave gbdd Umesf™ mm 195 7 Raloh Lowmar
iriR Eehiard. Barberien. 6: AFlIRKOR, Wash,
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Femphiti Doe nl
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iii this country and abroad.

F,
& w&mtmt/w j

The Nevada gold mtine, the lumbeY.camp in the
Texas refimery, the West coast Diesfet " mdnufac
great motorship bound {ortieOrient... ALL nn

men.. .anddHemphillijraddiates weht odi fase jobs—j
H. D. S. men-—before and since have gonaiorwither

north, the big
g plant, the
atpad Diless)
as other
qeael jobs

WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOW MORE ABOUT
DIESELS and DIESEL TRAINING?

On the map above you see pictured only a
few of the ways ana places Diesel engines
are used today. li you would like t6o kiow
fore about Diesels . .and see interesting pic-
tures of new and unusual applications of
Diesel powet, send fhe coupon for your free
eopy ot "Mareh of Diesel.”

You will also see eight full pages of pictures
of Hemphill Diesel students leaming Diesel

by working on and operating actual Diesel
engines . .. from small stationary power plants
to huge motorahip Diesels.

Day or night courses are open to you, or you
can start at home and obtain your practical
shop training in any one of the eight Hemp-
hill schools. To get complete information . ..
and your free "March ot Diessll".,
coupon NOW.

.send the

HEMPHILL DIESEL SCHOOLS

Diesell and Diesel-Electfic—Full-Time Residemt Coutses
]

HEMPHILL DIESEL SCHOOLS

Pwase send my lree copy of "March of Diesel” bockie! and in-
lormation on Hemplidi Diesel thatiming

AGE. . _
STREET ——— . e
STATE ______ . =

O Yow Cam Start Your Training at Home

Send Coupon to Nearest Address

BOSTON --« 124 Brookhne Avenue
NEW YORK - ~- 3883 :0Qaens 8Ind/ ALl Cityry

DETROIT - - - 2348 Westt Lalayette Blivd
CHICAGQ - - » 20380 Uarrabieae Stieed!
MEMPHIS - -.. 449 Monroe Avenue

1LOS ANGELES =.--22000 S Feeraawito RRll.
SEATTLE - - -
VANCOUNER, B C -

SIS Dexter Aver.ue
= 1367 Geanville St




Curved, ?
shockproof“’
GOLD PLATE FRONTY
watch with all the color
and charm of natural yelliow
molld. Stainless back Atcurate.
GIUARAN by a faimous
1,000.000 PAr enclosed.
atch is yours
FRE®XE of extra
charge wil
| nog ord
" and
within ome yssr on
our now sasy two 52
Fla/ p.mntnl-n. (Total
.) Remember
e thecoﬂofﬂh\ewsu:h
is mcl.nded in the price
of the ring . .. You Pay
Extra for the wadcih] soL.
» for Cradit... We trust you! No red
Welll ship at once. TEN DAY FREE TRIAL
| Postcard or Coupon NOW . Send No Money
with order! Y our package comes by RETURN MANIL

IESENSANSNENFOTUREO FERES
COLO STANDARD WAYCH €O.. Dept. X-964
i MASS. wuEH oFrte

iwrted
£]) Lady's Model & Mao s Model
NAME.

ADDRES

4

WANTEID AT ONCE1
Mother ({7108
Pau'louc lcrad

l.llgillﬂllliﬁliiliil
Coraie oF any subjret,

SONG POEMS ==::+2

ua your original poem taday (pr immediate aonsiderati

RICHARD BROS., 74 Wooda Bidg.. CHICAG(D. LLINOIS

FOR SPARE TIME STUDY

%1 10Fiblaldh) 66y AW e AT vadre- Intpre-
We place graduatex at up tn_ 113
mooth, plus expemses to start, or Lifid ratimitum

Men 19 to 50 eligile. Splendld Opportunities

tree Booklet.
tandard Ausinesa Tralnlng Institute. Dlv. 83505 Buffalo. N. Y.
tandard Buslnes* Training Iwtltute. Dlv. 8505. Buffalo. N. Y.

—————— e,

Dombie the life of your
coat and vest with eorrectly
mitzh&d panta. 100, 000 petéernie.™
palr Band tailored to youF maasuFe

Oui mneb seit FREE for your O. K. béefere
panta are made. Fit fuarantsed. 8and plese
of cloth or vest today.

SUPERIOP MATCH PMT! CANPANY
209,9. State §t. Dapt. 625 Chicagn

i 1117
Vivjsin

WU DSTOCK Bdioes]

Winner . Most World's #Tg———
Schooll Contestlss =
EASY TERMS —FiEE TRHIAL
WRITL FOR UTIRATURS ORPN. B-38:

| WOODSTOCK TYPEWRITER OO, WOODSTOCK, M. |

DIFFERENT

i

Thet's the Word for

Gripping Tales of the Uncanny

15¢ AT ALL STANDS




THOUSANDS NOW PLAY WHO

NEVER THOUGHT

THEY COULD

Rea this typicsl letter

from one of our students

X EES. just like thousands of others whe 4 ht
¥ prudic war hard. this man got the surprise of hi
life whem he tried thia easy way to learm music at
home. Amd no wonder" Instead of monmths of tedious
study .md practice. he found himself actually pleyimg
real tunes in the very first few weeka! He didn't be-
lieve it Whi possible and his friends could hardly

believe their ears whem they heard him.

But read this unsolicited letter for yourself. He writes:

") QEACIed yAUF PIARG BUFS® just 18 Rave something
ta H te pass the time evenings whem | waws heme. 1
didmt evem drearh that 1 eould actwally learm to
play withowt & teacher, beeause | had alwaya hesrd
that it eouldnt be dome. 1 cowldmtt afford a teacher,
no 1 dida't think it wouwld do e amy harm to take
your course.

“\WHem 1 received the lessons | took the {imstremtmneous
net .- finder and struck the notes right off. I con-
sidered this just killing time. but you cam immagine
my vurprise whem after three or four weeks 1 found
that | eould actwallly play real tumes something I
would never have believed possible without previous
knowledge of musie,

"“NWoww, whem 1 play for peoplie they willl hardly believe
that | learned ta play so welll with just a eorrespond-
ence cowise in sa Bhort a time.

“I am getting now to thk poimt where evem the hard-
est music holds no terrors for me. Amy persom who
takes your piano course amd studies it canmet h+lp
but learm to play, because it co:vus everything they
could ever wamt to know om the sub

ibhnet)) ‘b’l C 5., Calif.

FREE PROOF it's fun ... it's easy ... it's inexpensive

to learn the U. S.

!umrmd Frienda

ﬁ mat my maeaﬁ
iFE ElFEiI aumme-
farent 128 1 ilroaﬂy play
1 am VERY hippy to have chosen
your mptiiod of learning

*B F. Bremx. N Y.

Easy to Wnderstand
The mannae¢ in which the rarlou%
lessons arr  Fit:inlmad W very
helpful ae well s interesti It
maker ore fral Foat (Lo fxsd
HoR 1 heipe &0en g wrsaﬁ
W W Fletite

School Way

Wihiicth instrumemt would you like to play* The
plan®,. violin, guitar, saxophoms, accerdiom ? Never
mind if you domt know ome note fram gnother.
Don't worry abowt “talent.” Amd forget all you
have ever henrd abewit tediows study and praetiee.
Here's proof you cam learm quickly at hame - with-
g&ﬂ teacher, 1R spare time and at amazingly little

It’'s easy as A-B.C. It's FUN : You learn to play by
{:ymg Send at ence for the Free Dernonstration

ssom that shows HOW. Amd the handsame illus-
trated besiitit that give- compllete imformation.
Just malll the coupem. ([estruememts supplied when
needed, cash or credit.) V' S. Schedll of Music, 2946
Brunswicik Bldg.. New York. N. Y. Forty-firat year.
(Eant. 1898.)

GET @EM@N§?'MT'1‘BN LES38N ANB BOOKLET

[ Ug8 Behenl of Music.

245 Brunawick Bldg.. New York, N. V.

1 Without cost of ohlteation &9 me please send M8 Yeur
| free illustrede) Hisixi 8Ad hrmam Fation Idon. ahew-

tnr how 1 run learn at home to play mo IRStFUmaNt
| checked beiuw (b you hive IRskrukigut f )
\ Plane Himwalian Trumpet Orums and

I Velim Gulsr  Hiap Timegs
L

|

i

—

amo Kecordion BaNje - Elarinet

el
i e M:m aln v uI ) odarn %ggan-_
e 5 %re«ssno oatl EAle

Neme i

—— e

L Atias e, i

‘Actusil pypilt wabsee oR repjent.PilRickiressptadd b prelsitiamal. mod> I ey | . Suite R™ ... i



0id Line Legal

Per $1000 of

onLY -/ PER MONTH

Reserve Life Insuranee

Insurance at Age of 21*

Here Are Low Rates

At Your Age for POSTAL'S Famous

Age Age Age
21 $ .77 | 30 97| 39
22 79131 1.00] 40
23 8132 1.03}41
24 83133 1.06]42
25 85|34 1.09} 43
26 87|35 11344
27 90136 1.16] 45
28 92137 1.21] 46
29 .95]138 1.25]| 47

or semi-annually

minimum amowmts issued are:
46 to 55, $1,000.

orithly Premium, less the 9'A% Guaranteed Dividead
(at the nearest birthday) per $1,000

A further saving is made by paying premium amnually

SOwing to low rates at which this policy is offered, the
ages 21 to 45, $L,500;

MODIFIED “4™ POLICY

Rates shewn Iin table are

Age
129! 48 1.87 one half permament rates
1.35| 49 1.95 beginning the fifth year.
139150 2.04 Own all the Life insurance
14551 215 yon need! This OIld Line,
15152 227 Legal Reserve Policy offers
1.57|53 2.39 Cash amd Loam values:
1.64{ 54 253 Automatic Premium Pay-
1.70 | 55 2.66 ment clawse; Guaranteed
1.79 9Y2% Dividend and all

Standard Provisions.

Ask us for full detaiis today!
Don'tdelay! Insurance is vital!

POSTAL LIFE

OP NEW YORK
has paid out more than

*48,000,000.00

to its policy holders and
beneficiarims during
thirty-three successful
years,

If this policy does not fit your
needs, Postal issues other

standard forms, men or wom-
en, ages 10-to 60.

SEND COUPON NOW
siaiRaiivia

Postel Life Insurance Company
511 Fifth Ave., Dept.M-508
New York, N. Y.

Send me without obligation complete
informatiom abowt your low cost
Maodified "4 Policy at my age.
Date of Birth.
Name .,........

Street.
Clty

State

Organized as a Legal Reserve Life Insurance Company under laws of State of New York in 1905




CANDID CAMERA

CATCHES CO-EDS
In Every Issue Of

COLLEGHE
HUMOR

GAVER ANID GEMWNDER
THAN_ EVER

15¢c
AT ALL STANDS

chre You Wavried
cAbourt Yo [odio:

If you have a career prob-
lem, do not rely on fortune
telling or blind chance

It is unfair to gamble with
your future. You are not a
pawm om the checkerboard of
Fate.

Find out what is amiss.
Ix-arm about yotr cosmie birth
gifta. Use your emdowmenty
as a wedge to get what you
wamt. The gateway of oppor-
tunity is open.

At this very momsmt “'suc-
ceaa vibrations" ame beling
generated through planet-
ary trine in the zodiacal
sigms which rule money
#nd employment,

With such rful all) this is the psychalogieal
time to go after & good job or to try for a raise of
salary.

But there are other astroiogical factors. so you owe
it to yourself to know the value of your solar horo-
;wbpc an & preliminary to further wialysis. Use coupun
elow.

ELLEN R McKEON. 22 West 48th Street. Mew York. N. Y.
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for my brother."—E. B,
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men no smarter than you go up the ladder of
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minutes of your time cach day, with L.aSalie Training
in Accountancy. may fit you to make more than you
perhaps ever tnought possible.

We offer to send you EREE proof. Yes, offer
evidence that you can increase—perhajs even double
or triple your income. AH we ask you to do is mail
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training; shows how simple arid
easy it is to learn, and the re-
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le coupom without a mo-
ment’s delay.

LASALLE -
EXTENSION
UNIVERSITY
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Please send me, free of all cost or obligation. your
48-page, illustrated book, “Accountancy, the Profes-
sion That Pays." telling about the profession of
accountancy and your training for successin that fiidd.
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He gibtleredd as he stared al sommtbhingg beside which he kmelt

Wiith the Ghost of a Dead Mam as His Foe, a Daring American
Is Catapulted Into Waiird Batttle!

By WARD and JOHN HAWKINS

Auitfooss of “Mbbinoe Eor Muwndter,” "HRetith Has Nw Waitee,” efic.
CHAPTER 1 something about her that caught at his
throat as she stood there facing the
increasing force of the wind, her
dress molded against her body and her

Mundbdar in the Rain

Ml ETER RADCLIFF leaned his
nw slender, well knit body against

the stone railing and stwdied
Valerie Galloway, his foster sister,
who stood beside him. There was

hair streaming behind her in a shim-
mering pennant,

There was an expression of exul-
tance in her wide green eyes, in her
quivering nostrils and in the way her

A Complete Novel of an Island of Blood
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Peter Radcliff |s Suddenly Plunged lnte

head was tautly lifted. She seemed to
be listening to the wind's voice, and
to joy in what it said.

“He's coming!” she cried suddenly.
“There! There!”

Am amused smile showed faintly en
Radcliff's clean-cut face as he swung
his eyes beyond the harbor below
them, beyond the spray-covered reefs
and into the last rays of the sun.

Giant, burnished clouds reared on
the westerm horizon, swept toward
them on the strong arm of the wind.
Beneath the clouds lay deep shadiows,
broken only by the white lines of
shredded wave-crests.

Suddenly he, too, saw it. A patch
of white—a close-reefed sail! Valerie

had been right. Eric Stromm was
coming! Tie half-brother he had
never seen. Amd it was joy in that
coming that he saw in his foster
sister’'s eyes.

Breathlessly they watched until the
ship reached the reefs. There it
seemed to poise for an everlasting meo-
ment before it plunged straight inte
the foam-lashed whitecaps. It looked

A heapy gum in Strormrss hand swumg af
the cringog figwre of Madl Wiill just as
Radblliff eertiered

———————
————
——

as if the gallant ship wewld surel
crash full inte the faee of the eliff.
But at the last mewment it veered and
skimmed diagenally dewn 3 RATOW,
1‘"1“@?; e?_a@n_ﬂetl-. : ;?Q’“%" IQHEEE‘EBH]@H%
ater, it §1id 1ht8 the camparative qul
ot the harbef. g ¢ quie
Valerie Galloway was gene when

An Aura of Fear Penetrates the E&fie




the Midst of Grim South Seas MHorror!

Radcliff turned to speak to her. She
was a fllging figure running down the
winding stairway to the dock. For a
moment she vanished into the dark-
ness, but the next was on the dock that
gleamed like a bone in a grave ot deep
shadows.

That thought came umconsciously
to Peter Radcliff, an eerie thought in
keeping with the weirdness of this

whole island to which Fate had
brought him. It was a waiflike bit of
land in a storm-tossed sea, with an
awe of fear hovering in its very atimos-
phere that Radcliff could not define.

His lips twisted a little wryly as he
saw Valerie rush to the tall man who
strode to her on the dock. Themn their
figuress were merged. Eric Stromm
had come home.

How strange it Radcliff

was,

thought, that the man who had been
father to all three had to die to bring
them together. For not until this day
when the ship bringing Radcliff had
touched this island had they met.

ADCLIFF'S mother, a Boston-
ian, had died at his birth. He
had spent his whole life with an aunt
in his mother’s home city. He had

“Standt! as yow are, Reaticliff”

never seen his father; nor until now
had he ever seen Stromm or Valerie.

Eric Stromm was the son of Rad-
cliff's father's second wife in these
Pacific islands. Amd Stromm had fol-
lowed his father's footsteps as a
trader and a pearler, using his
mother’s name.

As for Valerie, Radcliff’'s father had
found her as an infant in an open boat
fiftsen hundred miles from the near-

Atmosphere of a Mysterdimus Pacific isle!
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est land. There had never been any
explanation for her presence there,
and the island trader had raised her
as his own child.

The three were together at last,
though, on this remote island of the
sea—here to claim the legacy their
father had left when he had died two
months before.

The first slanting onslaugiht of rain
drove Radcliff away from the point as
Eric Stromm and the girl climbed to-
ward the house on the cliff. A flash
of pain went through his foot as he
turned. He had stepped on a nail not
long ago, and the wound was still
sensitive.

Not long ago? It seemed ages ago
now. In this spot in the jeweled sea
New England itself seemed an eter-
nity away, and his Boston studio only
a dim memory from another existence.
The one thing that stood out as real
was the cablegram which, bringing the
news ot his father's death, had start-
ed him on a journey across a continent
and a sea to this forgotten island in
the Pacific.

To the Isla de Sangre—the Island
of Blood!

The island had belonged to Rad-
cliff's father. In a way, it was Eric
Stromm’s home, when he was not
roaming the sea. But only Valerie
Galloway actually lived here mnow,
with an old, old woman, the dead sea
captain’s housekeeper and her son.
There was also an aged handy man and
a bearded idiot who long ago had
drifted here, and since he had stub-
bornly refused to leave had been toler-
ated by the island’s owner and al-
lowed to roam as he pleased.

Depressed as Radcliff had been
from the moment he had set foot on
the Island of Blood—a gray, threaten-
ing doom seemed somehow to have
settled down on it and everybody pres-
ent—he though wryly that only an
idiot would have persisted in staying
there.

The sea-faring Radcliff had given
the island to the old woman and her
son for their legacy after a lifetime of
service.

Strange people, all of them, Rad-
cliff thought, brought together in a

strange place . . .

The path he took led him through
a rain-lashed jungle, slipping along a
muddy trail. The thick darkness was
filled with the roaring of the rain upon
the leaves.

He hurried. Not, he told himself,
because he was afraid, in spite of his
subconscious uneasiness in the eerie
place, but because he was soaked to
the skin.

Suddenly he stopped, rooted to the
spot by a scream that blasted out of
the darkness ahead. But at its high
peak ot fear it was cut off short—to a
gurgling sound of terror.

For one moment Radcliff stood
stockstill, in sweating rigidity. But
the next he was plunging headlong to-
ward the scream.

E saw alight moving in the

trees; saw it stop and lower.
He plunged teward it and broke inte a
small eress-path. The man with the
light was there, a lhump-shouldered,
ereuching meund, the raln glistening
en his slicker in the lantera light.
“Mad Will" Carriek, the idiet, Rad-
eliff saw instantly. He was gibbering
as he stared stelidly at semething be-
side whieh he knelt—a twisted Iump
et dead flesh in the deep mire ot the
pathway.

Radcliff came to an abrupt halt, his
eyes held in horrible fascination., The
body on the ground had been old Ely,
the handy man, and that he had died
in agony was plaia from his bulging
eyes and the utter horror oa his face.

His mouth was wide and gaping, his
body was bent backward until it
looked as if his skinny thighs must
break. Death had come to him
cruelly, but before that he had known
torture and fear beyond all reasening.

Mad Will lifted the lantern and
moved his vacant eyes up toe Rad-
cliff's face.

"He's dead,” he said expression-
lessly.

_ Radcliff could only stand there staf-
ing into Mad Willl's eyes. Queerly at
that moment came te him all Valerie
had told hirn abeut Mad Will=hew
he had been threwn upen this island
at the height of a hurrieane, briised
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and broken and near death. His mind
had been gone when he Had regained
CONSCIQUTMRSS,

No wonder this death did net parti-
cularly shoek him. He, t6o, had died,
ang ago. Death had lest its herrer fer

im.

“WHet killed him?"” Radcliff de-
manded.
Mad Will seemed rummaging

through his brain for a long moment.
A thought flashed in his eyes, then
was gone,

“Tihe wind,” he mumbled vaguely.

The sound of running feet pounding
through the darkness came above the
roar of wind and rain. A man's voice
was shouting, then a big-bodied man
broke into the clearing. Others run-
ning behind him came to a jerking
halt.

The big man was Jan Vroomamn, the
old housekeeper's son. He stared at
the body of old Ely, his face gray and
sagging.

“My God!"” he choked.
Wihat killed Hhirmm?™

The question was repeated as an-
other big man pushed forward.

"What happemed?™

Radcliff turned, drew his breath in
sharply at his first near view of his
half-brother. Eri¢c Stromm’s amazing
size was impressive even in this dim,
yellow light; as was the strength indi-
cated in his great, flowing muscles.
Ruthlessness seemed stamped on the
man's deeply tanned face; and in the
storminess of his gray eyes in their
niests of fine wrinkles. Such wrinkles
core even to a young man who for
long periods gazes over the vast dis-
tances of a sun-kissed tropical sea.

His movements as he knelt beside
the dead man were rhythmic; effort-
less. He straightened and glared
around him.

“Tiis man's been stramgled!” his
deep voice rumbled.

“Strangled?” Radcliff repeated
sharply. “Wihy, there are no marks
on his thwrozt!™”

Giving this half-brother of his only
a contemptuous glance the big man
repeated stwiitivommlly :

“Nevertheless he's been stramgled.
He died of suffiocation.”

“Old Ely!

“Strangled 1" Jan Vrooman choked.
¥God! This is Dussault's work!

ROOMAMNW'S face was sudidenly

ghastly. His whole fat body
seemed without bones as he sagged
into the mud.

“Pierre Dussault!” he repeated in-
anely, deadly fear in his high-pitched
tones. “He’s come badk"

This was meaningless to Peter Rad-
cliff. But it was plain enough that
the very name of some man called
Dussault was enough to reduce at
least one person on this wild island to
quivering jelly. And he meant to find
out who was this Pierre Dussault who
apparently went about murdering
helpless and harmless old men. He
meant to find out immediately.

Nevertheless, Radcliff turned away
from Vroomman in something like dis-
gust. It sickened him to see a man
groveling so in fear. At least it did
until he saw Vrooman's eyes, and saw
that they were cold bits of ice.

“Take the body to the house,” Eric
Stromm ordered Mad Wiill, and the
placid mindless one obeyed.

In silent file, the others followed in
the rain toward the house.

Three people waited for the grim
processional. Three who knew, with-
out having seen, that death had come
again to the Island of Blood, as so
often it had come before.

Anna Vroomam, blind and aged, a
shrunken figure in a wheel chair,
waited, her head lifted to catch each
sound. Behind her stood Valerie
Galloway, her greem eyes wide with
apprehension. The third persom, a
small man with a wind-tanned face
and sharp black eyes, was Jake Rood,
mate aboard Stromm’s ship.

“It's old Ely,” Vroom
mother. “Stramgliedi!™

The old woman’s laughter—shrill,

told his

mocking laughter—cackled in the
silence. It set Radcliff's mnerves
screaming.

“Strangled!” she chattered. “Dus-

sault again. It was Dussault.”

“Who on earth is Dussault?” Rad-
cliff demanded angrily. “Wthy should
he—"
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No one answered him—yet. But
Radcliffe knew by the frozen look on
all their faces that the murderous
Pierre Dussault, whoever he might
be, whatever his purpose was mno
stranger to any one of them.

CHAPTER 11
Strange Legacy
NNA VROOMAN llistened

tensely as Mad Wiill left the
handy man's body in the small roem
near the entrance. Them she turned
her ehair with a deft motiom and led
the way down the hall.

She turned into a huge, cold room
where a fire threw only a feeble damc-
ing warmth from a big hearth. The
yellow light from three kerosene
lamps barely held the shadows at bay
in the corners.

In front of the fimeplacee she whirled
her chair and faced them. Though
Radcliffe had known her only for
hours, to him this blind womsmn's cer-
tainty of movememnt was amazing. It
was as if she were not blind at all.
But there being no possible doubt of
her affliction, it was as if some Sixth
sense guided her through this great
barfen house umerrmimgly.

As the group drew nearer to her,
Radcliffe’s roving eyes, for the flirst
time, saw the enormous iron safe
against one wall. That safe, in all
likelihood, held the legacy they were
all here to collect. But it seemed a
starkly inauspiciows momemt to have
it handed out, to gloat over such ma-
terial things while they were still
shuddering from grim tragedy that
had struck in their midst.

Apparently that was not to deter
this ancient blind woman whose very
presence was awesome, witchlike.
Wiith the arrival of Eric Stromm the
heirs were all gathered together mow,
and she meant to get the matter over
and be rid of her stewardship.

Again her shrill laughter broke the
silence that gripped the room. Her
face twitched, convulsing in all its
weinkles with her unholy mirth. The

fireligght cast a yellow glow into her
vacant eyes until it seemed they were
alive, bright and yellow, staring at
them.

And then she spoke, the very tones
of her voice sending out a sense of
fear of the unknown that was spine-:
tingling. It was as if her heart,
squeezed dry of all human emotion
and sympathy, was the repository of
secret rife with nameless evil.

“Peter Radcliff,” she said, her voice
the dry whisper of dead leaves, “you
asked about Pierre Dussault. The
time has come that you should kmow
of him. Even before we come to the
business that has brought you all here.

Pewrr Radeliff

For he has come again to this island
tonight. He is here rmow!”

She chuckled mockingly, as if she
could see the swift glanee Radeliff
cast about hifi at hHis cOMPaRIORs—
and could read his theughts. WHhich
one of therm eeuld Be tHis Murderer,
this terrer?

“You need not look fofr him,” ARRa
Vrooman said. “Only I eah see Him, i
who am blind. Te you, t6 these with
you, Pierre Dussault is fer ages dead
—but I know he lives . . . Yeu wstld
hear of him? Then heed well.

“This island was enee the Reme 6f
Dussault. It was he whe Aamed it the
Island of Bloed, and named this Bouse
Red Haven. Frofh this very reem he
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directed his band of cutthroats against
the ships of Her Majesty, the Queen
of Spain. Dussault the Bleedy, they
called him, And that he was, for he
knew that death is the answer (o
everything. Death and the warmth
ot spilled bllvod!

“But they found Dussault dead in
his bed one morning. Strangled, yet
without a mark on his threat. The
ghosts of the people he had killed had
done that. There is Ae Heaven, ne
hell, no rest for people killed in that
fashion, They must ream, as Dussault
roams, the world between the living
and the dead.”

Her voice rose in cackling cres-
cendo.

“He is with us now! I can see him
standing there! He is angry, restless.
He killed old Ely as he was himself
killed. He will kill again !

ER words rattled away into the

deep stillness, and wmeconsecious-
ly Radeliff shivered. As foolish as it
seerned te be affected by the inane
jabbering of a half-raad, senile wem-
an, he had a feeling he eeuld net aveid
that Dussault, the ence bleedy pirate,
was with them. He felt that, in spite
et his efferts to shake off the eeriness
that eommen sense was telling him
was indueed by this whele whhealthy
§€EHH% and beeause et the murdered
fAan they had just left.

Plainly the others were feeling that
unseen presence, too. Jake Rood's
face was pale and drawn as his eyes
nervously probed the shadows.
Stromr was watching the old woman,
his lips tightly set, with a close scru-
tiny. Valerie’s hands were clenched,
her green eyes staring with startled
fear. Jan Vroomam was impatient, as
it he waited for something more. Only
Mad Willl seemed unconcermed and
efmetionless, his long white hands
twitehing meamimglessly.

Amna Vrooman chuckled over some
secret malicious joke of her own. She
seermed to drag out her enjoyment of
their fear that she could umcamnily
sense, before slowly she drew a huge
key from the folds of her skirt and
spun the wheels of her chair to the

safe,

“And now your legacy,” she said.
“Pierre Dussault, too, is waiting anx-
iously to see.”

Her thin, clawlike hands turned the
key and swung the heavy doot. The
breathless watchers, leaned tensely
forward as she fumbled into the dark
maw of the safe's interior. The sharp
sound ot quickly released breaths ran
around the room as she brought eut a
tray. And then Peter Radeliff rasped
a startled curse at what he saw.

Their legacy was bones!

There was a skull, with stark eye-
holes staring wickedly and inscrut-
ably from the smooth, white, polished
bone. And two shin bones gleamed
whitely. The grinning skull and the
bones were crossed in the traditional
warning ot danger.

“Tine skull of Dussault the Bloodiy!™
cackled the old woman. “He laughs
at it—see? He bends double with jeer-
ing mirth. Ah, he knows full well you
would not shudder if his hamdsome
flesh were once more on these white
bones of hiis!™

Wiith tantalizing slowness she drew
a crackling paper from her deep
pocket and waved it.

“Here is the will of your father,
Peter Radcliff and Eric Stromm, and
Valerie Galloway whom he made his
child. You may read it, but I have no
need. I know each word by heart.™
And she quoted. *““Te my son, Peter
Radcliff, I give the skull of Pierre
Dussault. Te my son who calls himself
Eric Stromm, I give the right shin
bone. To my adopted daughter, Val-
erie Galloway, 1 give the left shin
bone. To Anma Vrowman and her son,
Jan, I give the Island of Bload' ™

His father had died a madmam!
That was Radcliff’s only explanation
of this grisly iimheritance.

In horrified fascination the whole
group stared at the bones of the long-
dead, ruthless pirate. Hesitantly,
then, Jake Rood, Stromm's mate
reached out and touched the skull as
if to make sure it was real and not a
figmerit of his imagination. That un-
conscious action brought an abrupt
and startling result.

Eric Stromm'’s hand flashed out sud-
denly, struck Rood brutally across the
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mouth. Rood’s head snapped back
from the force of the blow. He stag-
gered and fell.

ADCLIFF uttered a sharp pro-

test, but Stromm ignored him.
Rood rolled to his feet, spitting curses.
Stromm stood crouched, waiting for
him, smiling coldly.

Vivid hell flamed in Rood's eyes.
But almost instantly he relaxed, and
the upraised hand clutching the knife,
dropped. And for some reasom the
deep gray eyes of Eric Stromm
showed a faint regret.

Wihat on earth was the meaning of
that? In one brief instant Radcliff
had seen the white hate that burned
between Eric Stromm and his mate.
But why would two men who so hated
each other work together ? Wit pow-
erful reason held them together in mu-
tual hate?

As if unaware of the hate-filled in-
terlude, Anma Vrooman went on in
her leaf-dry husky whisper :

*Tiere is a curse on your legacy,
children of Radcliff. It was because
of this curse that Dussault the Bloody
died. It was brought down on him by
a Spanish nun.” And again the old
woman quotédd:*.... And upon you
and your possession there is the curse
of eternal solitude. Yow shall be de-
nied heaven and hell. Your posses-
sions shall be shunned by the living,
for whosoever touches them must die!
And when you are dust, the same curse
shall rest upon your bones if they are
touched by others than those who
rightfully possess them.”

The whisper died to amumble. “The
nun was impaled upon this very roof
top. And that night Pierre Dussault
died as he lay slksgpimng—strargkad!™

The lamp guttered and the flame
flickemeeld in cold fimgers of air. From
outside came the moan and whine of
the storm. But inside the tense silence
was broken only by Jake Rood's bitter
curses as he stared down at the hand
that had touched the skull.

“It was your father’s wish,” the old
woman said, “that Mad Will was to
have the skull and bones, if you did
not want them. Mad Wiill does not
share your horror. He loves them.”

There was a hint of softness in the
idiot’s blank eyes as he stared at the
skull and bones. Yes, he wanted them
—as a child wants a plaything.

"Welll keep them,” Stromm said
grimly.

“Tihem that is settled,” Amma Vroo-
man mumbled. "Yow may take them
now or leave them in this safe to-
night.”

"Leave 'em there on the table,” Eric
Stromm decided fiimly. “"Newer mind
the safe. But let me tell you some-
thing—all of you.” His words, as he
whirled to face his companions, were
brittle and sharp, each with a hard,
cold ring. "Theire's no way for these
bones to leave this island except when
1 sail after the storm has gone, or
when Peter Radclifif leaves by the next
steamer. If by any chance they should
disappear, 1 promise you I'll pull this
island apart bit by bit until 1 find them
and the man wheo teolk them. Amd it
will be that persen™—lhis hands elesed
esnAvulsively="wine will die them?!”

Radcliff was amazed by the passion
displayed by his half-brother. He
could not conceive how anyomne could
want those bones, except perhaps as
gruesorne curios. Certainly net to the
extent of promising such violence it
they were stolen. But he knew he
would net touch them himselt new,
under any consideratiom. Efic Stremm
Mmust have seme reasen behind his vie:
lence, but alse behind it was all the
man's bedily strength and his esld,
caleulating imntelligence.

THEMN the group had wordlessly
ww broken up. Peter Radeliff went
to his room. Pacing theughtfully
back and forth, the mystery ef sld
Ely's death was ean@emirﬂ% him mere
than the mystery ef why his father's
undoubtedly addled brain had picked
on a pirate's benes fer a macabre
legacy.

Radcliff realized now that he had
come thousands of miles en a wild
goose chase, but he was phillesephical
about it. The journey, and his stay 6n
the mystery island added te the sum
total of his experience.

But the handy man's death was
something that bewildered him, an-
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noyed him, because he could find no
logical explanation for it. Anna
Vrooman’s eerie story of Pierre Dus-
sault found no lodging place in his
steady-going mind. He could not
credit the old man’s death to a ghost.

How, then, had old Ely died? 1If
murdered, who had killed him? And
if murder had been done, the murderer
was still on this island, free to strike
again. Wiho could it be, in this spot
where there were so few human souls?
Amd if another victimm had been se-
lected, who would be next to die?
And why?

Someomne rapped softly on the door,
and Radcliff opened it. Jake Rood,
white-faced, slid into the room. As
he closed the door, Radcliff saw the
fear in the man; saw it in the white-
hot eyes, the twitching mouth, and in
the oily sheen of cold sweat on the
cheeks. Fear was crawling through
the man, reducing him to albjection.

“WHat is it, man?” Radcliff asked.
“Wieit's eating yow?"

“I touched it," Rood whispered
hoarsely, staring dowm at his hand.
He held his fimmgers as if they had been
injured. “[ touched the skull! I can
feel my fitngers bwmmimgg!™

“Rot!” Radcliff snapped. “Are you
such a sap as to believe an old woman's
tale?”

“Wiet about old Ely?
must have strangled lnirm!™

“I don't know what killed old Ely,
but I'm damned sure it wasn’t a ghost.
Eric Stromm isn't worried about the
ghost, either. Or about touching those
bones—himself.”

“Stromm!” the small man cried.
“That devil! You think he's a man,
but you dom't know Ihimm!™

"Why do you stay with him, tiem?"

“He took my ship, that's winy!"
Rood shot out angrily. *I built her
with these two hands, and that devil
took her—tricked me out of her! 1'd
die if 1 couldn’t feel that ship beneath
my feet. So he lets me stay, to laugh
at me. I'll kill him for that! TI'll kill
him!”

Radcliff’s eyes narrowed. The loss
of a ship did not seem enough to.fill
aman with such murderous hate. And
there was hot, killing lust in Jake

Dussault

Rood’s face. Wihat else could be be-
hind this? But the recogmition that
Stromm’s mate was a potential mur-
derer gave Radcliff food for thought.
Murder had been done on this ieland,
and. . ..

“Wihy did you come here?” he asked
abruptly.

“To warn you against him,” Rood
said in deadly earnestness. “Amd to
tell you to remember this: He wanted
the pirate’s shin bone that his father
left him—God alone knows why. If he
wants one, he’ll want 'em all. And
he’ll get 'em, if he has to kill us all
to do iitt!”

“Alll right,” Radcliff said.
member it."

“Amd there’s one thing more.” Jake
Rood turned quickly and went to the
door. “If you dom't see me again
youlll know Eric Stromm did for me!”

“I'll re-

CHAPTER III
Dussault’s Work

ADCLIFF'S face was taut in

puzzlement as he stared after
the departing Rood. And swddenly,
perhaps because the mate had shown
such fear ot the pirate’s bones, he
wanted to see them again.

The upper hallway was a pit of
blackness as he opened the door. He
stood outside it a momemnt, then moved
to the stairway, following his fiksh-
light’s beam dowmn the winding length.

On the first landing he stopped
short. He could feel eyes watching
him, could almost feel them pricking
his skin. But his probing light showed
nothing but blank walls and empty
darkness, so he went on.

At the bottom step, a soft rustle of
movement behind him stopped him
again. He swung the light back up
the stairs. For the briefest moment
he saw the huge bulk of Jan Vrooman
disappearing. Vrooman had passed
him on the stairs! Wthy? And why
had he not spoken? Upon what er-
rand was he bent?

Radcliff gave it up and went on to
the room that held the skull.
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The fire had died to glowing
embers. One lamp guttered and
smoked, throwing a pale, yellow light
through a blackened chimney. That
light fell upon the sick whiteness of
the skull and bones; and upon the
hunched figure of Mad Wil Carrick.

The man with the darkened mind
wal8 crooning to the bones as he ca-
ressed them with slim fifuggms. The
ghoulish love of such gruesome things
angered Radcliff, chilled him, even
though he knew the man to have less
than a child’s imtelligence.

"Get away from there, you!" he
snapped.

Mad Will looked wup, startled,
moved quickly away to a darkened
corner.

“I didn't hurt 'em,” he muttered.
“Tihey're so smooth, they feel so good
against my hamds.”

Radcliff shrugged. There was no
point in upbraiding this poor soul, but
Radcliff could not help his revulsion.

“You'd better get to bed, Wiilll,” he
advised. "It's past midmight.”

Mad Will’s teeth showed oddly
through his black beard as he grinned.

"Yes, to bed,” he mumbled. *“I'll
go mow."”

In the doorway he stopped and
looked back. His eyes flickered on
Radcliff’'s face, and the New England
man felt a sudden cold chill along his
spine. Then the idiot’s eyes moved
to the skull and bones.

"They'te so pretty,” Mad Will said
plaintively, and vamished.

Suddenly in the deep silence of the
room Radcliff again felt that sensa-
tion of impending danger he had felt
before on this night. He sensed
violence gathering, as if there were a
tension in the very air, a breathless
waiting.

At a low, but shrill burst of lawgh-
ter behind him, he jerked around.
The sightless eyes of Anma Vrooman
stared at him. She had come silently
in her wheel chair through a door
behind him. The rasp of her senile
laughter set his nerves sawing.

HE stopped laughing suddenly.

“Peter Radcliff ?”" she said.
“Yes Peter Radcliff?" she said.

"Yes."

“Amd the other was Mad Wiill. Ne
need to tell me. He is the only ene
who touches the bones and lives. It is
odd the protection God gives to his
innocents.” _

“I'm glad you came,” Radeliff said
to her hurriedly. "I want to talk te
you. There is much I would like to
know."

“I know, 1 know,” she caekled:
“That's why I'm here. Sit down."

Radcliff moved over to a bench,
wondering. Wihat was this old
woman’'s strange claivoyamt power?
But looking in her incredibly aged
face, he instinctively knew there was
nothing she could do that would sur-
prise him.

“You want to know why your father
left you this skull, and why you never
heard from him before his death,"” she
said, cannily answering the guestion
uppermost in his mind. “The last is
explained in a few words. Your
father's strength was great, and once,
in your own country—and his—un-
fortunately a man was killed. Se he
could net go back to you, though he
spoke of you eften,

“As for the skull, your father had a
good reason for leaving you that. He
believed in Dussault, if you do not.
And he learned more ot the story of
the bloody one than I told, but which
1 know. 1t is, too, the story of
another nua who left a dying message.
She had taken pity on the pirate who
must wandet through eternity.

“That message of hers said that at
the end of a certain time—which will
be just a year from now—that if the
skull and shin bones of Dussault the
Bloody were taken from their grave
and pulverized, scattered to the feur
winds of heaven and over the great
seas, that the spirit of Pierre Dussault
would be released from bendage. ARd
it was further said that in gratitude
the pirate's released spirit weuld
bring wealth te wheever pulverized
his benes.

"Long ago your father dug up these
bones and preserved them, waiting for
the time to pass when he could release
Dussault’s wandering soul. He died
himselt before the time was up. 1A
willing the bones te you, his c¢hildren,
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he had a twofeld reason. One reason
—as I, too, know full well—was that
it Dussault's vengeful spirit ne lenger
wandered the face of the earth, that
his killings en this Island ef Bleed
would cease.”

She paused, and sighed, shaking
her head with its witchlike tangle of
stringy white hair.

“But 1 shall miss him—I shall miss
him. . . ™

“Amd the other reasom?"” prompted
Radcliff.

The old woman's cackle came
shrilly. “Al, I thought that would
interest you! Wihat else should it be
except that your father, having no
fortune of his own to leave you,
should wish to pass on to you the
promise of Dussault to bring wealth
to whoewver should release him?” She
nodded, her lips twisting in an un-
pleasant grimace. "Yes, that is the
message 1 have for yow. ‘Tell the
children to keep the bones for exactly
a year, then break them in a tthousand
pieces. Dussault will reward dHhem’™

Radcliff scowled. Wihat nonsense
was this? How could three grisly
bones, “to release a long-dead pirate's
spirit” bring wealth? More than ever
Radcliff was sure that his father had
lost his mind, ever to have believed
such a witch’'s tale,

N a way, though, the swift thought
flashed to him, this might be an ex-

planation of his half-brother’s pas-
sionate outburst. Wilhite men and
brown, in these unpredictable islands,
were unreasonably superstitious, and
it could be that Eric Stromm, knowing
his father set store by these skeletal
relles, even theugh he might net knew
why, feant te earfy out the elder
Radeliff's intentiens in regard to
them te the letter, come what may.

It could well be that Stromm him-
selt firmly believed tosh like that. He
might believe that the bones of Dus-
sault the Bloody could bring wealth
as a reward for a released spirit.

"Maybe it's just as well your father
had nothing else to leave,” Anna
Vrooman said acidly. “If he had, that
rotten son of mine would have stelen
it, as he would steal the benes new,
it he knew the stery I've teld yeu,
chaneing the death that weuld surely
come to him for teuching them. That
is why yoeur father wanted me ts tell
each of you in seeret what 1 have just
teld you. And remember this! Jan
Veeoman 18 eursed with greed. HIS
hands are stajned with human bIgsd.
There is nothing Ris Black Reart
weuld et de fer EBlﬁh RememBer—
ahd Be 8A yeur guardlt”

Radcliff was distinctly shocked at
the utter coldmess with which she
damned her own son. But it was all
in a line with the evil that hovered
everywhere over this hellish island.
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And here was another man whe «tfd
have been guilty ef the 6ld ham g
man's death. A man eoRdemAEd a3
murderer eut of the mouth 8f Ris SWA
mether

Betér Radeh¥ was §H%88HI{ AWALE
that he might net Rave BesR tHERS &3
far as Anna Vrooman was tOREEFREH:
Her attention had shifted beyond him:
And as he noted that, he felt an inex-
plicable coldness creep into the room:
The skin of his back tingled, creeping
up to lift his hair. Something unseen
was standing beside him! He was
painfully conscious of it, even as he
sternly tried to tell himself that it
was nervous reaction, imagination,
But the wernan spoke to it!

“Dussault!” she chuckled. *“¥You
are restless tonight. 1 know—I know.
You can't be still when the wind is
howling. 1 can see it in your eyes.
They are hot and burning. And your
hands—you can't keep those clutch-
ing strong fingers still. 1 know what
is coming. Wihy don't you get about
it? Wihy do you stand there working
your great fimgers? There is a throat
waiting. Find it! Squeeze it! 1
know you will. 1 have seen it so
fmany times before. Ah! You are go-
ing. 1 will wait then, a little while,
te hear it. . . ."

Her voice faded and she waited,
straining as if to catch some sound
she knew would come. Radcliff was
frozen; sweating. He damned him-
self for believing. Wihat the woman
said was utter monsense!

And yet he knew that he was wait-
ing, too!

Tense moments later, the woman
threw her head back on its scrawny
neck, and filled the room with the
sound of her cackling laygimter—acold-
ly gripping in its iimplication.

“It is done!” she said. “Dussault
has killed Hirm!"

“Wiho?” Radclif managed to
shout from his tight, choking throat.

The woman nodded slowly. *Yes,
you felt it, too. Dussault was free to
kill him. He touched the skull. Jake
Rood is diead!™

“I[t can't be!

“Go, then.
gled.”

It's too insame!™
You’'ll find him stran-

Radcliff leaped to his feet, trem-
bling. His very sanity depended on
finding out if Jake Rood were living
ot dead. Amma Vroomam’'s high-
pitched, evil laughter followed him
as he ran from the room and pounded
up the stairs.

AKE ROOD'S door was closed

and locked. Radcliff pounded

en it with frantie fists, shouting, but

hearing nothing but the echoes of his
own voice.

Furiously he threw his weight
against the door, again and again. It
crashed open and threw him stum-
bling into the room. Amnd on the bed
he saw it—twisted, grinning. The
toertured bedy of Jake Roed. Stran-
gled as he had lain sleepimg!

Blind panic held Radcliff rooted
to the spot. The roaring of his heart,
pounding in his brain, the rasp of his
breath, worked in rhythmic cadence
with the wind and storm hammering
at the windows.

Just as Amna Vrooman had pre-
dicted, he had found Jake Rood. Dus-
sault, she said, had killed him; had
squeezed the breath of life from his
throat.

But that could not be—it mustt not
be! Dussault had been dead for over
a century. He had no bedy! His
hands were dust 1eAg age! Semesne
else had dene it. Reed had said, “1t
you den't see me again, yeu'll Khew
Efie Stremm did for mel® But jan
Veooman had beed iR the Rall. .

One of those two had kllled Jlake
Rood, Radcliff thought fidecadly, He
didn't know why or how; but they
must have. For ghests ¢ould not kil

Radcliff's light pinned the corpse
in a white glare, showed the utter hor-
ror the man had known befoke he died.
His naked body was bent; straining.
His heels and head were drawn back
in a tight bow of ageny. His eyes
bulged grotesquely, his meuth was
stretched and grinning; and his skin
was dark with suffeeation and with
sweat. Yes, he Had been strangled.
But there were fe marks eR Hhis
throat!

And than Radeliff saw the
metal in one of Roeed’s claw

lint 6f
hands.
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Quickly he bent his light upon it—
and felt sickness surge through him
again.

It was a small, round disk of silver
that Radcliff had last seen on a cerd
suspended around Valerie Galloway's
slender throat. Hew had it eerne te
be in a dead man's hand?

“WHet's happened here now?” a
voice snapped from the doorway.

Radcliff swung his light toward
the door, revealing Eric Stromm’s big
figumee. Agaim the last words of Jake
Rood drummed through Peter Rad-
cliff’'s mind.

“Why are you here?” he asked
tightly.
Eaimtt amusement flickemed in

Stromm's eyes. "I heard you yelling.
God knows, you made enough noise to
wake the dead.”

“No, Stromm,” Radcliff whispered,
*“I didn’t wake the dead. No one will
ever wake Jake Rood again.”

*Jake Rood—dead!” Amother voice
exploded behind Eric Stromm.

Radcliff swung his light on the
heavy, bulging-eyed face of Jan Vroo-
man.

“Where were you, Vroomam, when
this happened?” he curtly demanded.

Vroomam ignored the questiom. His
throat was working painfully as he
choked out:

*Weas led!?"'

“Yes," Radcliff grated. “Stramgled.”

—

CHAPTER 1V
The Island Police

—

—

E two men entered the room
and stood looking dowm at the
twisted bedy. Stremmm's faee was im-
B§§§N@; But iR Vieomans faee was a
eonfiet of emetion. Fear was there,
but Beneath it Radeliff saw a hint of
Rardness that wouwld defy fear.
“Dussault—killledd him!” Vrooman
whispered.
“Rot!” Radcliff almost yelled. “I'm

not crazy! A man killed Jake Rood
—not a ghost!™
“Wihat man?” Stromm asked cas-

vally,

Radcliff turned on him savagely.
“You might hawe!™

“Yes.” Stromm’s voice was danger-
ously soft. “I might have. I had rea-
son to. But what makes you think I
did?”

“I saw Rood before he died. The
last thing he said was: 'If you don't
see me again, youw'll know Eric
Stromm did for me." ™

Stromm moved close to Radcliff,
towered above him.

“Listem to me,” he said, his wvoice
still low. “Jake Rood has been trying
to kill me for three years. Since he
lost his ship to me—fairly! I should
have killed him for my owm safety,
but I didn"t. Understand that!™

Radcliff said nothing. He had only
a dead man's word against a live one'’s.
There was no definite proof Stromm
had killed Rood; no proof that he had
not.

“WHeare were you going when you
passed me on the stairs?” Radcliff
asked Vroomam. “Wihy didn't you
speak, instead of sneaking by?"

“I didn’t feel like talking,” Vroo-
man said sullenly.

“Tihem where were you whem Rood
was killed?” Radcliff again insisted.

“Wiithh Stromm, here."

“Is that right, Stromm?"* Radcliff
shot out.

“It might be,” Stromm said quietly.
“[ don’t know when Rood was killed.
Vreooman was with me for ten minutes
before we heard you yelling.”

Radcliff held his owm voice low
with an effort. "“All right, we'll leave
it this way for now. But remember
this: Old Ely and Jake Roed were not
killed by a ghost. I suspect you both.
It one of you is the killer, you'd bet-
ter kill me next. I'll get yom if you
don't!”

He stalked out of the room into the
hall.

Outside Valerie’'s door the silver
disk he had taken from Rood's dead
hand seemed to burn against his palm,
And he was suddenly afraid of what
he might discower. In only a few
hours this strange girl had touched
the inmost depths of his being as had
no other woman he had ever kmown
before.
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E knocked, and heard her wwiice:
“Corne in.”

As with difficulty he shoved open
the door, a blast of air struck him in
the face. The wind and storm were
blowing into this room through an
open window. And the girl was
crouched beside it in the shadows.

The full sweep of the wind caught
her, caressed her, tossed her hair. As
Radcliff closed the window he saw the
pallor of her face and her wide, fright-
ened eyes. )

*Jake Rood is dead,"” she whispered
awedly.

“How did you kmow?"

“I could feel it."

Radcliff did not remark on that pe-
culiar answer.

“Who killed him?” he asked, his
voice low.

He saw the jerkimess of her tight
nerves, but she was quiet as she sat
down, looking distantly out the win-
dow.

“Perihaps, Dussault—" she fimwlly
began hesitantly, but Radcliff alrupt-
ly interrupted her.

“You don't really think that. A liv-
ing man did that murder. I believe
you know his name."

The girl looked deeply into his eyes.
“"No,” she said. “I don't.”

Radcliff forced his eyes away from
hers. He turned his palm wpward,
cupping the silver disk before her.

“Tihis,” he said softly, “was be-
tween Jake Rood's fiirggers. 1 found
it just after he was killed.”

*Oh!"” she gasped. "Tiat's miime!™

“I know it," Radcliff amswered
quietly.

Her eyes lifted in a quick motion to
search his taut face, probing behind
his worried eyes.

“Do you think I killed Imimn?"

“I don't want to!” he said fiéeradly.
“Tell me how it got there—in Rood's
hand."”

She shook her head slowly. "I don’t
know, Peter. 1 lost it yesterday. He
might have found it."

“Where did you lose it?"

“I don't know. It might have been
anywhere. Look at me, Peter—tell
me you believe me."

Radcliff looked steadily into the

depths of her eyes. He saw the long,
shadowing lashes, the clean slope of
her cheek and the curving softness of
her mouth. He loved her—he knew it,
then, as surely as he knew the sun
would rise tomorrow. Amnd he knew,
too, that she was aware of it, from the
look in her eyes, the faint flush seep-
ing inte the smoothness of her cheeks.

“I do believe you,” he said softly,
and handed her the disk.

Neither of them spoke then for mo-
ments. Finally, Radcliff broke the si-
lence to tell her of Jake Rood’s last
words, and what Anna Vroomam had
said about her son.

“It’s true.” Valerie said. "You can-
not trust Jan Vrooman. But Anpa
Vrooman is no better than her son.
She pretends to think of nothing but
ghosts and curses, but actually she is
a greedy, vicious old womamn."

Radcliff's brows pulled dowm in
puzzlement. Three people were on
his list now—Stromm, Vrooman, and
the old woman—any one of whom
could have conceived the deaths of
Jake Rood and the handy man. Still,
he lacked the motive and the method.

Radcliff felt confused and desper-
ate. But the girl was calm, though
fear lay behind her eyes. The silence
was broken by an imperative pound-
ing on the front door downstairs.

ADCLIFF leaped to his feet and

fade fof the deefr. Wihe ecould
be demanding entrange at this time of
night? Besides, there was ne ene en
this island except the pesple inside
the heuse.

Jan Vreooman was already at the
front door when Radcliff reached it.
Three men were standing on the
threshold—men whose slickers glis-
tened with raln jn the light ef the
lanterns they held. They pushed in
witheut invitatien.

One was a white man. Crewding at
his heels were two brown-faced Kapn-
aka seamien,

“I'm Basset of the pelice,” the white
man growled, pushing his hat baek eff
a long, crooked-jawed face, &xposing
a pointed nese.

"Police?” Vrooman cried. “Why?”

“Jolhn Radcliff's dead, aip't he?”
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Basset growled. “Amd the govern-
ment knows he was lousy with dough.
We'te here to get the government's
share before the heirs get out of the
islands.”

Radcliff chuckled with ironie hu-
mor.

“You made your trip for meothing,”
he said.

Basset fixed him with bright, black,
challenging eyes.

“Wihy?" he snapped.

“Come on, I'll show you,” Radcliff
said laconically, and led them to the
room where the skull and bones
gleamed in evil whiteness in the light
of smoking lamps.

“Tihat,” Radcliff said, “is our legacy
—the skull and bones of Dussault the
Bloody."”

Basset whirled on Radcliff, his face
frozen and wintry.

“Listem, you,” he snarled. “You
can't get away with that! Everybody
in the islands knows John Radcliff
was rich. Where's his stufff?"

Anger flowed through Radcliff.

“Tihere’'s nothing else,” he said
tightly. “He left this island to Mrs.
Vrooman and her son.”

“That's right,” Vroomam put in.

“That's all Radcliff left. If he had
any money we don’t know amything
about it."

Basset shucked out of his slicker,
as if the sight of his uniform would
force the truth out of these men. And
Radcliff looked at that wumiform
amazed. It covered the longest, thin-
nest body he had ever seen—just
barely. It was much too small. The
Kanakas backed Basset silently, their
large brown eyes fixed intently on
Veowman and Radcliff.

“Get this, you two,"” Basset snarled.
“You can't play smart with me. I'm
the law! 1 know John Radcliff left a
wad of dough, so we're staying till we
get the government’s spllit!™

Radcliff shrugged. “Suit yourself.
Wihat I've told you is true. 1 ought
to know. I'm Peter Radcliff, John
Radcliff's son. This is Jan Vrooman,
another of the heirs.”

“Where's the rest of "em?™

“Sleeping,” Vrooman put in hur-
riedly. “Youw can see them in the
morning. Now, perhaps you’d like a

room. You've had a hard trip.”
“Yeah, give us a place to sleep.”

SUDDEN thought occurred to
Radeliff

“Wihem did you reach the iislandi?”
he asked.

There was a sharp questiom in the
look Basset shot at him, then he an-
swered hastiily:

“Tomight, of course. We come in
on the other side of the island.™

Vrooman hurried away with the
three men, and Radcliff went to his
room. He sat down on the bed, wen-
dering. He had considerable feed for
thouglht.

He knew enough about the island
and about sailing to know that it was
not possible for a boat te reach the
island in this sterm. Tihat Meant Bas-
set had lled! He had been en the isl-
and sinee before the sterm began that
afterneen.

That was a puzzler. Wiy had a
member of the police lied? And
another question: Was it pessible,
after all, that John Radeliff had been
riech? With a fertune large eneugh €8
be a legend in the islands? 1t ss,
where was it?

Radcliff was glad that neither he
nor Vroomamn had said anythiag te the
police about the two corpses in the
house. After this disrupting night,
there would be time enough for that
in the morning. As dumb a member
ot the police as Basset would have
routed the whole house out for the
night. Maybe it was not exactly ethi-
cal net to report the murders imme-
diately, but somehow Radclift had an
instinetive feeling that Basset was not
too ethical himseld.

At last Peter Radcliff slowly un-
dressed and crawled between the cov-
ers. Something pricked him and he
hunted around in the blankets until
he found it—a small sliver that looked
like a tiny splinter of wood, or a thorn.
He threw it from him in tired anger.
Only moments more he was sleeping
the sleep of exhaustion.

He was jerked out of that sleep by
the sudden thunder of a gun. A shot
—followed by a hoarse scream of
horror!
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CHAPTER V
Had a Ghest Killed?

ICKING back the blankets, Peter

Radcliff slid his legs into his
trousers, eaught up his gun and
lunged for the deer. His leng. ham-
mering stride teek him dewn the
stairs, aleng the hall te the reem of
the skull and benes.

His gun was tight in his sweating
hand as he plunged through the open
door into the dimly lighted chamber.

Two people were there—the two
Kanaka seamen. One lay face down,
spilling his blood across the bare ftivor.
Just beyond his fimgertigs was the cold
brightness of a foot-long knife. The
other Kanaka crouched against the far
wall, staring with glazed eyes at his
lifeless countryman.

Between the two, grinning in evil
enjoyment on the floor, lay the skull
of Dussault the Bloody.

It took less than a second for Rad:
cliff to interpret this static scene—and
that was too long. As he spun to face
the man he knew to be behind him, that
man grated:

“Stand as you amre!"

In the hands of that man was a rock-
steady Luger.

“Stromm!” Radcliff hotly accused.
“You killed the Kanalka?"

Eric Stromm'’s eyes were black with
rage now. His face was a flimty,
carven mask.

“Yes,” he admitted softly.

“Good QGod!" Radclifff
‘lwlhy?ﬁY

Stromm had no time to answer be-
fore they heard the sound of bare feet
racing toward them, and the trouser-
clad, scarecrow figure of Basset ex-
ploded through the doorway. Basset
nearly dropped the gun he clutched
when he saw the dead Kanaka; did
drep it, when Stromm shoved the
Luger in his back, with a curt com-
mand.

“*Steady,” Stromm rapped. “"Ome is
enough, but I'll make it two, if you
crowd me.” He prodded Basset with
the gun. "Ower against the wall and

choked.

stay there.”

Basset walked stiffly to the side of
the crouched Kanaka. He did not
speak—but his eyes spoke for him as
he fixed them on Stromm’s cold face.
They promised death.

Wihen Basset fimally broke his
silence, his voice was chill and rasp-
ing. “You know what this means,
You shot a constable! Youw’ll hang
for thaxt!”

“Yes,” Stromm admitted coldly. *I
shot him, but I won’t hang. Tiat boy
was stealing the skull. I caught him,
and he drew a knife. I killed him in
self-defense.”

Radcliff grunted in asttomishment.
The Kanaka had tried to steal the
skull! Wihere was the sense to that?

Stromm snapped an order to the
cringing Kanaka beside Basset.

“Put that skull back on the tatilke!

The Kanaka's eyes bulged in fear.

“No!" he gasped. “"Not touch it!
Dussault. . . ."

Calmly Stromm centered the Luger
on the Kanaka's forehead. His fiinger
tightened on the trigger. Two fears
struggled in the brown man's con-
torted face. But the certain death in
the menacing gun evercame the mere
distant curse of Dussault.

The Kanaka dived for the skull,
picked it up and plunked it dewn on
the table. Then he backed away, rub-
bing his hands as if te wipe away the
curse,

Stromm handed his gun to Radcliff
and faced Basset empty-handed.

“"Now,” he said quietly, “yow €an
take me, it you think yeu're geed
enough.”

ASSET glared at Stromm with

hate-filled eyes, wanting des:
perately to aceept the eRallenge; yet
afraid of the eold deadliness in the
sturdy sea eaptain's aititude;

Abruptly Basset snapped a €em-
mand at the Kanaka, and they beth
stalked past Stremm.

"Let this be a warnlng,” Stremm
said, nodding teward the dead
Kanaka. “Tihe same will happen t8
anyone Wwhe teuehes Dussayit's
benes."

The Basset shet at

look that
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Stromm out of his black eyes carried
all the deadliness of a cofbra. Bassett
held a terrific hate for Stromm and
Radcliff knew that from now on his
half-brother’s life would be in con-
stant danger.

After they had gome, Stromm
turned to Radcliff and grinned at
him. “It gets better as it goes allong,
doesn’t iit?"

Radcliff was speechless, trying to
fathom the mind behind that grin.
He could not understand such a man
—omne who seemed to love danger, who
could kill and accept the threat of
death, and grin. He must be made of
cold-drawn steel.

Stromm was chuckling as Radcliff
silently left the room. The sound
fell with a chill implication on the
New Englander’s ears. Once more in
his room, he faced the multitude of
questions that floodedl his mind, with
one or more starkly in the foreground.
Death was in this house; death strik-
ing rapidly and mercilessly, and with-
out apparent reasom!

Wiy on earth should the Kanaka
try to steal the skull? That guestion
persisted, and then came those other
questions that were constantly milling
in his brain, jibing at him, umamswer-
able. Wiy had Ely and Rood died?
And how?

The death of the Kanaka he could
understand—the flaring of a violent
temper at the threat of a throwing
knife, a roaring gun, life spilling out
in a stream of blood. But he could
not understand the deaths of Ely and
Rood.

They must have died as victims of
some very real danger that menaced
them all. A danger all the more dire,
because unknowmn. Wihat if old Anna
Vreooman and the others had been
right, after all, and there was but one
answer—Dussault?

Desperately Radcliff cursed himself
for entertaining the thought evea for
a moment. A ghost that kiilled—bah!
And yet, what had killed them? And
how, in the name of God, had they
been killed?

E first gray light of morning
found him still crouched stiffly

on the edge of his bed, his face pale
and drawn as each moment an in-
stinctive knowledge grew within him.
This murder carnival was not over!
It might only have begun. That des-
perate nagging insistence spoke as
clearly in his consciowsness as though
it had been a clarion voice.

Death was about to strike agaiim!
Peter Radcliff could not rid himself
of that conviction.

Wiho would die, or how, he did not
know. Finally, he got up stiffly, drew
on a coat and went dlownstairs.

The storm had slackened, though
the sky was still gray and overcast.
The wind still whipped against the
house with a sullen fury.

Leaning against that wind, Rad-
cliff followed the path toward the
stable. He meant to get a horse and
search the island, particularly ffirdiing
out if there was a police boat on the
other side.

In front of the stable, the pathway
was soft and deep in yellow mud.
Radcliff picked his way through it to
the stable door, no sound about him ex-
cept the steady drip of water. He
slowed, his muscles tenée. Something
had happened here! He could feel iit!
Sweating with the sensation that
sornewhere fear here violence had
had its ugly way, he stepped through
the deerway and meved dewn a short
eorridor.

Another door barred his way. He
opened it slowly, apprehension sud-
denly aflame. And it was justified by
what he saw.

Mad Will Carrick was lying on the
floan !

Radcliff leaped to Mad Wiill. The
slender stick of a garrote lay tight
against the back of the helpless idiot's
neck, a cord was buried deep in his
throat. Radcliff hastily loosened it.

Mad Will's face was already turn-
ing blue, his tongue pushing out be-
tween his teeth. But his chest heaved,
and he drew in a rasping breath as
Radcliff turned him over.

His eyes opened and there was ab-
ject fear in them as he looked up at
Radcliff. He sat upright, scrambled
to his feet and backed away against
the wall. Radcliff’s heart was torn
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with pity for the harmless, child-
minded man as Mad Wiilll clawed at
his throat, hungrily sucking air.

“Wheo did it, Will?” Radcliff asked
sharply.

The man only stared blankly. Rad-
cliff had not expected an answer, had
not expected the man to know. A gar-
roter attacks from behind, throwing
the loop over the victim's head and
drawing it tight with a twist of the
stick.

ETER RADCLIFF'S eyes shot

around the reem. It was small,
musty, with a bare beard fféaar. And
on the fleer was the yellew mud et the
pathway eutside, marking the weuld-
be killer's feetprints!

Mad Wiilll quickly recovered, and
Radcliff told him he wanted a horse.
Mad Wiilll shook his head.

“Can’t,” he said hoarsely.
sick."”

“Wiett’s the matter with them?"
Radcliff demanded.

Mad Wiill turned and shuffled out,
motioning Radcliff to follow. He led
him to the stalls of two horses.

Radcliff saw immediately that the
animals were much too sick to be
used. They stood with heads hamging
low; thin, bony and tired.

“Must have eaten some weeds,” Mad
Wil said vaguely. “I don't kmow."

Radcliff frowned irritably. There
could be no search of the island with-
out horses. He left the stable and
went back toward the house, with
Mad Wiilll following him, doglike.
Rounding a turn in the path, Radcliff
jerked to a frozen halt, his eyes bulg-
ing at what lay sprawled in the path
befere Him.

The second Kanaka constable—
dead!

Radcliff was abruptly conscious that
he felt very queer. The muscles at
the corners of his jaws began to crawl.
The sensation spread over his body
until all his flesh was writhing and
tingling. His surroundings seemed
remote and unimportant. Vaguely, he
understood that something was wrong
with him. He was all wrong! And
then he began lawghing.

A short, sharp cacchimatiom at

“Horses

first; then foolish, innane laughter
seized his whole body and convulsed
it. Everybody was dying! Wher-
ever he went he found a body. It was
uproariously funmny!

The sound of his owm laughter
finally pierced his understanding. In
a remote way he knew that it sounded
hollow and foolish, dimly wondered if
his eyes were vacant, his mouth loose
and droeoling. This thing was driving
him insane!

Fear that was bright and horrible
ran through him, scalding away the
madness that clutched at his brain.
Sweating and trembling, he fougiht his
way back from the borderline of in-
sanity.

Standing spraddle-legged in the
pathway, Peter Radcliff was suddenly
weak with the horror of the experi-
ence he had just wmdiergone.

CHAPTER VI

Can This Be Madness?

RADUALLY Peter Radcliff’'s

senses came back to him. His
body stopped its tingling. His mind
grew clear, and the fustiness ef a ber-
derline madness was replaced with a
elean, het rage.

The Kanaka on the pathway had
been stabbed only moments age. The
haft of the knife protruded from be-
tween his shoulder blades. Blood still
bubbled freely around the blade. Rad-
cliff himself had passed this way net
five minutes age. The Kanaka Had
died se recently that his killer was
beund te be clese.

Radcliff plunged on toward the
house at a stumbling run. Mad Will
raced after him like a fear-stricken
aniral.

As he reached the porch, Peter
Radcliff swung a hurried glanee ever
the grounds. Amnd themn went rigid.
Near the head of the leng stairway
that led downward te the small haf-
bor, a man leaped sut of the pathway
and dodged inte the bush.

Radcliff stopped shert. Best to
wait right here. That man would eeme
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to the house before long, and Peter
Radcliff was much interested in kmow-
ing who he was.

Again through his brain buzzed the
maddening inevitable questions: Who
was this island murderer? Wiy did
he kill? And how had he stramgled
two of his victims without a sign of it
on their throats—different from the
attempt made on Mad Wiill ? The gar-
rote and the throat marks were plain
enough in his case.

Most important of all, wih® had this
crazy killer selected as his next vic-
tim? Since Radcliff did not know the
reason for the murders, he could not
even make a guess at that. And most
puzzling of all, of couse, was—winy?

Even supposing the motive was to
gain the fortune which John Radcliff
was supposed to have left—a fortune
which Radcliff considered a myth—
the killer would gain nothing by mur-
dering those who had died. They were
not heirs.

Presently Eric Stromm broke into
the clearing in front of the house.
Radcliftf stiffened. Stromm. . . .

Then Jan Vroomam hove in sight
from a different path, and the two
came on together. Radcliff drew a
quivering breath. Either of these two
might have garroted Mad Wiilll and
stabbed the Kanaka. Amnd Radcliff
had already suspected them of the
other murders.

And then Basset moved out of the
undergrowtin, his long, bobbing stride
bringing him close to Stromm and
Vreoomamn. Basset, too? But surely
the man would not kill his own con-
stable!

Vrooman and Stromm muttered
rough greetings as they approached
the porch. Stromm’s eyebrows lifted
questioningly at sight ot Radcliff's
taut face.

“"Wheat's the trouble, Radclifff?” he
drawled. "You look like you've seen
a ghost.”

“Tthat other Kanaka is dead on the
path there,” Radcliff said shertly.
“He was stabbed a few minutes #ge6.”

Basset's long face twisted in sud-
den fury. His black eyes flamed as
he glared at Stromm and Vrooman,

“Dammn you!™ he grated. "If you've

killed Jobhn, ¥'1I—"

Abruptly he swung away, lurched
down the path, before Radcliff had a
chance to tell him of the other two
killings for him to investigate when
he got over his own murderous rage
enough to attend to them.

Stromm, watching, repeated, *“It
gets better and better.”
IS face was contemptuously

placid, but Vrooman's eyes were
hard and glittering, a strange contrast
to his fear-loosened mouth.

As Radcliff told them about the at-
tempt on Mad Wiill’s life, he moted
that the shoes of both men were cov-
ered with the same yellow mud that
had been on the flloor of Mad Will's
room. And that in the shadowed mind
of the man who crouched behind him,
as though fer protection, was a plain
fear of Eric Stromm. That was shown
in Mad Wiilll's darting eyes.

“So,” Stromm said slowly, as though
he had read the accusatiom in his hallff-
brother’s mind, “you think 1 did it."

“[ didn't say so. But I want to kmow
where you were."

“I was down at the dock to see about
my ship. That was a bad blow last
night.”

“Amd you?" Radcliff shot at Vroo-
man.

“Just walking around,” Vrooman
answered sullenly.

The answers he might have ex-
pected, Radcliff thought wryly. Sud-
denly he was sick of the whole busi-
ness. This damnable island was inun-
dated with violence, blood and death
—and he was powerless against it!

“All 1 have to say, Stromm," he said
tiredly, “is this: Four people have
been killed and another attacked, all
because of the mistakem notiom that
our father left a fortunme. At least,
that's what 1 gather from all I can
make out. Though how the deaths
that have occurred could have amy-
thing to do with either finding a for-
tune or benefiting by it is, I confess,
something beyond me.

“But I, for one, am tired of fifigttiing,
mentally and physically. The bones
our father did leave are worthless. At
least they are to me. Since there is
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nothing here of value why don’t we
leave the bones and go away from this
hellish bloody island before one of us
is Ikiillledi?™"

Stromm'’s lips parted in the same
cold grin. “Not me. I'm stamding
pat. My father left me a trust. 1
won't neglect it. You can go if you
want to. So can Valerie—if she's
afraid.”

“We can't without your boat,” Rad-
cliff snapped, “and you know it! The
steamer won’t touch here for a week
or more.”

“Affraid you’ll have to stay, then,”
Stromm said. “To the bloody end.
I'm not leaving." And again he
grinned at Radcliff. “"Is that all?”

“Yes,” Radcliff grated.

Stromm laughed softly. “We'd bet-
ter get busy, then. We've got four
corpses to bury as soom as we can get
Basset to say the word.”

Radcliff only nodded, but a sullen
throb of anger filled him as he and
Mad Wiill followed Stromm through
the doorway. Jan Vroomam had al-
ready slipped away into the house.

They found Jan Vrooman talking
to his mother, and Stromm asked
Vrooman to lend a hand at the grave
digging. Amma Vrewman rubbed her
bony hands together and cackled.

“Dig eight graves,” she advised
with evil joy on her wrinkled face.
“Four more will die before amother
day is here. . . " Her voice trailed
off in weird lawghter.

Radcliff's voice was thick.
are the others?"

“It might be any one of us,” she
cackled, and would say no more.

“Who

E day was gone before the

graves were finished and the bed-

jes ef Ely and Reed and the twe
Kanakas were placed iR them.

It seemed odd that Basset remained
so silent. Amd that the representa-
tive of the island police had made
only a casual inspecttiom of the
strangely murdered Ely and Reed,
Of course, it was impossible te wait
for a doctor to perform an awtopsy—
a corpse cannot long remain wriburied
in the tropics. But it did seem that
Basset should make some effort te find

out how they had died. Instead, he
would not even speak; only watched
everybody with fierce black eyes that
seemed to threaten them all with
death.

The first shadows ot night found
Radcliff in his own roora changing his
wet and muddy clothes. All day he
had labored at grave digging in the
constant dewnpowr. And Aew that
night was here agaln, he eould Aet rid
himself ef the feeling that the night-
fale et vielenee would resume its
reign et terref.

Anna Vrooman had said four more
would die. She had not been wrong
yet,

Bending down to lace his shoes
Radcliff saw a splinter on the filvor
and remembered that one had pricked
him the night before. He saw it more
plainly now, estimating it to be an
inch-long bit of wood, with both ends
glistening with some sort of coating.

Radcliff moved to the bed and
turned back the blankets. In the nap
of the two inner ones, he found three
more splinters. His eyes mamrowed
thoughtfully.

If the coating on the points were
some deadly poison, it would be a
clever method of killing a man while
he slept. And if the poison were such
that it paralyzed the chest muscles,
the vietim would appear to have died
of suffoeation—strangled by the ghost
ef Dussault the Bloody!

Turning, he rushed through the
door and to the room in which Jake
Rood had been killed. In the blankets
of Rood's bed, he found fully a half
dozen of the same splinters!

That seemed definite proof that the
splinters had caused Jake Rood's
death. For a moment he was exultant
with this discovery. Then his mind
balked.

He, Radcliff, had been pricked by a
splinter, but he had not died!!

Reluctantly he was forced to admit
the splinters had nothing te do with
it. That stuff he had seen on them
was probably pitch, and the splinters
most likely had been collected while
the blankets were being aired en the
porch roof.

Back in his room, he found Mad
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Wiill waiting with his dried shoes.

“Theamks, Wiill,” Radcliff said, won-
dering if Mad Wiill was going to be on
his hands from now on, because he
had saved the simple fellow’s life.

*You can wait here, Wiill,” he said.
“I'll be back shortly. Lock the door,
if you're afraid”™

—

CHAPTER VII

A Maessage from Dussault

ADCLIFF took his gum and
flashli ht and as he went down
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“Come iR, Beter Radelift,” she said.
Radeliff moved toward her. The
light did queer things te the old wem-

an's face; made her blind eyes glow
more yellow in the withered sockets,
bringing a strange animatiom to her
wrinkled face.

“You need not be afraid,” she said,
with a caricature of a smile. “We were
just talking about you—Dusssawltt and
L

Agaim Radcliff felt that queer, un-
pleasant prickling of his skin, seemed
to feel the room grow icily cold. Dus-
sault!

The whole situatiom suddenly en-
raged him. Last night he had almost
allowed this woman to make him be-
lieve against his will in the legend of
Dussault. She would not do it to-
night! Dussault did not exist!

The wommam laughed. “He does ex-
ist—he’s standing there beside you.”

A fresh chill caught Radcliff. She
had knowm what he was tihiimikimg!

The skull and bones glowed lumi-
nously in the yellow fiireligiitt, seemed
to have a luminance of their own. The
grinning jaws of the skull suggested
hideous laughter. Peter Radcliff
stared at it as if hypnotized.

The old wommam cackled again.
"Wy don’t you speak? Has fear
closed your throat?"

Radcliff’s throat was dry and chok-
ing.

“Dussault,” he croaked hollowly,
“is a lie!™

NNA VROOMAN'S evil mirth

echoed in the stillness of the
room. Radcliff wanted to throttle
her, to feel her thin neck betweem his
hands. She was trying to drive him
mad!

“Do you hear that, Pierre?” she
chortled. “He says you are a lie.
Dussault the Bloody a lie!” And
again her laughter shattered the si-
lence to brittle fragments.

Radcliff was frozen. In spite of his
gritted teeth and the exercise of his
firmestt will power, he could feel a
presence at his side, one to which the
old woman spolke. Desperately he
fougit that realizatiom and his sud-
den horrible fear.

"Dussault is a lie!” he shouted.

Amma Vrooman turned her head as
though watching someone walking to-
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ward the door.

“Where are you going?” she asked,
and listened. Some answer she seemed
to get convulsed her with more laugh-
ter—still stranger laughter.

The sound beat against Radcliff's
consciousness N surgimg waves,
plucked at his sanity with cold fin-
gers. Once more the black cloud of
madness was hovering over him.

Suddenly the coldness was gone
from the room. Dussault was gone!
As he had gone the night before! Who
would die mow?

Radcliff shot a glance at the pol-
ished skull on which the light danced
in evil glee. The thing gripped him,
fascinated him. Once that thing of
cold, white smoothness had been be-
neath the warm flesh and blood of the
awful Presence whose coldness had
just left his side. The long-dead
Thing that had once more gone to
commit murder.

The woman'’s laughter had suddenly
stopped. Her head had fallen for-
ward. Radcliff moved to her slowly,
touched her wrist with a trembling
hand. She was dead!

Radcliff turned and ran blindly
from the room.

Duseault had killed again. And he
was not through! Someone else was
dying at this moment. Death—mur-
der—was in all the air, thick, and
stifling!

In the hall he collided with Mad
Will's trembling ffigure. The filash-
light showed the gibbering fear in
the man's face. This poor idiot had
sensed it, too! He had known that
death was prowling the house. And
his fragmentary mind had been capa-
ble ot only one thought—to seek pro-
tection in Radcliff's presence.

Peter Radcliff caught him by the
shoulders, shook him.

*Go to Valerie's room!” he c¢ried
hoarsely. "“Wattch her! Let mo ome
near her, do you hear? You're a man
—protect henr!™

NMAINT intelligence filickered btl‘iief-
ly in that ugly, beard ace
Radulmsthel;dég
Radelifig '6
€

darf-‘i
W'Unmt}'q ga}? tume

to climb t e stalrs

Radcliff knew that he, himself,
muét do something at once. He must
find out where Death had again struck
in that evil house!

Gripping his gun, he paused in front
of the first door to which he came, and
stood there shaking. What lay be-
yond it?

Holding gun and light ready, he
turned the knob and pushed the door.
It creaked mournfully as it opened on
solid darkness. A flood of cold swept
past Radcliff, again sent his scalp to
crawling as he forced himselt to
move into the room.

Darkness like cobwebs spun about
his face. The light moved slowly
ahead; a Jong, white, searching fifrger.
The silence was thick, the coldness
real and icy. Had Dussault. . . . Yes!

For Jan Vrooman lay on his bed,
strangled as he had slept!

Bowed and twisted, his face black
and grinning, and his eyes bulging.
Death had come to Jan Vrooman as
it had to others.

In a fliwod of sudden terror, Rad-
cliff remembered the ancient wom-
an's certainty that death would come
to the house. Her strange laughter
that her own unexpected death had
stopped. Her son had died—and she
had known iit!

Then Dussault had killed Jan Vroo-
man! Dussault did exist! He could
kill?

Radcliff stood there trembling, his
reason slipping, fading from his brain.
His throat was working. He whim-
pered small sounds without meaning.
His heart was pounding, almost burst-
ing in a erescendo of pain.

Long moments he stood there frozen
in that world of madness. With a
supreme effort of will, at Jast he
forced his brain to aobedience, but it
left him weak and shaking. Slewly
he walked to the corpse. He turned
the body—and then he found it. A
sliver clinging to the flesh et the
thigh!

A sharp veice from the deerway
abruptly jarred him wpright.

"Get 'em up! Don't mover”

Basset of the Island Peolice!

Radcliff raised his hands te sheul-
der height, and spoke jerkily.
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“You're just in time. Here's anethef
murder!”

“Ofh,” Basset said, “it’s you, the bey
scout. I thought I'd run iAte yeur
mysterious murderer . . . you ean put
‘em down.” He lurehed inte the roem
and bent over the dead fman. “Gawd!”
he whispered. “Wiak killed himn?”

“I don"t know.” Radecliff sthrugged,
and laconically suggested: “It might
have been Dussault.”

“Bunk!” Basset snapped, straight-
ening to face Radcliff whose fiishhiight
flickeeeed upward on both their faces,

ASSET was so tall, compared to

Radeliff’'s slightness, that the

New Englandet’s eyes were an a level

with the breast peeket of the island

policemmamn. And beeause of that, seme-

thing eaught Radeliff's eyes and they
narrewed.

“You know as well as I do,” Basset
growled, “that all this stuff about a
ghost is baloney. Somebody is trying
to scare us out, amd—"

Radcliff nodded, his eyes still ffixed
on Basset’s left breast pocket. He was
seeing a browm stain on that umiform
pocket. In the top of the stain was a
small round hole. Amd that hole had
been made by a bullet!

“WiHeat did you do with the bhodiy?”
Radcliff said quietly.

“Huh?"” Basset stiffened,
“WHeat you talking athbout?”

Radcliff’s forefinger touched the
hole. “ThHmt was made by a bullet.
The man who wore this uniform when
the hole was made was shot through
the heart. Tihe browm stain is blood
that has not been completely washed
eut. Yeu killed the man whe should
be rightfully wearing this wmiifiorm!”

Basset backed away slowly, black
eyes glaring with the cold glitter of
death.

“That’s too bad,” he snarled. “Too
bad—for you—tihat you're so damned
smart!”

Watching the rigid barrel of Bas-
set's gun, Radcliff wondered how he,
himself, could be so detached and cool.
His mind was clear now, too. He was
not afraid.

“I would like to know if you were
the killer of the rest of them whe've

tensed.

died here, too,” he said coldly.

Basset’s mouth curled in a hard,
mirthless grin. “Alll right, I’ll tell you.
It won’t make any difference. Not
now. Sure I killed the cop who owned
this rig, after I'd heard him say he
was on his way here to collect the gov-
ernment’s share of your old man's
dough. I needed that myself. I'm
tired of bein’ on the beach. Amd the
Kanaka boys come along to help me
get it.

“Strormm killed one Kamnaka—you
saw that—and I got the other one.
This talk of ghosts and all the killing
got him scared, especially after
Stromm killed his brother when he
caught him lifting the skull. He was
doing that for me. I wanted to have a
look-see at that skull. Maybe there
might be some writing, or a map on it,
or something, I thought that would
give me a line on the dough. I'm still
going to look at that skull, but you
womn't know. You'll be where you
womn’t be worryinm’ about any hidden
shekels when maybe I'm spendin’ 'em.

“Amythow, the Kanaka was goin’ to
spill his guts to you folks in hopes he
could get out of the business alive, so
I killed himmn. But that's the only one
I killed here on the island. Some-
boedy else done this to Vroomman. It'll
soom be three I killed altogether,
thoughh, for now I gotta add you to my
list. 1="

CHAPTER VIII

Bitter RRevenmge

ADCLIFF didn't wait for Basset

te finish, though he realized the
edds against him, and that there was
hardly a echanee in a million he would
come out of this alive. The pelice-
fan impersonateor had both guns. His
finger was even then clesing on a
trigger.

Peter Radcliiff threw his light
straight into Basset’s face and dived
headlong for the man’s legs. Basset
cursed, fired, as the light struck him.
The bullet whammed over Radcliff's
head, the sound echoing thumderously
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through the room. But Radcliff
clutched the legs tightly, heaved up in
one quick motion.

Basset’s scarecrow body crashed
down like a falling tree. He struck
the floor on his shoulders, grunted in
pain. Radcliff clawed frantically for
the gun, caught the wrist holding it,
and cursed in pure desperatiom at this
marauding beachcomber's amazing
strength.

Basset heaved, and twisted like a
snake. His free hand beat at Radcliff's
face, clawed him. His rigid thumb
clawed at his antagonist's eyes. Then
Basset squirmed from under Radcliff,
twisted in a powerful surge to strad-
dle the smaller man’s chest. Still Rad-
cliff clung to that gun wrist with the
strength of desperation, knowing that
grasp of his was all that intervened
between him and death.

The fury that burned through Peter
Radcliff like a raging fire, gave him a
sudden surge of strength. In a burst
of rage he twisted the gun hand, and
in the struggle Basset's fiinger
squeezed the trigger. The gun roared.
Flame touched Basset's owm face,
blasting his life away in a thunderous
roear.

The long figure was suddenly with-
out bones; slumped lifelessly. Rad-
cliffi twisted free, scrambled to his
feet, trembling and weak with exhaus-
tion.

He had killed aman! Accidentally,
perhaps, but the man was dead. Still,
Basset had deserved killing. He had
knifed the Kanaka and had killed the
island policeman who had owned the
uniformm.

But he had not killed Vroomam and
Ely and Rood! The horror killer was
still allive!

Radcliff turned in a quick movement
to the bed, winced as a flash of pain
went through his leg. The fight had
opened the old nail wound. The nail
wowid]! Abruptly, as though a voice
had spolken te him from another world,
as Anma Vrooman had claimed one
spoke te her, the answer to the mur-
der tangle burned across Peter Rad-
eliff’s mind.

It was one of those imexplicable
liftings of the veil for a blinded vision

that sometimes come to a man in
times of stress, without any apparent
rhyme or reason. But it was as blaz-
ingly clear to Radcliff as tropical day-
light. He kimesw how those strangled
men had been killed!

But who had done it? Suddenly,
his brain was reeling. Four of them
were left on this island mow—Stromem,
Mad Wiilll, Valerie and himself. Which
would be the next to die?

He didn’t stop for logical reasoning,
but ran blindly for the stairs. Too
late! Valerie's room was empty.
There had been a struggle. The room
was a wreck. He searched it hastily,
afraid ot what he might fiind. But
there was nothing ; ne bedy.

He leaped for the door, darting
along the hall. In moments he had
searched the house thoroughly, then
he plunged inte the night.

Rain and wind battered him. He
slipped, went sprawling in the mud.
His gun vanished into the darkness,
and he had to take precious minutes
to search for it.

He staggered on, and the stable
loomed before him. He crashed
through the entrance, on to the door
at the end of the corridor. He kicked
it open, then halted—frozem by the
scene before him.

QTROMM was crouched in the

center of the room. A heavy gun
in his hand swung between Radeliff
and the eringing fgure of Mad Will.
Te ene side Valerie stoed, frightened,
walting.

And on the table, gleaming whitely,
were the skull and bones.

In that room where only the glitter
of tense, white faces stood out, death
was very near.

"Stand as
growled.

"Wttt are you doing?™ Radeliff
shouted furiously at his hallf-brothet.

“I'm going to kill this—" Stromm
rasped out a curse. “Wiith my bare
hands. I promised that te wheever
stole the bones my father intrusted te
me. And this devil dragged Valerie
down here!™

He threw the gun crashing threugh
the window, and crouched to leap at

you are!" Stromm
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Mad Will.

“Stop, Stromm!” Radcliff roared.
“For God’s sake, stop! He'll kill
you! Look at what he's get in his
hand. Tivat splinter he's helding is
death-—rmurdier!™

Stromm laughed harshly. “Have
you been brain-shocked, too? A splin-
ter can’t hurt me.”

“That one can!” Radcliff panted.
“Others like it killed Ely and Rood
and Vreoomam. There's tetanus toxin
on the ends—enough to kill you in-
stantly! I kmovw! Have the best pos-
sible reason to know—ne time to tell
you fiew. . ., . Leok out! Deom’t let
hifm eere near yow!”

Radcliff's gun suddenly swung up
and he centered it steadily on Mad
Wiill. In his eyes was a cold, hard
glint that even to an idiot must mean
business. Mad Wiill cowered back,
mouthing, but Radcliff’'s eyes on him
were steady, contemptuows, and with
promise of death in them.

“Hell, tetanus is lockjaw,” Stromm
growled. “That takes days to kill.
Wihy all the dramatics, Radcliff? 1
told you I can take care of him with
my bare hamds.”

Radcliff's stern eyes never wavered
from Mad Will.

“[ said the splinters hold the toxin,”
he grated. “Tihe germ of tetanus de-
velops a toxin—a poison—im the body
that kills when it becomes strong
enough. The toxin on these splinters
was developed by injecting tetanus
germs into horses, and separating the
toxin from the blood. It's strong
eneugh to kill instantly! It freezes
the museles — the victims can't
breathe. Tiaiiss why it looked as if a
ghest killed Ely and Roed and Vreo-
fan. Mad Wiilll was the Kkiller,
theugh—molt Dussault's ghest!”

Stromm’s jaw dropped as he glanced
at Mad Will.

“But how in hell could he do all
this?"” he demanded.

Radcliff shrugged. He saw the
rapid change that had come over the
man with the supposedly darkened
brain. The vacant expressiom was no
loenger in his eyes; his shoulders had
straightened. The simulated madness
had dropped from him like a cloak.

“I can guess, in a general way, why
he did it,” Radcliff said. “But I think
we'd better have the details from
him.”

There was a new kind of madness
in Mad Wiill's filaming eyes now; an
insane anger as he stared into the
black gun muzzle in Peter Radcliff's
inexorable hands.

ERTAINLY,” he grated. “I'll
tell you. Wiy not? I worked
for your father ten years ago as a
trader. We had a row, and he fired
me.” He hesitated an infinitesimal
traction of a secend while black hatred
flared in his eyes. “Thefe—=ithere was
a glfl in the Iislands”"=hig veice
drepped alfmest te a mumble as he said
that iR semething like reveraice="my
daughter, By fy island wite — and
ohn Radeliff=he always teek what
e wanted, damn Ais sowllt”

His lips tightened to a thin line be-
neath the beard as he closed them on
that part of his voluntary confession.

“Jolm Radcliff black-balled me
throughout the islands, so I couldn’t
get a job. I couldn’t make a living. I
swore | would get his fortune for—
for her. I knew he %as rich, and I
was a long time plaumimg.”

He smiled wryly through his un-
kempt beard. “Ome thing Johm Rad-
cliff didn't know. He didn’t know I
was a doctor back in the States; back
before something—ihal to me—
as it did to Radcliff himself. Amd I
had to flee to these islands. He didn't
knew of the laboratory werk I had
done. But I had forgoften none of it.
It eame in handy when I needed it.

*Wihem all was ready I came here to
this island, wrecked my boat and pre-
tended I had lost my mind, kmowing
your father would no longer recognize
me as I had made myself. For a long
time now I tried to find out where he
had hidden his wealth, but only dis-
covered his cunning hiding place re-
cently. Wheete it is, I'll never tell you.
I had a fine plan all worked out for
my revenge on him when I found his
fertune. But damn him, he had to die
en me, cheating me of persomal re-
venge.”

He straightened and shrugged.
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“Wedll, anyway, he thought 1 was an
idiot, and he said 1 was to have this
skull and bones if none of you wanted
them—and you won’t want them. Two
of you will be dead, and Valerie .
I've taken a liking to that skull and
cross-bones, you see. Kind of re-
minds me of another time.”
“"Why did you kill Rood and Ely
and Vrooman?” Stromm demanded.
"Old Ely saw me making an imjec-
tion in the horses when 1 was fiing
up my little dose that I knew I might
need, even if John Radcliff was dead.
He knew I was not mad, and was going
to tell Veoomman. 1 had worked on a
trader with Jake Rood, and was afraid
he'd remember that, given time. So I
had te kill them, ana in killing them
the way 1 did, 1 expected to frighten
you away with the legend of Dussault.
“It would have been easy to have
had John Radcliff’s death laid to Dus-
sault, in these superstitious islands,
but how could I kill him until I knew
about his wealth? 1 killed Vrocman
because he knew where the fortune
was, but age and a worn-out heart con-
veniently removed Anna.”
“YWhere is the fortune?”
demanded.

Stromm

ADCLIFF picked up a shin-

bore and cracked it across a
kree. A flood of small, round objects
spilled from the hollow and rattled
acress the fflosr,

“Here,” he said.

“Pearls!” Stromm breathed softly.
“A fortune in pieEnlks""

“Yes,” Radcliff agreed. “Amd it's a
little strange a man like Mad Will,
who must know chemistry, was so
long discovering these bones were
artificial, made for the purpose. He
believed, as did Amnma Vreooiman and
het son, that they were awthentic
pirate relics.

“Father left us the skull and bones
before anybody knew where the pearls
were, with that rigamarole about pul-
verizing them, knowing that if we did
break them, according to his imstruc-
tions, we would find the pearls. 1
think it's plain enough why Father
said Mad Wiilll eould have them, if we
didn't want them—it was to make

them appear worthless, so Jan Vroo-
man would leave them alone.

“Mad Will was not attacked this
morning. He had the garrote business
all planned to divert suspicion from
himself. He was really in no danger
of being badly hurt. He was all ready
to put the garrote on himselt the
minute anyone appeared, looking for
himm. And that happened to be me.”

“Again you're right,” Mad Wiilll said
casually. “"But now with you two dead,

the pearls shall be mine. And
Valerie. . . ."
A hot, reckless light suddenly

burned in Stromm's eyes.

“I think not,” he said. “Youwr toxin
might kill me, but I'll take you with
me!”

Crouching, Stromm began a slow
movement toward Mad Wiill. And
suddenly Valerie screamed, shrilly.

“No! Eric—domt!™

Radcliff saw the truth in her eyes,
then. She loved Eric Stromm who
was willing to die that Radcliff might
live, arid she be free. Lowved him with
such desperation that she threw her-
self in fury straight at Mad Wiilll Car-
riek.

Radcliff dived across the few feet
that separated them and knocked her
spinning against the wall. He
wheeled, swung his fist hard at
Stromm, then plunged straight into
the down-falling splinter of weed,

IS hands caught Mad Will's

throat, closed. Mad Wiilll fought
desperately, the sliver in his fidling
hand again and again piercing the
flesh of Radcliff's arms. They tripped
and fell, rolled fighting acress the
floer.

In his flaming anger at the Kkiller
Radcliff was only dully aware that
Mad Wiill's fists were pounding his
face. He could feel nething but his
own strength—tihat was concentrated
in his squeezing fingeis on the muf-
derer s throat.

All the hell that he had suffered in
the past was in that urge. A savage
joy, a primeval bloed-lust swept him
as his fingers sank deeper ifite fiesh.

Stromm's rough hands finally
caught him and dragged him away.
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*All rlght," he said huskily, “He’s
dead. Listen—about that poisen in
the splinter. Is there anything we €an
do to stop it's actien for you?”

Radcliff opened his puffed eyes,
looked into the two white faces that
hovered him. And knew what they
were thinking. They thought that he
would die! Crazy laughtee convulsed
him, echeed through the reem. He
shook his head, as his lips twisted
wryly. He glaneed at Valerie—eénce
—then away,

“Domn’t take it so hard, Eric,” he said.
“I’m not going to die. The stuff can't
hurt me. Mad Wiill already tried to
kill me last night. An amtfi-tetanus
injection I had for a nail wound just
before I came here protected me from
that.”

There was a dazed look on Stromm's
face, unbelief. “You mean that imjec-
tion will give you immmurnitty?™

“Yes. Am anti-tetanus injectiom is
much the same as a smallpox vaccina-
tion. Though it doesn’t last so long.”

He saw their faces brighten at the
calm sincerity in his voice, and flame
into smiles and joyful eyes.

“Tihat’s how I knew the poisom had
to be a tetanus toxin,” Radcliff said,
“even though I've heard that few
know it's been isolated. Because I did
Aot die—and because of the sick
herses. 1 knew, after Veowmman died,

tbat you weren’t the killer, Eric, be-
cause the horses were sick long before
you came to the islamd.”

Stromm’s throat was working with
emotion. Valerie knelt beside Rad-
cliff, laid her lips, warm and soft,
against his own. He knew what she
meant, and he enjoyed the utter
sweetness of them for a long moment.
Then, softly, he spoke again.

“You're sweet, Valerie. But I can't
take your sacrifice, even though you
know I love you. I'm not your kind.
Stromm is. Go with him. But, please,
don’t forget the guy who thinks you're
swell. ... ."

ADCLIFF stood again at the

stone balustrade looking, new, at
a clear horizon. The first rays of the
morning sun warmed him and fillled
the harbot with dancing blue light.

Dowm below, Eric Stromm’s ship
was putting out to sea. It lifted on
the flood tide, went on eagerly toward
the open sea.

Radcliff saw a sail belly out and
fill. The ship lifted, heeled away. A
slim figure was standing at the stern
rail. There was a filutter of white, an
upraised hand—and then they were
gone, scudding outward toward the
bright herizon.

“Good sailing,"” Radcliff whispered,
“and a deep harbor.”
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OU didn't hear the detail
QU i et
Gorm asked. "It was
ghast] om.”
Th md tore at his words so that

he had to speak louder. Wiith the tall
young Tom Ranee beside him, he ges-
tured toward the cemetery where be-
yond the ornate metal fence the head-
stones lay spread in a white array,
eerie blobs in the murk of the stormy
darkness.

“Iheat’s his grave,” Gorm said.
“That big tablet, with the cross. He

40

wanted ilgte smple. I,selected it from
our stock—en it myself. A la-

bor of love, Tomm. He was a fine old
fellow, your gramdfather.”

He knew the youth couldn’t see his
face in the darkness. But it wouldn’t
have made any difference. Gorm was
quite calm now. Young Ranee had no
suspicion, of course, of how his grand-
father had really died.

“Details?” Ranee murmured. “Tell
me. I only know that he was mur-
dered.”

“Murdered,” Gorm echoed. “Yes,
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murdered—mast horribly. There was
a madman the papers called Guillotine
Jack, prowling these hills that sum-
mer. A fiemnd—Gad knows all his
crimes had no motive, except that he
was a crazed fiend with a lust for kill-
ing. He was never caught.”

“Amd Grandfather?” young Ranee
prompted.

The squat little Gorm put his hand
up to the youth’s shoulder. “He—
he was found like the others,” he said.
The stammer in his voice was calcu-
lated. One must summen hotror for
this thing that was so horrible. “They
were all—all that fiends victims were
found decapitated,” Gorm added. “In
your grandfather’s case ofily the head
was found. It's buried there—just
his head—all ef him that was left te
bury.”

Rain was beginning to patter
through the branches of the sodden
willows. Off to the south there were
lightning flares, and rolling, mutter-
ing thunder. Despite the wind, the
night was hot, oppressive, electrical.
Fog swirled around the blurred white
headstones. To the left, just inside
the eemetery gate, a dezen feet back
from the pebbled path, steod the big
marble headstone with the eross above
it. The ebleng meund ef earth was
banked with a summer growth eof
flowarss. 1A the easket eight feet dewn
under that meunded earth, the head of
gld Themas Ranee lay Buried. Feur
years new. . . .

ORM'S mind swept back. What
he was telling the old man's
handseme grandsem was true enough.
There had been a reaming maniac
that summer—a fiend who had grue-
seffely decapitated half a dezem vic-
tims, and whe had never been caught.
German had knewn ne mmere of the
flend's identity than had anyene else.
1t was all true—execept en vital little
detail. Germ had deeided, that sum-
mer, that eld Ranee must die. The
UhkRewn, murderous flend made an
eppeortunity. ARd se Germ had killed
the eld fman, bufied the Beaﬁ miles
frem here, and left the gery head te
Be feund.
Of course, they blamed it on Guil-

lotine Jack! Amd Gorm had attended
the funeral, white-faced and grim,
with realistically moist eyes as he had
gazed at the head of his partner where
it lay in the coffin, arranged by the
undertaker’s art so that one hardly
realized it had no body.

“Mir. Gorm! Good Lord—what's
that?”

Young Tomm Ranee twitched away
from Gorm’s hand on his shoulder.
The startled words jerked Gorm out
of his roaming thoughts. Amnd he
stared over the metal fence through
the murk—and stiffened.

They both saw it plainly—a little
glow of purple-violet radiance that
gleamed in the stormy darkness upon
the headstone which marked the spot
where the head of old Thaomas Ranee
was buried. A little wisp of purple
glow, oozing up from the grave. But
all in that second it was taking form,
drawing itself together, shaping itself
to be a ball—an eerie, luminous ball
the size of a human head. A purple
head!

Tie staring, breathless Gorm re-
coiled a step. The wind through the
somber, sodden willows that lined the
brook beside the cemetery momentari-
ly had ceased. There was only the
patter of rain; and young Ranee's
murmured exclamadiion:

“My God—it came out of Grand-
father’s grave! His head—look at
it

A purple head. His head—plainly
materializing out of the grave. For
a second or two the ghastly thing
hung poised on the tip of the head-
stone. His head! The ghost of his
head! Glowing, eerie, damnable thijig,
gone purplish with the putrid rotting
flesh and blood. The murky darkness
Rid its details, but as he stared,
stricken, unbreathing, Gorm's horri-
fied imaginatiom supplied them. The
eld rman's rotted faee—his staring
burnlag eyes—vengetull eyes,

There was just that second or two
when the ghastly apparitiom of the
head rose up and poised. Amd then
it moved again, filsating forward.

Gorm staggered back. “You—you
damned tHimg—"

Was that his voice? Good God, he
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mustn’t let young Ranece hear words
like that!

The bodiless, shimmering head was
suddenly fﬂluttmg, floating away mnow.
Five or six feet from the ground, it
slowly moved almost as though a
body, invisible, were under it! Then
it went faster, perched upon amother
headstone, moved to another, and an-
other—dwindling by distance until at
last it was a tiny radiant blob down
the hill by the other fence under the
willows.

Then it was gone.

Gorm breathed again. “Walll, my
God, Tom—"

“Grandfather's head —"  Young
Ranee tried to laugh. “Hely mack-

erel, we've gone nuts, Mr. Gorm. A
ghost’s head? That's crazy"

“Of course it is,” Gorm murmured.
“Come on back to the house, Tom.
“Its gone—wihatever the devil it
was."

E ghost of old man Ranee?
Idiotic! As they went back along
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the Willow Brook Cemetery Corpo-
ration stood beside it, the big shed and
workshop nearby—the shed where the
marble blocks were stored from which
Gorm fashioned headstones and built
mausoleunms for his bereaved clients.
A ghost in a cemetery! How really
idiotic! Gorrm, who lived at this ceme-
tery gate, whose business was graves
and headstones and mausoleums, cer-
tainly knew there were no ghests in
graveyards—of anywhere else,

At last midnight came. Young
Ranee had fimally gone to bed. Tired
from his long drive from California
where he had lived with a maiden
aunt, the nineteen-year-old youth was
glad eneugh when Gorm suggested
that he needed seme sleep.

But Gorm had not gone to bed. In
the dim lining room he lay sprawled
in his big easy chair, a squat ugly lit-
tle figure. Wihat must he do about
young Torm Ranee? A plan was form-
ing. The thing looked clear and sim-
ple. Old Ranee and Gorrm had been
partners—sole owners of the Willow
Brook Corporation. Then eld Ranee
had discovered the falsified books—
the money which little by little fer
three years Gorm had been {aking.
Faeced with expesure, Gorm had killed
the old man. That was ever and dene
with.

But now here was the grandsen up-
on the brink of manhoed. He weuld
soon be in control of the Malif-interest
in the cemetery corporation which his
grandfather had willed te the aunt in
California. The business was sup-
posed to be languishing, almest prefit-
less. That old weman iR Califernia
would never knew the differenee. Byt
not so, young Rafee! Already Hhis
alert young fmind was prebing. ARd
it wouldn't be s8 hard fer Rim t8 fiRd
a metlve for the murder of his grang:
father—a metive that weuld make the
autherities suspiciews ot gld Raneg's
grueseme, appertune death.

The midnight storm-wind meaned
around the eaves of the stene cottage.
The rain had stepped, but sutside it
was solid black—a het eppressive hu-
midity, with lightaing Hfares and
threatening thunder at the seuthern
horizon. Still Germ sat sprawled, ms:
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tionless. The boy must die, of course.
That cement-lined grave under con-
structiom out there for the Franklin
family, whose eccentric Uncle Peter
had just died, would be the death-trap.
Death by accidemt. It would look
reasonable. Gorm wouwld say that the
boy had gone out inte the midnight
darkness, probably te visit his peer
grandfather’s grave. And ia the
blackness he had fallen inte that con-
crete pit.

EEMLY Gorm rose from his

chair and left the house. The
dailkness outside was like a wall; but
in a moment, 8§ his eyes beearne a¢-
customed to it and he threaded the
path dewn te the eernetery gate, the
glearning white Blebs ef the head-
stones beearne visiBle=the larger
blebs of the mauseleums—=the wind-
ing, ffowered paths=the sember line
of weeping willews dewh By the
stream Beyend the distant fenee.

And just inside the nearer gate, was
the headstone of the grave of old
Ranee’s head. The Franklim plot was
behind it, across the path. The open
grave-pit, lined with concrete, wnder
constructiom now for the Franklin
family, had planks laid across its top.
Gorm could see them.

Familiar scene. Certainly there
was nothing about a graveyard at
night that could frighten Johm Gorm.
Nothing ?

He went through the little metal-
latticed gate and followed the path
which led past old Ranee’s grave. The
big marble marker stood eerily gleam-
ing like a square, uprigiht monster on
guard. Gorm suddenly realized that
his heart was racing. He had thought
it was excitement; but abruptly mow
he knew it was terror.

Gorm had never in the slightest be-
lieved in ghosts. But tonight, after
that weird spectre which uwmmistak-
ably he and the boy had seen, Gorm
was vaguely wondering. A ghost's
head? Had it come up from the grave
to wreak vengeance upom Gore the
murderer? Was it lurking dowm there
by the willow-limed river mow?

Impossible! But for a moment
Gorm stocd tensed in the darkness of

the graveyard path, staring down to
where the river willows were a sodden
blur. No, there was nothing. But old
Ranee had always been interested in
spiritualissn. He had always imsisted
that ghosts existed. Gorm's heart
pounded harder as his mind leaped
back to a night not long before he had
killed Ranee. The old man had loved
his grandson. He had said that after
he died he was going to make every
effort to commumicate with young
Tonmh.

Was that what he was doing to-
night? His head! A head could talk!
It could tell his grandsem that the
fiendiskh Guillotime Jack hadn't been
the murderer. It could whisper that
Gorm had poisoned him. Amnd when
he was dead, had cut off his head.

In the graveyard path Gorm stood
and tried to laugh at his wild
thoughts. He stood a moment longer,
peering; then he turned to the right,
off the path to where the open Frank-
lin grave-pit yawned dark, with a big
mound of fresh earth beside it. Old
Uncle Peter Franklin—he whe had
just died—had had a horror of crema-
tion. Amnd a horror of graves. The
worms ate at you, he had always said.
Maggots crawled in you. But he had
wanted to be undergrownd, in a grave-
pit, conerete-lined which would in ef-
fect be a tiny mawseleum.

N the ground beside the pit
Gorm: crouched in the darkness,

pulling away the scaffolding of planks
which the workmmem had used. In a
morment now he wowuld call Tomm out
here. The boy would eome running.
Easy eneugh to sheve him inte the
pit. If the fall dldn’t kill him, here
were plenty et reeks that eould be
threwn dewm te erack hls skull.

Gorm presently stood up, chuck-
ling. Everythimg was ready. He
moved over into the path. The house
was only a hundred yards away; the
hot oppressive night was silent.

“Tom!” he called. *“Oh Tom—"

He put an urgent terror into his
voice. “Tom! Come here quiiciklly?™

The words echoed through the
murky darkness; they carried up to
the house.
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“Tom! Come here, Tom—" Like
ripples from a stone throwm into a
pond, the widening call echoed over
the graveyard. "Tom! Come here!
Here 1 am, Tom!"

Then suddenly Gorm stood stif-
fened, transfixed with so great a ter-
ror fimoding him that his scalp prie:
kled, the rigid muscles of his bedy
twitched and the dark spreading scene
of the midnigit graveyard blurred
before his gaze. Old man Ranee had
also been named Tom!

Tom! Here 1 am, Tom! The
strickem Gorm was not calling it mow
—there was only the echo of it in his
mind. But the call had been heard.
From dowm by the blur of willows at
the river, the eerie purplish spectre
had appeared! The ghost’s head was
coming. Ghastly apparitiom of the
rotting head that should have been
here in its grave.

Numbed beycend power of speech or
movememt, Gorm stood tramsfixed,
staring at the apparitiom as it came
floatinyg, darting forward up the hill,
resting as it poised on the tip of a dis-
tant headstone. My God, where was
it now? Gone? No! He saw it
again, hovering at the corniced edge
of a little mausoleum, resting for an-
other leap.

The ghost's head! How clearly he
could see it! The face? Did it have
a face, or was the face all rotted? Did
it have a mouth? Lips—mowing lips
with mumbled words coming from its
ghastly throat? Gorm is a murderer

. . . he poisoned me ... he cut off
my head. . . .
“Go away! Youw get out of here,

Tom—I dont want you—"  The
scream burst from Gorm as he re-
coiled, staring at the onceming round
spectre. But it wouldm™t go away! It
made another leap, so that now it was
poised on the headstone of its own
grave.

Gorm was conscious that he was
trying to screamn. He was backing, re-
treating. One's last moments may
hold a myriad chaotic thoughts. Gorm
was scarcely conscious, as he stag-
gered backward in terror, that he had
stumbled against a plank that lay on
the ground. Then there was no

ground—just a swooping, backward,
whirling fall into darkness. A crash,
and his head bursting into a blimding
roar. Just a last dim, ironic thought
that the grisly spectre of old Ranece's
head had wreaked its vengeance. . . .

At the bottom of the grave-pit, John
Gorm died with his head split open
on the concrete. Acress the nearby
path the mound-grave of old Thomas
Ranee was dark. At the top of the
headstone, for a momemt or two., the
weird purple spectre hovered; then it
sank into the ground of the grave, and
vanished.

®@®W GUESS 1 hadn’t quite gone to

;B sleep,” young Ranee was say-
ing. "I heard him call, ‘Tom! Come
here quickly" 1 rushed out. Couldn't
see much at fifisst. I got here in time
to see him backing across the path. 1
thought he'd gome nuts. He shouted
at me, ‘You go away. You get out of
here, Tom!" ™

In the darkness young Ranee stood
beside the grave-pit with the group
of men who had hastily come in an-
swer to his telephone call,

"Maybe he was warnin’ you to get
away,” one of the policemen said.
"Aimaid the ghost would get you and
him both. Yow say, when he called
that just before he fell, that you could
see the damned ghost's headl?”

“There’s no such thing as a ghost,”
the coromer snorted. “Domt be an
idiot."”

"I don"t know what it was,” yeung
Ranee asserted doggedly. “But I cef-
tainly saw it. A purplish ball that
sort of glowed—lilke they say a ghest
glows. It was just the size 6f a man's
head. It flloated and then sat there en
the top of the headstone. It was theres
whem he fell.”

There was a young electriciam in the
crowd.

"Maybe that was St. Elme’s Fire,”
he said swddenly.

“Whmt's that?™
sharply.

The electrician smiled falntly. “1'm
not sayin’ it was St. Elmeo’s Fire, Ne-
body knows exaetly what St. Elme's
Fire is—some form of static elee-
tricity, some say, Amd new they're

asked an officer
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calling it ionized air. Sailors see it
sometimes, clinging to the spars of
the rigging.” He turned to young
Tom Ranee.

“It looks just about like you say,”
he added. “I saw it once, just before
an electrical storm—a night like to-
night.” He shuddered. “I was in-
doors, and the damned thing came
down the chimney. It was right in
the room with me, balanced like a
purple head on top ot an andiron of
the fireplace. Then it flloated out the
window.”

St. Elmo’s Fire? Or the ghost-
head of the murdered Ranee?

They opened the Ranee grave, later
that night. A purplish ghost’s head?
Even those of the men who had
scoffed, stood blankly, grimly staring
at the thing that festered in its coffin.
The noisome, rotting flesh of the head
of old man Ranee was purplish!

The undertaker tried to smile as the
other men turned to him. “No, I can't
say's I ever seen an exhumed cadaver
that was purplish like this,” he said.
“Formaldehyde’s not supposed to do
that. Of course, if the body had been
poisoned—wihich it wasn't—and after
death the head was cut off, then the
clotted, poisoned blood, and the for-
maldehyde used for embalming might

" His voice trailed off and he
shrugged.

“Too deep for me. You couldn't
tell anything about it now, amyway,
after all these years.”

Ironically, there was no one to sus-
pect that a murder had been com-
mitted—and another murdee barely
averted. The natural phenomenon of
St. Elmo’s Fire? Or the head of
Ranee’s ghost? They could argue
that question, but it was a griueseme
mystery without an answer.
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CHAPTER I

Come Into My Parlor!

UNT HESTER'S done
crazy things,” the girl
said, “"but this is the

craziest of all. Did you get a note
from her too, Billl2”

Bill Horgan wrapped his overcoat
tighter about his tall body, shivering
in the icy wind that blew aeress the
pier. The low thunder eof waves
boomed beneath theiirr feet. He
stamped experimentally.

“"I'm wondering if the wharf will
hold up,” he grunted. “Tiis amuse:
ment park has been deserted for ten
years at least. Yeah, I got a nete, Jean.
Here.”

He fumbled in Hhis peeket and
showed it to her if the meenlight.

Satamic Fury Is Unleashed to Coil About

i<




in a Grisly Orgy of Death at Stellar Park!
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of Grim Massacre

KUTTNER

“lhvaesioon frem the Eouwatth)” efc.

Dear Bill:

Although you are only my nephew by
marriage, 1 comsider you one of my rela-
tives, and comnsequently you are mentioned
in my will. Howewer, 1 shall leave mobody
anything unless that persom attends the
house party 1 am giving Saturday night at
Stellar Park. I have purchased one of the
concessions, renovated it, and intend to have
a great deal of amusement. Come at mine
promptly, and wear old clothes.

Hester Lake.

"Mime read about the same,” Jean
Morrell said. “Good heavens, look at
ﬁ"lm LE]

The pier was bordered on both sides
by amusement concessioms, refresh-
ment stands and gambling booths in an
advanced state of collapse. A roller
coaster, a broken skeleton against the
night sky, loomed above them. But
jjeeam was staring at the shiplike build-
ing before which they stood.

Built to resemble a boat, a faded

He thrust out the snub muzzle of an aaustometic
freom bethiandi Hosteer Lake's florm

Helpless Victiims in a Pitiless Trap of Doom!
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sign above it ammoumced:
NOAH'S ARK

Shallow water, coated with glisten-
ing oily scum, made a wide pool
around the boat. On a little island
was a whale of papier-mache and
wood, and as they watched its jaws
gaped widely, revealing a man stand-
ing in the hollow mouth.

“Hi, there,” he hailed. “You're
the last to arrive. Come on im!

"Migtt as well,” Horgan grunted,
and took Jean's arm.

He led her across a perilous gang-
plank to the whale's mouth, where the
other man greeted them. He was a
plump, blond fellow in his forties,
with a well massaged face and a per-
petual smile.

“This is Marvin Morrell,” Jean
said. “You've never met Bill Horgan,
have you, Marwiimn?™

“It’s a pleasure.” Morrell grinned,
with a flash of gold teeth. “Ready for
a big night, eh?" His glance dwelt on
Jean’s slim figure, clad in slacks and a
tight-fitting sweater. “But come on
in. Aumnt Hester's waiting.™

STAIRWAY gaped at their feet,
and they descended as the
whale's meuth closed abeve them. A
dimly lit eonceete passageway be-
feath the peel gave ihte a reund little
reom where they huddled elesely te-
ether. Morrell touched a butten, and
the elevater slid wpward.

“Aumt Hester's parties,” Morrell
said. “"She's great on practical jokes.
Her husband used to hold her down
but after he died last year she tore
loose. Ever been in her Hollywood
place, Horgan? No? Wihat a dummp!
Full of exploding cigar boxes, mirrors
that squirt water in your face—all
sorts of stuff.”

“I've only seen her twice,” Horgan
said doubtfully. "She was at my
christening, and once when she was
making personal appearances back
East she stayed a month at our house,
but 1 was away then. Only got back
in time to wave to her at the depot.”

Everybody else in America had seen
Hester Lake, however — many times.
Her face had been on a million screens
in theatres all over the world. Once

a famous stage star, she had eome 19
Hollywood and become Summit
Studio’s chief drawing card. She
played every type of role with equal
facility, from whiskey-riddem hag teo
sentimental parts that dampened
handkerchiefs from New York to
Madagascar. Her practical jokes, as
Mortell had said, were well kmown.
1t looked like a big evening. .

The elevator stopped. A panel slid
up and the three stepped out inte a
low-ceilinged room furnished in the
best of taste, with the exception of &
dozen ordinary woodem stools on
which the guests sat wmoomfortably.
In an overstuffed, chromium-and-
plush atrocity Hester Lake lounged,
drinking a cocktail and smoking a
blagk Mexican cigarette. Horgan
eouldn't help staring at her.

She was a character off the screen
as well aB on. Many of the charities to
which she subscribed would have been
surprised to have seen her, plump
round face heavily enameled with
powder and rouge, rocking back and
forth as she howled with glee over a
slightly off-color anecdote someone
had just told. She saw the mewcomers
and straightened,

“"Damm it, you took long enough to
come!"” she snarled in a voice like a
parrot’s croak. “Dom’t come near me,
any of you, or I'll throw this cock-
tail in your face. Morrell doesn’t
know how to mix 'ein anyway. Jean,
come here and kiss me.”

Smiling, the girl obeyed. She
winked at Horgam as she turned away,
and the old lady chuekled under her
breath. Wen she spoke again herf
voice was soft and eultured.

“I'm always an actress, Bill. Cgme
here; let me look at you. As he meved
forward she gestured tg Meorrell.
“Give him a drink, idigt. And have
another yourself. I'm a perfeet host:
ess, Bill—se meet My @tRer gyests.
Your relatives.”

But Horgan was leeking wide-gyed
around the room. He had ngt neticed
before the glass walls that were 8R
two sides, of what was behind them.
Tableaux had been eenstructed BeRing
the glass—repreductions 8f MUFFErs,
Horgan saw. A wax medel stgad with



MURDER

an axe poised above a cowering,
half nude girl. Am ape clutched an
unconscious woman in one hairy arm,
while with his free hand he stramgled
alimply dangling dummy. There were
others, but Morgan turned away with
a wry smile. Morrell wheezed oily

laughter.

OO 4" REAT joker, Aunt Hester,
eh?” “I am indeed,” the

woman said. “But we must not forget

the courtesies. This, Bill, is Thelma
Lyach and her husband, Jasper.”

A willowy blonde with dark lan-
guorous eyes; a typical business man
with a bald spot across which graying
hair was carefully brushed. Probably
he wore a belt to conceal a growing
pouch. A scrubby toothbrush mous-
tache. Horgan acknowledged the
greeting.

“Scott Hackett and George Sharpe.”

Scott Hackett—a little gnome of a
man, with timid blue eyes that flidked
furtively from Horgan to Hester
Lake. George Sharpe—dapper, well-
dressed, and with a keen brown face
that resembled, somehow, a knife-
blade. Shaking hands heartily, he said,
“You’ll have to take two or three cock-
tails te eateh up with us, Bill. You
tee, Jean.”

“All your relatives,” Hester said,
and there was an odd tinge of malice
in her voice. "Now that you're all
here, we can begin the program.”

“I'm curious,” Morrell said. “Yeu
haven't pulled any tricks yet, Some-
thing new, I bet."

The old lady mumbled semething
hastlly and got up. She left the room

by a metal door that shut behind her
with an ominous clang. Eor a moment
there was silence. Them Thelma
Lynch indicated the gruesome ffigures
behind the walls.

“Not very pleasant, are they, Bill?
Aunt Hester must have spent a lot
fixing up Noah's Ark."

“She’s got a lot," Morrell wheezed,
easing his plump body into the chair
Hester Lake had vacated. "I betr="

A voice sounded. It seemed to come
from the ceiling, yet a glanee upward
told Horgan that nething was there
apparently. It was Hester's voise, and
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it said gemtlly:

“Wed're ready for the program, my
dear relatives. It’s something a little
different this time. You're right, dear
Thelma, I spent quite a good deal on
this place. More than you think. You
will probably be surprised when you
find that you can't get out.”

Nobody answered. Morrell laughed
vaguely, but sobered as the voice came
again.

“Be quiet, you fat little fool. I've
stood quite enough of your boot-
licking. And all the rest of you—pre-
tending to laugh at my practical
jokes, whispering behind my back
about humoring an old lady. You never
quite realized my sense of humotr, any
of you.”

Jean moved closer to Horgan, put
a cold hand in his.

“Joke, Auntie?” George Sharpe said

unsteadily. “Very bad taste. Start
the program.”
“"You twadying swine,” the unseen

speaker murmured softly. "Yow, too,
will be surprised. Wihen death comes
"

“I don’t think I like her sense of
humor,” Horgan said softly to Jean.

E girl eyed him, puzzled.
“She's never gone quite so far—"
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Marvin, in order to prove that I'm in
earnest."”

Morrell tried to smile. His hands
tightened on the arms of the chair.

“But Aunt Hester, I—I—=" He
floundbreed for words.

“You always were a discourteous,
greedy child. I expected you would
take the only comfortable chair in the
room as soon as I left. It's an electric
chair, dear Marvin."

Morrell sat quite still for a moment,
His face slowly lost its color and
seemed to hang in pouchy folds. A
grin was frozen on his lips.

He laughed hysterically and flumg
himself out of the chair. Or tried to.
There came a flash of crackling fliame,
and for a moment blue fire bathed
Morrell’s portly body. He screamed
once—and fell back. He writhed, his
eyes bulging. He went limp, though
his legs still kicked convulsively for
a second or two.

There was no sound except the low,
amused laughter of Hester Lake.

CHAPTER 11

Such a Dear Old Lady!

EN the spell broke. Thelma
Lyn¢h sereamned and flung her
arms abeut her husband's neck. The
gremish Hackett stood trembling,
pluakiﬂ% at his white lips. George
Sharpe, his dark faee suddenly set in
hard lines, sprang teward the panel
B¥ which they had entered. He fum-
Bled vainly.

“That's useless, dear George,” the
unseen woman mocked. “I have taken
every precaution. No one comes to
this deserted park. You need not look
at the walls—they are solid, and rein-
forced with steel. Look!" The voice
rfose to a shriek of mad lawghter.
“Loolk at Marvin! His expression—
it's priceless.”

Jean glanced at the dead man's face
and, shuddering, turned away. She
clung to Horgan, and he put a pro-
tecting arm around her, conscious of
the uselessness of the gesture.

“She's insane,” he whispered.

“We'we got to get out of here. Waiit a
minute.”

He found a footstool and crashed
it against the panel that hid the ele-
vator. The wall split, revealing &
sheet of gleaming metal. He pounded
vainly on this.

Silently a door swung open—a door
that had been invisible before, Dim-
lit gloom waited beyond it.

“You will all go through that door,"”
Hester Lake said. “A little tour of
Noah's Ark, with my own adiditions,
Oh, don’t hesitate. You must go.”

“Damned if I will!” Sharpe said,
rocking on his feet.

“You'll be killed if you don't. Chlor-
ine gas is being pumped into this
room. You'll smell it in a minute.
Wihen you leave, shut the door after
you. It's aiir-diight.”

In fact, an acrid, poisonous odor
was becoming noticeable. Horgan
coughed, scrubbing at his eyes. He
gestured toward the doorway, and the
others quickly followed him across the
threshold. The door clanged shut.

They were in a gloomy passsgeway
that twisted into darkness. A net-
work of ropes hung from floot to ceil-
ing, making their progress difficult.
Abruptly the voice of Hester Lake
sounded.

Perhaps I had better warn you.
A few poisoned needles are attached
to those ropes here and there, Den't
be precipitate.” She chuckled and
was silent.

“She's mad!” Jasper Lynch eried.

No longer was he the immaculate
business man. Sweat glistened 8f his
cheeks. His wife drew cleser. He
turned on her, sharling.

"Damn you, Thelma, you got me if-
to this crazy family! 1f I'd Rever
married you—"

The woman's face was ivery white.
She flung forward recklessly aleng {he
passage, fiighting the netwerk of
ropes.

“Be careful!” Jean eried, an :
gan echeed Rer. ! + ad HoF

But Thelma ignefed them. She was
waiting when at last they reached {he
end of the hall and feund a 498f
barring theie path. Luek had saved
her frora the peisened needled if, ip-
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deed, they existed, and the others had
been extremely careful.

The door swung open; they went
through hesitantly into a gruesome
chamber. A number of metallic globes,
two feet in diameter, hung from the
ceiling, Horgan glanced up with
trepidation.

ESTER LAKE said mnothing.
The six waited, staring around,
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tion. The man sereamed and fell
back, staring at his hand. Seomething
clung to it—4a snake, banded with yel:
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“I'm struck!” he bellowed.

“Poison! Good God, take it awayt"

He made a quick gesture and the
snake was dislodged. It hit the wall
with a sodden thud and dropped to the
floor, where it lay coiled.

“Keep away from it,” Horgan
warned.

He looked vainly for a weapon. Sud-
denly the corner of his eye caught a
flash of movement. He leaped away
just in time. One of the metal balls
suspended overhead had dropped, hit-
ting the floor with a crash that made
the room shake.

Another fell. And the sound it
made caused Horgam to go sick and
faint with nausea.

Jasper Lynch had been standing be-
neath it.

He was dead now, and he lay ummov-
ing, a trickle of blood red on his shirt
front. Above the collar was nothing
but a mangled, frightful mass. Thelma
screamed and ran te him.

She knelt beside him, glaring from
a face that was a tragic mask. The
light went from hetr eyes as she
toppled forward unconsciows, ene slim
hand trailing in a poel et bloed.

Horgan sprang to her, lifted the
limp body in his arms, as another of
the iron spheres thundered down to
shake the filoor,

“Tihe walls!” he shouted, running
across the room. “Get back against the
walls!”

There was a mad scramble to obey.
Hackett got in Sharpe's way, and was
sent staggering aside by a rough
shove. The little man fought to keep
his footing, failed, and weat down not
a foot from the coiled snake.

And the reptile struck. Like a bul-
let the flat head shot forward, clamped
on Hackett’s sleeve just below the el-
bow. The muscular, ropy body writhed
like a whip.

ORGAN put down his burden
against the wall and leaped te
aid Hackett, but his help was net
needed. Haekett tore the snake's
fangs free with the strength ef des-
peration, flung the reptile frem him.
It eoiled in the middle ef the =
and anpether of the iren glebes
drepped.
It hit the snake.
flesh spattered.
“Let's see your arm,"” Horgan com-
manded, but Hackett shook his head
with a sickly smile.

Blood and pulpy
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“Just missed me. The fangs didn't
break the skin. My coat was just
thick enough to save my life." Shud-
dering, he glanced down at a jagged
tear below his elbow.

Chuckling laughter filled the room.

“A most amusing murder,” Hester
Lake's voice said. "A joyous massacre,
eh? 1 never liked dear Jasper. A
perfect example of a Babbitt, and
smug as the devil. Well, the game
goes on. Continue, my beloved rela-
tives.”

Again the stinging smart of chlo-
rine was strong in their nostrils.
Again a door opened in the wall.

Horgan paused to lift the umcon-
scious body of Thelma Lynch in his
arms. Then he followed the others
across the threshold.

The floor of this room was a jig-
saw of motion. It was difficult to
keep one’s footing; planks swayed and
jiggled perilously. Some unseen
mechanism beneath the fiworing made
each board rock back and forth. Sev-
eral chairs seemed to be dancing and
rolling with the movement. The walls
were quite bare, save for a small cur-
tain about a foot square. Jean gin-
gerly pulled it back,

“Bill!” Her voice wasm'tt quite
steady. “Look!"

Horgan turned, saw a porthole re-
vealed in the wall—an open porthole!
Beyond it glimmered the wan moon-
light, and the framework of the
broken roller coaster gaunt against
the stars,

“Here, take Mrs. Lynch,” he said
swiftly to Sharpe and in a stride he
was beside Jean.

“Can you see the highway from
here, Bill?” the girl asked. “If we can
get help sormelinow—"

She leaned forward, but Horgan
gripped her shoulder, thrusting her
Back.

“Careful!” he warned. "I don’t like
the look of this. The logical thing is
for us to stick our heads out and yell
for help. Wihat'll happen them?"

“Don’t go near it!" the gnomish
Hackett cried. His wrinkled face was
pasty; he plucked nervously at his
lips.

Horgan went unsteadily across the

room, keeping his footing with dif-
ficultyy on the rocking boards of the
floor, and got a chair. Returning te
the porthole, he thrust the ehair’s back
through the gap.

Lightning-swift, a glimmer of stegl
swept down. The wood splintered
and cracked in Horgan's hands. A
plate of metal covered the porthele.

*Nice,” he grunted. "A regular
guillotine. She probably has a phete-
electric cell that would trip the i§-
ger when we stuck oufF heads
through.”

The healthy tan of Sharpe's keep
face had turned to a sickly yellow.

“Let's burn the place down!” he
cried half hysterically. "Burn it, Hor-
ganl”

“Amd burn with it? She'd have fore-
seen that. There's more than wood
around us—sheet steel, armor plate.
We might as well try to burn our way
out of a submamine.”

ESTER'S LAKE'S voice came
from some concealed tramsimitter.
"You are clever, dear Bill. But I
did not expect all of my traps to suc-
ceed. I shall leave you awhile to con-
template your sins. 1 think 1 shall
take a short nap. After all, I am an
old woman. You must be considerate
of me.” She chuckled and was silent.
"Damn the woman!” Sharpe snarled.
He knelt beside Thelma, swaying on
the unsteady flooir as he tried to revive
her. Scott Hackett wrapped his arms
around his small body, sthuddering.

"I can't believe it of Hester,” he
said, but his voice betrayed him. He
was trying to convince himself—and
failing. “She’s always been so goed.
She's supported me for years. She="

"You're the first one she’d want to
kill," Sharpe growled, with an angry
jerk of his head. “All your life ysu've
been bleeding her for money for seme
wildcat get-rich-guick seheme of
yours. She'd save meney with yeu
dead.”

"I know, George. 1'm grateful %6
her—but Hester—why sheuld she de
a thing like this? One's ewn flesh and
blood!” He staggered on the reciing
floor. “She’s mad! The little esusii
I used to play with—she's always been
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good to me. Always!” Hackett made
a futile gesture.

“I know how you feel,” Jean said.
“A woman like Aumnt Hester whe’s al-
ways tried to help the under-deg. She
must have got jobs for dozens ef pes-
ple. She told me onee that she ceuld
read character—tihat a eriminal record
meant nothing. She'd help any ereelk
who wanted te go straight.”

“Yeah!” Sharpe's voice was vicious.
“['ll bet she got a thrill out of their
confessions. Damned Hypocrite!”

“Tihamk you, George,” Hester Lake's
voice said. “You were always rather
frank. But a vain, useless upstart.
Howewer, I shall be mightily amused
when you die. Continue your jour-
ney.’!

The concealed door they had come
to expect swung open. Wiithout wait-
ing for the warning smart of the
chlorine the five went through the
portal. A blaze of light blinded them,
flaring: from innurmerable facets. A
erystal maze—labyrinth of glass walls
threugh whieh they threaded their
way with eeld fear paecing them!

— —

CHAPTER 1II

T he Doyous Massacre

E passages were narrow — too
narrow for twe to walk abreast,
Horgan went first, with Jean behind
him. After her trotted Hackett, and
then Sharpe, carrying Thelma, who
was still unconscious. Thus Hester
Lake's trap was sprung to her complete
satisfaction.

Jean gripped Horgan's arm, pulled
him around. Eyes wide, she pointed
behind her. Hackett turned and
caught his breath.

“QOM, my God!"” he whispered “My
God!”

Walls of glass had dropped down
from the ceiling, imprisoning Sharpe
and Thelma in a crystal cage. He had
put the woman dowm and was kicking
frantically at the glass, his mouth
forming words they could not hear.
A swirl of yellow vapor drifted down
toward his head.

For a moment paralysis of horror
held Horgan. Then he was squeezing
past Jean, past Hackett. He Jaumnched
a desperate kick at the tramsparent
wall,

It did not shatter. Only acid,
probably, would eat through the sub-
stance. Sharpe was visible only a few
feet away; but as far distant as if he
were on another world. He clawed
at his throat, ripping collar and tie
away. A spasmm of soundless coughing
shook him. He fell te his knees,
pounding the glass with fists that
were soon pulped and bleeding.

Horgan thanked God that Thelma
Lynch was wmconscious.

Behind him Hackett was trying to
soothe Jean. It was soon over, though
at the last Horgan turned away, sick-
ened. Two corpses lay withia the
crystal cage, one still beautiful in
death, the other contorted in ghastly
agony, with raw, shapeless hands out-
stretched toward the barrier,

Hester Lake laughed.

“George was always proud of his
good looks,” her voice murmured.
“He"s not very pretty now, is he? Two
birds with one stone—a really delight-
ful murder.” She cackled harshly.

With a choking sob Jean broke
away from Hackett and fled along the
glass corridor. Horgan shouted,
sprang after her. But he was too late.

Jean screamed, toppled forward,
and went down. The floor beneath
her tilted, and she plunged out of
sight into a gaping hole. Horgan
checked himself just in time to avoid
a similar fate,

A slide led down into darkness. He
bent forward, calling Jean's name.
There w3s no response.

“Waiit a minute. May be—"

Hackett was at his side, fumbling
with a folder of matches. He lit one,
tossed it into darkness. The brief yel-
low flare vaguely illuminated a pipe-
like cylinder that went down at a

steep amgle.
“That’s no good,” Horgam said. “I'l]
have to. . .. Here! let's have your belt.

And your coat, too."

Quickly he stripped off his own
coat and belt, knotting them into an
improvised rope, and adding Hackett's
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contributions. He eyed the little man
doubtfully.

Hackett was an unpleasant sight.
His unkempt hair was a tangled mat
above a yellow skull-face, reeking
with sweat. His clothing was torn
and ragged, one sallow cheek had a
purpling bruise, and his shirt sleeve
was dyed red with blood. But he said
quickly:

“I can hold your weight.
my feet against the walls.
ter take the matches.”

I'll brace
You'd bet-

E gave the folder to Horgan,,

who put them between Hhis
teeth. Horgan lowered the ‘rope”
down the slide and deseended, foot by
foot, testing each held. The weed
was bambee, and it had Been greased,
he realized, after a slip that Rearly
jerked Haekett from his pesitisn.

At last Horgan rested, braking him-
self as best he could. Wiith difficulty
he lit a match and dropped it.

"You—all rightt?™ Hiackett's
strained voice flloated down.

“Yeah. The slide’'s too deep. I
can't reach the bottom, if it's got one.”
The match didn’t help; in its pale
glow the tube seemed endless.

“Horgan!” Tihere was sswdiden
fright in Hackett’s voice. “Come wpp!
Quick!" QQuiddk!”

Fear closed Horgan's throat. Fran-
tically he flung himself upward, and
as he did felt the improvised rope go
slack beneath his ffiggers. He heard
a knife-edged shriek from Hackett,
and then he was plummeting down to
darkness.

Horgan tried to stop himself by dig-
ging feet, knees, elbows into the
wood. Useless! Wimnd screamed in
his ears as he shot down.

Then he was catapulted on a softly
padded fftoor. He sprang up, staring
around.

In the wall behind him was a round
black hole from which he had
emerged. As he watched, a sheet of
steel slid into place. Hester Lake
did not wish him to climb back up the
slide.

He was in a small cell, one wall a
metal grill of steel bars. Beyond this
was a larger room, and directly across

from Horgan's prison was a grating
similar to the one before him, Jean
was there, her hair in mad disarray,
stretching her hands to him through
the bars,

“Bill! Are you humrt?"

“No.” Horgan began to examine the
door of his cell. "WHmt happened to
you, Jeamn?"

“Aumt Hester—she was waiting for
me when I went down the slide. She
had a gun, marched me over to this
cell. Bill, I tried to tell you, to call
up the shaft, but I didn't have a
chance.”

There was a keyhole in the door,
Horgan saw, but the discovery did
him no good. Glancimg amround
quickly, he saw that the cell was
bare, save for his and Hackett’'s belts
and coats. Quite suddenly Horgan
remembered something.

His brain began to work coldly, ac-
curately. A slight incident — some-
thing he had overlooked at the time.
But remembrance ot it set the ma-
chinery of his mind in motion, won-
dering, sifting, discarding. A new
light sprang into his eyes. He gripped
the bars.

llJean!l!‘

“So there you are,” a soft voice mur-
mured.

Hester Lake was standing at the
head ot a filight of steps that led up to
a trap-door in the ceiling. She de-
scended slowly. Her heaviily-enameled
face was streaked with sweat and
grime; white hale hung in a witeh's
tangle. She was smoking a l@ﬂ% blagk
cigarette. Befere Jean's eell she
halted.

"A very successful program,” she
said gently. “This is the last act. Yeu
are about to die.”

EAN didn’t move,

The painted fac imaced.
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"No," the girl whispered. } m Not.

‘m not.

"Spunky, eh?” The weorman came

swiftly to Horgan's eell. “Heow abgut
you ?”

Horgan's thoughts had reached a

satisfactory conclusiom. There was a
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desperate plan in his mind—one with
little chance to succeed, but the enly
one possible,.

“lLisstem, Aunt Hester,” he said, “yeu
may be insane, but you're still henest.
You've always kept your werd. That
right?”

Red-rimmed eyes watched him
closely. “Well2"

“Rememiber when you visited us
back East? Remember what you
promised me for feeding your parrot
while you were there? Ten dollars—
and I never got it. You forgot, and I
dida't remind you.”

Hester Lake frowned. “Wtmt of iit?"

“I want that ten dollars you
promised me,” Horgan told her.

Briefly the old woman glared,
taken aback. Hesitantly she fumbled
in her pocket, brought out an old-
fashioned purse.

“Yes, I keep my promises,” she
mumbled, withdrawing a crumpled
bill.

She wadded it up, preparatory to
throwing it into the cell.

And then Horgan flung his bomb-
shell.

“WHeered's Hester Lake?” he barked.

The womam lifted her head with a
quick jerk, staring, momemtarily off
her guard. Horgan had gambled, and
as his arms shot through the bars he
knew he had won. His hands gripped
the womati's shoulder.

She tried to wriggle free. Cloth
tore, but Horgan had her arm in a rat-
trap grip that couldn’t be broken. He
dragged her close.

A skinny hand shot dowm, came up
with a pistol clutched in it. Horgan
tore the weapom free, tossed it behind
him into his cell. His fingers tight-
ened around the worman’s throat.

“Unlock this door!” he smarled.

Distended eyes glared into his.
“Ne! You—"
“Umlock it! Now—eor I'll stramgle

you and then get your keys."

The bluff worked. Wihether Heor:
gan actually would have carried eut
his threat he couldn’t have said, but
he was not put to the test.: A key
clicked in the lock, and the doer
creaked open. Dragging the weman
with him, Horgan retrieved the gun.

“Now for Jean,” he said, and still
gripping his captive, he released the
girl.

A flash of light showed momentarily
from above. Horgan looked up just
in time to see a head silhouetted be-
yond the open trap-door at the head
of the stairway. Before he could
move, the panel slammed. He heard a
bolt slide into place.

NY other way out?” he asked
the woman he gripped so
tightly.

She shook her head. Frowning, and
keeping the gun trained en this griz-
zle-haired woman §6 She dared net
move, Hergam hurried up the stairs
and examined the doer. It was of
sheet steel, and he knew that even his
bullets would not suffice to smash the
lock. His eyebrows were lifted wryly
as he diescended.

“He'll come back,” Horgam said
confidently. “Whem he does, he'll get
a surprise. Keep your eye on that
door, Jjean.”

But the girl was staring at the wo-
man who had terrorized them for so
many hours,

*Billl,” she said imeredulously,
*Wihem you asked where Hester Lake
was, what did you mean3” But the
answer was obvious on Jjean's fase:
She stopped Horgan's reply with an
amazed ery. "She isp't Aunt Hester!
I can see that now!"

CHAPTER 1V
Andf So Theyy Wenee Buried

E womam stood in sullen de-
fianee, without answering. Hor-
gan modded.

*That’s right. Something hap-
pened upstairs that gave me a clue. I
started to put two and two together,
then I tried a little test. I asked this
womman if she remembered the ten dol-
lars she'd promised me."

“But she did.”

“She remembered something that
never happened. Remember I told
Marvin Morrell I'd only seen Hester
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Lake twice, once at my christening,
and once when I got home to wave at
her from the depot? How could 1 have
fed her parrot during her visit? No,
this isn't Hester Lake. But I think
I can guess who she is.”

Her face hideous as a harpy’s, the
woman smariled:

"Yeah? You're smart, efh?”

*Smart enough to know who'd
naturally resemble a movie star c¢los-
est. Her double. Her stand-in. The
woman who's photographed for Hes-
ter in Jong shots and dangerous se-
quences. Lots of times a stand-in
hates the star she’'s doubling for. But
I think there was something more
than that.”

A curse was his only answer.
gan lifted quizzical eyebrows.

“Jean, you said that Hester Lake
would help any crook who wanted to
go straight. She might have got some-
body with a criminal record a job as
her stamdiim!™

The woman'’s face showed that Hor-
gan's guess had hit the mark. Horgan
glanced up at the trap-door, went om;

“Somebody got the real Hester
Lake out of the way, somebody who
knew about this party she was plan-
ning, and then turned her practical
jokes into murder traps. Substituted
the real things for the fakes—stepping
up the electricity in that chair so the
victim would be killed instead of
slightly shocked. Maybe Hester in-
tended to pump laughing gas or oxy-
gen through the pipes, and chlorine
was substituted. A real blade was put
in that guillotine instead of a rubber
ene.”

“Okay,” the spurious Hester Lake
said suddenly. "“Yow'we got it pretty
well figured out. Yeah, I'm Hester's
double. I got in a scrape with a
patieat — I used to be a nurse — and
they said 1 killed the guy for his
dough. 1 asked Hester for help, and
1 get. it. She pulled enough ropes to
get the case against me nolle prossed.
There washi't any real evidence, amy-
way. And—"

"Amnd somebody found out that you
were guilty, maybe,” Horgan put in,
“and that the case could be brought
up again and you indicted for mur-

Hor-

der, if he presented his evidence.
Somebody who needed your help in
this murder masquerade. The person
who intended to be the sumvivor—or
one of them. He needed one or two
others alive to support his werd,
didn’t he?"

The woman’s voice was loud and
harsh. "That's right. We were going
to knock Hester out and throw her in
the pond, and then 1'd disappear. It'd
look like she'd gome crazy and tried to
kill you all—and just happened to
miss a few times. I'd—"

"Holld it

Horgan's voice snapped like a whip.
His hand came up, gun leveled. He
was staring at the stairway, and the
two figures upon it. Now he knew why
the masquerader had been so willing to
talk, to incriminate herself. To give
her ally a chance to enter wmobserwedi!

MAN stood at the head of the

stairway. the bedy of a weman
slung over his shoulder. He let her
slide down swiftly, holding her wup-
right, a living shield before his ewn
body. Amnd the woman, chalk-pale
and unconsciows, was Hester Lake.

"Hello Hackett,” Horgan said. *I
expected you."

Hackett’'s gnomish face was twisted
with fury. He thrust out the snub
muzzle of an automnatic frem behind
Hester Lake's form.

"Stay where you are! Hear me?"

“Sure,” Horgan said softly. “I knew
it was you, Hackett. You made ofe
bad mistake. What was your metive,
anyway? Greed, 1 suppese. Yeu
didn't like peverty. That was why
you spent so muech time berrewing
money frem Hester for wildeat
schemes. Yeu've always hated ysur
relatives beeause they Rad meney {8
live eemfortably, haven't you?”

Hackett's hand moved out to the
wall beside him.

“That snake that struck Lynch and
you,” Horgan went on, “you said it's
fangs didn't break yeur skin. But
your sleeve was soaked with bleed
when you took your eoat eff upsiairs.
You couldn't have failed t8 nstice a
bite that deep. You pretended yeu
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weren’t bitten. There was only one
reason for you te do that—and that
was because you kfiew the snake was
harmless. That it had had its peisen
sacs removed. It wag just for effeet,
wasn't it? To help build up Hester
Lake's insanity. You werent taking
any chanees with a deadly snake,
though. That mistake ef yaurs put
me en the track="

Hackett moved swiftly. His hand
flashed toward the wall, and simul-
taneously there came a low whirring
of machinery. Amnd another sound—
the gurgling rush of water.

The killer leaped back, sent the
body of Hester Lake rolling down the
stairs. He tried to shield himself be-
hind the trap-door, but Horgamn amdici-
pated the move, and flikedl. The bullet
whined past Hackett's head as the
man, realizing his peril, fllung himselt
aside.

He overbalanced. He hung for a
moment above emptiness, then top-
pled, to crash down in a foot of water
that covered the fitoor.

The room exploded into a blinding
blur of action. From some unseen
valve water from the pool above was
thundering in, rising swiftly. Hester
Lake lay unconscious on the stairway,
and running toward her was the mas-
querader, white hair filying like a
witch.

“Stop her, Jeam!" Horgam yelled
above the noise.

The girl obeyed. Bill Horgan
caught a swift glimpse of the two rac-
ing up the stairway, and then they
vanished into the room above. The
water was thigh deep. Horgan
moved hastily forward, splashing
through its icy turbulence.

At the foot of the staircase he
halted, his eyes searching the shad-
ows. But Hackett had disappeared.
The black, foaming waters had swal-
lowed him.

So Horgam thought. He realized his
mistake as a bear-trap grip got his
legs, toppling him over. He made a
frantic clutch at air, felt the gun drop
from his fimgers. Then he was battling
for his life under water, battling a
man who seemed to have gone mad
with hatred and fury.

LL of Hackett's suppressed

viciowsness was released, and the
killer’s bedy had beceme a deadly
fightinge maechine ef sinew and musele,
For a merment Horgan had a glimpse
ef the man's jaundiced faee, water
streaming frem the lank halr, teeth
Bared in 3 sharl. He struek eut, felt
Bene eraek against his kauekles.

Hackett screamed mad rage. The
water was neck-deep, tearing at them
with iron fingers, dragging them down
into icy blackness. Salt water choked
Horgan. He fought for breath, trying
to writhe free of the killer’s grip. His
lungs were bursting. His eyes seemed
to explode in a burst of white flame.

Wiith grim desperation Horgan
fumbled for Hackett’s face, slid his
palm under the man's chin. He put
the last of his strength in a push that
slowly drove Hackett’s head up and
back. Amnd, sudidemnly—

A burst of bubbles foamed in Hor-
gan's face. He felt the killer's grip
relax. Hackett was gone in that frigid,
tearing whirlpool, and Horgan fought
up to the surface, battled his way to
the steps, now half submerged.
Breathing in great choking gasps, he
dragged himselt up.

Hester Lake was lying with the
water lapping at her body. Somehow
Horgan managed to pull her up the
stairway, till the two of them
crouched just under the trap-door.
He tested it with his shoulder; it was
locked.

The waters rose higher. Glamcing
down, Horgan felt a pulse of grateful
relief to see that Hester was breath-
ing, and apparently unhurt.

Faint sounds came to his ears from
the room above. “Jean! Jeam!” he
called.

A sharp, shrill cry—and silence.
Then the quick drum of foetsteps, and
the sound of a bolt sliding back. The
trap-door lifted. Jean was on her
knees beside the gap.

The flood was at Horgan’s waist as
he lifted Hester Lake up into the amms
of the girl. He followed, his cloth-
ing clinging icily to his body.

"Aumnt Hester!” Jean gasped. “She’s
not dead, Bill?"

“No,” Horgan managed to say.
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“She’s okay. We'll get her to a doctor.
But—"

His glance took in the girl's torn
sweater, a scratch across her cheek.
Then he saw Hester’s double, the body
of the masquerader, lying mnearby,
limp and unconsciows. It was easy to
understand the battle that had taken
place.

“Tihe police will take care of her,”
Horgan said grimly. “As for Hackett

He glanced at the gap at his feet.
The water was almost at the level of
the flloor, but the seething, turbulent
rise had given place to a steady, quiet
motion. In that square black space
something showed for a moment, the
dead, contorted face of Scott Hackett,
still fixed in a dreadful grin of bitter
hatred, eyes wide in a glassy stare.
And then it was gone, back into the
watery abyss beneath.

Horgan lifted Hester Lake. “We'll
come back for her,” he said, mpdding
to his aunt's unconscious double on
the fftanr. “Tthe water's stopped ris-

ing; she'll be safe enough. Come
along, Jean."

TWRTOAHS ARK was no longer a

forteess. They hurried through
dim-lit passages, fiinding their way to
the whale's gaping mouth and out of
it, across the gangplank, and to the
rough boards of the pier.

“My car isn't far away,” Horgan
said. “Well put Hester in it, and
then get her stand-in. Amnd head for
a doctor, after that."

“Poor Aunt Hester." Jean mur-
mured. "It must have been frightful
for her—"

“Youw're right,” Horgam grunted.
"Me—0I'we had enough of practical
jokes. Next guy who tries one on me
gets a punch in the mose.”

The girl didnt answer; silently she
kept pace with Horgan. Glancing at
her sideward, he was suddenly glad
that she wasn't a blood relation. Be-
cause he knew, somehow, that it
wouldn"t be long before he proposed
to her.
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Auithoor of ‘Wmdder by the Duaddd)”

YES peering beneath the fringe of
E my eyelashes, 1 could see the
wall of the room at the other end
of the casket. There was only one light
in the room and it made fantastic shad-
ows of the fllowers heaped about the
casket. Petals reaching upward looked
like hands of desperate, drowning men
stretching up beyond the waves for help
that would not come.

My own hands were rigid beside me,
as helpless as those of the drowning.
There was nothing I could do.

Natthngg-ththere is no word more hol-
Jow. Fifteen hundred people would be
seriously injured that night. Fifty-
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“Bedd Terngees of Temoer,” efc.

eight were to die. And among them,
Rita, my wife. Walls were to buckle,
wires to break. The New Grant
Theater was to be destroyed on its
opening night. And within this hideous
trap, lives of men, wormen and children
would be snuffed out.

My hands were rigid beside me. I
was powerless to prevent it.

Across the room, set in the wall
where the shadows of flowers were like
the hands of drowning men, was a fiire-
place. The chimney piece was made of
old Dutch tiles, each one a curiosity.
And in the center of the tiles was the
bronze plate of an ancient sundial. Fer



60 THRILLING MYSTERY

hours I had looked at the sundial plate
until the words embeossed upen its Fim
were graven in my braim;

MY SILENT S8HADOW ©RIES OUY
AGAINST DELAY.

Yes, once I could have stopped the
destruction that was to come. Eifteen
hundred people. Fifty-eight who were
to die, trapped in a collapsing furnace
that proudly bore my name—the New
Grant Theater,

Beside me, my hands were rigid.
There were three flies in the room,
buzzing around my head. Wihen they
stopped buzzing, I had a horrible idea
they would creep into my nostrils and
smother me. It was the same horror I
had ot the lid of the casket. Soft, silk
eushiengs that would smother me.
Smether me? 1 was net conscious of
breathlng.

Overhead, the undertaker's radio
brought swing music out of the ether.
It must have been late at night, past
time to expect any visitors, so he ran no
risk of being thought disrespectful be-
cause his radie was going.

The music was checked for a moment
while the announcer said it was coming
from the pit of the New Grant Theater
on its gala opening night. Good God!
Did my living brain have to listen to
that? Must I hear the rumble of falling
masonry and hear the cries of the help-
lessly trapped, in debris and fltame?

How much longer would this brain of
mine live on? The hair of the dead
sometimes lives and grows for weeks
after death. The fimmgernaills grow, too.
The heart sometimes lives for hotirs
afterwards. And the brain? How long
must this brain of mine live?

I had always thought of death as
a blinding flash of light and then a
glorious escape into nothingness. But
it is not like that. Death is a shadow, a
soft-spoken shadow, crying out against
delay. How many hours had passed
sinee 1 talked with him, I did net know,

I did not know either why my wife
was unaware that I was here. Here I
was, with Death asking me to accept
the notion that there was nothing 1
could do to prevent the collapse of the
theater.

My mind went back to that time

when I was seated in my office and
George Martel had come in to give his
report. . . .

ARTEL was no longer young.
His hair was white, his eyes a
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Martesl moistened his dry lips. “I'm
afraid=" he paused—“I'm sure sorry
about this, Mr. Grant, but I can't let
you open your doors the way the
theater now stands. I've seen some
clumsy construction in my time, but
that new theater of yours is the worst
death-trap I've ever emcountered.
Wiy, there isn't even adequate means
of escape in case of five”

I stood up then, Jooked down at this
dried up shell of a man who was ttelliﬂg
me I couldn’t open. I said quietly, “I'm
opening, Martel. You always weke a
calamity howlet. That baléeny is as
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sound as a dollar. The walls could do
with some Buttressing, maybe, but that
has got to come later. I can’t afford
any changes now and I can't borrow
any more. I'm not taking any risk be-
cause I am completely covered by in-
surance.”

I faced him squarely. 1 knew him
pretty well. I knew that his wife had
been in the hospital for observation and
that the doctors’ verdict was that she
could not live without a costly opera-
tion. I knew that Martel had always
been an improvident man. I knew that
I could buy him. His was nothing but
an extortion racket anyway. The new
theater couldn’t be as bad as he said it
was. 1 had superintended the construc-
tion myself.

“Suppose,” I said to him, “that some-
one were to give you five hundred dol-
lars to chuck those figures in the waste-
basket.”

Martel paled. He was a mouse of a
man. He got up quickly. “Ne. I
couldn’t do anything like that. I'm sur-
prised at you, Grant. I—1'm—"

He gulped and sat down again. 1
knew that his mind was in the hospital
with his sick wife. His skittish eyes
flicked across my face. His lips curved
into a sickly smile.

"Maybe 1 was exaggerating a little,”
he whispered. “Maybe the theater isn't
so bad, Mr. Grant. If you’d promise to
do some reinforcing at the earliest op-
portunity. You don’t realize my re-
sponsibility. I've got to exaggerate,
Mr. Grant. We've got to have a wide
margin of safety, just in case we have
made a mistake.”

E rambled on, preaching a semmon

to his conscience. I went to the
safe and got the five hundred dollars
and fifty more. 1 pressed the money
inte his hands. He darted a look over
his shouldee and crammed the money
inte his pecket. He got up quickly and
left the office.

1 sat at the desk a while after he had
gone, smoking, trying to relax, listen-
ing to the swish of the janitor’s push-
broom in the hall outside. Suddenly, I
was conscious of the fact that the push-
broom had stopped and that I was not
alone in the office. I turned around and
said, "Hello, Mike.”

Mike was an old man who carried his
year$ on a bowed back and his worries
on a furrowed brow. He had a smudge
of dirt under his big nose. Wiild hairs
of white grew down over his eyes from
his brows. He leaned on his push-
broom and I felt him looking at me,
though I could not see his eyes.

“Pretty tough work for a man of your
age, isn't it, Mike?" I asked.

“I've known harder work, Mr,
Grant,” he said. He swept a little as an
apology for being in my office.

“You don’t look very cheerful to-
night, Mike,” I said.

His answer startled me. “Did you
ever see anybody die, Mr. Gramt?"

I swiveled around in my chair.
“Wihat’s this?” I asked gruffly.

Mike looked at the filvor. “I shouldn't
have been listening, but I was. I heard
what Mr. Martel said. I'm glad I did,
because as a personal favor to me, 1
wish you wouldn’t open the theater.”

As a personal favor to him! I was to
go into bankruptcy as a personal favor
to a half-witted janitor. I'd have
laughed then, only I was begihning to
get hot under the collar. I opened my
billfold with a snap. “How much do
you want?” I demanded.

Mike’'s jaw fell open. He acted
stunned. For a while he didn’t say any-
thing. Then, “You mean you’re going
to open—you're going to jeopardize the
lives of—oh, God! Mr. Grant, you
wouldn't—"

I got out of the chair, stood directly
in front of him. I pressed some bills
into his hand. “You get out, Mike. I'll
run my business without any more con-
sultation from a janitor.”

For a moment, I saw Mike's eyes.
They were very soft and brown under
those overhanging gray brows. And
they were brimming with tears. Me-
chanically, he wadded the money into
his pocket, turned, left the room, push-
ing the broom in front of him.

The day for the opening approached.
Martel had given his falsified report as
to the safety of the new theater and
there was nothing to worry about. I
had selected a first-line movie produc-
tion and had personally superintended
the selection of a good stage show.

I had been in the office a good part of
that day and there were still a few mat-
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ters to attend to that night. I had a
late supper brought in, and after I had
eaten 1 pushed aside the tray, put my
arms on the desk, rested my head on my
forearms for a moment’s relaxation.

I did not doze for even an mstant.
My eyes were closed but it was impos-
sible for me to sleep. I was too tired for
sleep. The clock in the bank building
across the street chimed midnight, and
I heard every stroke of the gong. Out-
side my door was a faint swishing
sound.

“That you, Mike?” I mumbled with-
out looking up, never stopping to think
that Mike must have gone home a long
time ago.

'-I.‘HERE was no answer. The world
at the moment was silent. There
was net even the rush of a car in the
street below.

I straightened up, looked around.
Somebody’s shadow fell across the
panel of the open door—somebody who
was standing in the hall. Hair on the
back of my neck prickled up. Theee had
been an epidemic of office robberies
lately. 1 said sharply, “Wiho's there?”

Something like a sigh of a faint wind
came from the hall and with it, a voice:

“f am here, Mr. Grant. I have come
to help you arrange the opening of your
new theater.”

“That’s all arramged,” 1 said. “I've
seen everybody who needs to be seen.”

“Youm have not yet seen me, Mr.
Grant,” went on the voice. "I have ar-
ranged a spectacular climax for your
opening. You must let me tell you
about it, for you will not be there to see
it in person.”

I knew that was true. 1 have always
been superstitious about first nights.
Even before 1 went into the theater
operating game, when 1 was producing
legitimate shows, 1 had never personal-
ly attended the opening of any attrac-
tion.

I blinked at the shadow on the door.
The man outside had an extremely
elongated head or else he wore some
sort of a peaked hat.

The voice went on, very gently, very
insistently. “Tihe music and the danc-
ers during the second scene of your
stage show will set up a peculiar vibra-
tion that will bring about the climax a6

I have planned it. And the two people
who helped me plan it will not be there
to see it. Wihat a pity! Martel will not
be there, Mr. Grant, nor will you.”

I found myself answering mmechamical-
ly. “I’'ll be home reading,” 1 said.
“Wiere will Martel be?”

“Martel will be where he is now, Mr.
Grant. Martel was run over by a truck
fifteem minutes ago. He is now in the
morgue.”

A cold draft of air played across my
shoulders. Blood within my veins con-
gealed. But I fought down the begin-
nings of fear.

“How in hell do you know thatt?*

“I was at his elbow,” said the voice.
The shadow on my door swayed slight-
ly. It was a long, graceful shadow,
thin, somehow unearthly.

“Yes, I was beside him when it hap-
pened. He was on his way here and so
was I. It was an odd coincidence. He
was coming here to spoil our show for
us. He had a troublesome conscience.
He was going to tell you that he was
going to prevent your theater from
epening, and we couldn’t have that,
could we, Mf. Grramd?”

I stood up, holding to the desk for
support. “Wiheo the devil are you?” I
asked hoarsely.

For answer the shadow swayed
slightly again. Its head turned and I
saw that it wore a peaked hood. Some-
thing like the curved blade of a seimitar
was thrust out in front ef the shadlew.
1 saw that the selmitar-like thing was
attached to seme sert of a ereeied han-
dle that was like a snake. 1 started ¢8
say sermething, te ery eut, But m
breath was leeked within my {thraat.
The thing with the eurved blade was §
seythe!

*Wouwilld you like to hear of the
climax of the opening performance at
your theater?” the shadow whispered.
“As 1 was saying, the dancing and the
music will set up a peculia¢ vibratien.
This will be sensed by these sitting in
the balcony, for the baleony will sway.
Panic will develep ameng these in
the balcony. They will try te eseape
but the pelting of their feet will Hp
loose the maln suppert et the balesny.
It will fall, erus iﬁF these beneath.
Electrical wiring will break, shert éif-
cuit. The insulatien yew Rave used iR



NEXT TIME I DIE 63

the walls is cheap and not at all fire-
proof. A drapery in the door of the
lobby will burst inte fflamss. And
there will be the beginning ot the holo-
caust, Mr. Grant.”

E phone on my desk was rimging.

It had been ringing insistently for
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self, would you? Everything is taken
care of—for you. There will be a fire
and youe insurance covers the entire
loss. It you close in order to reimforce
the building—well, you know better
than I that you can get no more money
for construction.”

“To hell with that!” I snapped. “I'm
not having that theater open, I tell you.
Wihere's the phone. I'll call—"

Something touched my shoulder.
Very gravely, the soft voice said: “I
cannot permit you to interfere, John
Grant. Fifty-eight people are to die
within the theater tomorrow. Fifteen
hundred will be injured. I thought the
climax of the show would please you.
But if it does ndt, I still can't permit
you to interfere.”

LOWIY, mechanically I tumed-
my head. The hand was scarcely
visible upon my shoulder because of a
cobweb-giray sleeve that hung leosely
at its serawny weist. Two scrawny fin-
gers that were dried and white-leoking
touched my shoulder. Two other fin-
gers curled gueerly baek teward the
palm. My eyes traveled up the velumi-
neus sleeve te the thif, hunehed shoul-
der and the peaked heed. There was A6
face. The thing beside me seemed but
a wrap of gray eebweb hanging upen
a beny frame. The gray shadww-shape
leaned upen its seythe. Eyes I esuld
net see fastened mine, freze My braif.
“Hew,” 1 heard my veiee asking
vty you prevent me frem interfer-
ing?" 1 theught It knew. I waRted ¢8
hear frem the shadewy thing Beside me:
The hidden eyes seemed to leave my
face, to wander across the desk toward
the tray of dishes that was there. “A
touch of acute indigestion might be the
most convincing way,” whispered the
voice from the gray hood. “I must al-
ways be convincing, you know. I must
always leave the survivors evidence
their minds can grasp. There must al-
ways be a cause for death. I am like
a murderer except that no one ever dis-
covers my secret motive and lives te
talk about it. That is why there must
be evidence that you died ot acute in-
digestion.
I uttered a strained, crackling laugh.
“I have the digestion of a horse. You'll
not stop me from saving the lives of
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those people. Wiy, I'll—"

I sprang to my feet. But even as |
did so, a sharp pain lanced through my
chest. There was a sensation like velvet
fingers, soft yet all-powerful, squeezing
my heart.

There was no brilliant, blinding flagh,
no sudden cessation of feeling. A curi-
ous sensation of cold crept over my
body. 1 fell back in my chair. 1 tried
to speak, but my mouth had stiffened
and my tongue was like a stick of wood.
Billions of needles prickled flesh and
muscle. And then came that horrible
numbnaess. Through heavy eyelids, I
watehed my fingers clutching the arm
of the echalr. My brain demanded that
My fingeks meve. 1 was exerting all my
strength te eorpel My hands te meove,
But 1 esuld net se mueh as make My lit-
tle finger quiver.

And then my extremities seemed
things of no importance, as though they
had atrophied. My body was a prison
cell for a brain that lived, that called
out for escape, that beat with futile
thought waves against its prison. This
was death. This was the beginning of
death for fitfty-eigit others who would
be crushed in a collapsing inferno I had
made for them. This was the death of
my wife. . . .

* ok ¥

O 1 lay in my coffin, surrounded by

flowasss. Hew much time had
passed, 1 did not knew. Time is N6
fourth dimension in death. Wien time
beeornes eternity, clocks are as useless
as that sundial set IR the undertaker's
firepllace mantel—the dial that was em-
Bessed with the werds: "My silent
shadew eries aut against delay.” These
are the werds ef Death. Death is the
silent shadew. Wit purpese elseks,
when it 18 always later than we think?

Beneath heavy eyelids, the eyes of
my feeble, living brain watched. Up-
stairs, the radio had been turned off.
Somewhere in the room where 1 lay in
soft casket cushions 1 could feel a man
was moving.

There was a certain quiet reverence
in the way he moved, lifting baskets
and sprays of flowers, getting them out
of the way.

“Have no reverence for me!” my
mind cried out to him. “I did not die
because of acute indigestion. That was

Death’s false evidence. Death took me
for another reason. You would not be-
lieve it, but I am a murderer. Selfish-
ness and avarice ruled my life. This is
my punisimment.”

Then hands I could not see took hold
of the dead end of the casket and it was
pushed on its rubber tired, rolling tres-
tle, through doors at one end of the
room. And then, I judged, it was rolled
dewn a concrete ramp. Another door
epened and elosed. I heard voices. One
said: "Mr. Jacobs always likes to cre-
mate twe bedies at onee. It saves gas.”

Cremate me? FEor me, the all-con-
suming fitlame? I struggled within my-
self, fought the prison cell that was my
body. I was not dead. My body, per-
haps, was dead, but my brain lived. My
brain would know the agony of the
flare—aveen as those within the burn-
ing theater would kAew the ageny of
flame. Ne. Ne, they eouldn’t de that to
fme. 1 was alive. They just theught 1
was dead. Death had made seme ghast:
ly mistake. 1 eould net meve, But 1 was
net dead:

“Woot dead. Nait dead, you iddses!”
My mind screamed. And 1 fought
against the body that shrouded me.
My arms and legs stretched helpless
and stiff, there was a faint tingling.
That was all.

Strong hands seized the handles of
the casket. It was lifted, swaying, and
lowered to something that was resilient
beneath my weight. The tingling sen-
sation in My arms and legs inereased. 1
screamed, but the seream only swelled
my threat te the peint ef bBursting; it
did net pass my 1ips.

Somewhere above me, a churchly
voice mumbled a prayer. .. *“Ashes
to ashes—"

"Asihes to ashes,” my mind echoed,
and 1 thought my body quivered slight-
ly from the hysteria within my brain.
Ashes—I would soon be ashes. Ay [
was not dlesd.

Not dead, because for the first time
in what seemed like many heuts, 1 felt
something touch mmy eheek; 1 felt
downy rose petals teueh my eheek:.

Why, in the name ot God, hadn't they
closed the lid of the casket? Wiy must
1 feel the rose petals falling? Wiy must
my brain live and Ay eyes see? WHy
must life return for a brief instant and
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then be thrust into an all consuming
flame?

A sinking sensation. My eyes were
on the level with a tiled fivor. The low-
ering device was letting e drop into
the pit. Somewlhete, I heard the muf-
fled, continueus roar of fllame. 1 was
conscious of the proximity ot awiful
heat. And the coffin came to rest.

WAS in a narrow passage illumi-

nated by light that was like the rays
of the sun. Two overalled men seized
the handles of the casket and moved it
from the lowering device te something
else that was on rollers. Ahead of me, I
could see the rearing, yellow-ted maw
of the crematery furnaee and in the cen-
ter of it, a square, black shape that was
like the end of anether eoffin. The head
of my eeffin was belng raised slightly te
prepare it for its trip dewn the shert
ramp inte the furnaee. Fer an instant, 1
saw the faees of the twe adtendants—
faees grim, greasy with sweat, reddened
By the furnaee glew; demen faces of
fmen whe were thrusting me inte the
jaws et hell.

One of the men, turning toward the
furnace, uttered a startled oath. His
companion gripped his arm, shook him.
“Don't let it get you, Bill,” he cried.
“[t's always like that, when a body
burns. The arms and legs curl up that
way, just like a new born baby.”

My eyes saw into the furnace, saw
blackened, burning legs of the corpse
drawing slowly up toward the body,
raising up above the edge of the coffin
as though trying desperately to escape
the fury of the fllame.

And then the woedemn coffin fell apart.
The flame cried out triumphantly, and
I heard: “Give me a hand. Let's get
this one in mow.”

My coffin moved forward.

Steel bands that were my rigid mus-
cles snapped. 1 sprang from the coffin,
saw attendants melt back before me.
On the brink of hell, all the pent up
energy of the past hours returned to
me. I ran up the passage, away from
the furnace. No one tried to stop me.
Dooks opened as I struck them with ex-
tended arms. I ran up 2 flight of stairs.
One final barrier, and 1 was free.

Fireet! Free in the sweet, cool dark-
ness of the night. 1 kept rumming.

There was no rejoicing in my heart.
There was instead a dull ache that re-
minded me of something unfinished.

“My silent shadow cries out against
delay.”

The words burned across my brain,
dulling all except the true conception of
the horror they portended. And I was
weak, impotent, flabby of body and
soul. My knees sank under me. Eyes
closed, I lay prostrate upon the ground.
Oblivion spread its blanket over me.

When I regained consciousness, I
found that I was on a grass plot in Ray-
mond Park, It was morning. A ten
o'clock sun burned brightly in a cloud-
less sky. Gradually, what had hap-
pened came back to me like a dream.
Yet it was no dream. Somewherz not
far away, the New Grant Theater
would be a heap of charred and crum-
bling ruin. And like a murderer drawn
to the scene of his crime, I returned to
the site of the theater.

Across the street from the theater I
stopped, my incredulous gaze fastened
on the ornate front of the building with
its three ton electrical sign rising ma-
jestically from its neon-trimmed mar-
quee. Gay banners fluttered in the
wind, bearing the words: “Grand open-
ing today.”

Today? Wihat trick had time played
on me? Here was no ssmoke-blackened
ruin. Three or four overalled men
worked around the front of the place,
cleaning windows of the box office and
polishing the chrome trim of the doors.

STUMBLED across the street,

deat to the sound of moter horns
and the squeal of brakes. 1 seized the
arm of one of the workmen. “Is it
true?” I asked tremulously. “Tihe open-
ing is today?”

He looked at me coolly over his
shoulder. “W&ll, tonight is more ex-
act,” he said, and returned to his polish-
ing.

1 shoved open the plate glass dioor
and dashed into the magnificent lobby
my brain had conceived. I ran up car-
peted steps to the manager's office
above. A cool-looking, red-haired
beauty was sitting at a desk in the outer
office. She gave me an inquiring glance,
then sprang to her feet as I started to
the door marked private behind whieh
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I knew 1 could find Ed Williams whom
I had chosen to manage the theater.
The red-haired girl stepped in front of
me. I seized her roughly to thrust her
aside. She slapped down my hands.

“Can’t you read?” she demanded
tartly. “Yow can’'t barge into the man-
ager's office. Mr, Williams is very
busy, getting ready for the opemingy/'

“Tihere isn't going to be any open-
ing,” 1 said. “We can't open. The
building is unsafe and if we open there
will be a climax—" I saw the blank
stare the girl was returning to me. Of
course! She did not know about the
climax Death had arranged. And I
could not explain so that she would be-
lieve.

“Listen,” I said more softly, “get Ed
Wiilliams out here. We're not opening
tonight. I'm the owner of the place—"

“You?” The girl laughed harshly.
“Youw're crazy. A crazy old crank. Now
you get out of here before I have some-
body throw you out—"

And then it dawned upon me. Of
course, the girl thought 1 was crazy.
John Grant had died, or so they sup-
posed. There was only one way I could
reach Wiilliams and stop the slaughter
that Death had arranged. I'd have to
go to my own office and phone Wil-
liams from there.

My own ofhee was a small two room
place in a building three blocks away.
I covered the distance at a run, took an
elevator to the third floor, got out, en-
tered the office that bore my name.
Bessie, my secretary, was behind her
desk. She raised mild eyes to mine and
inquired politely, “Yes?” She always
was a trifle absent minded. 1 went over
and leaned across her desk.

“Dom’t be alarmed, Bessie,” 1 said
quietly. “I'm not dead. I didn't die
here last night, understand? It sounds
crazy, but I didn't really die.”

Apprehension étole into her face, and
then terror. She sprang to her feet,
would have screamed if 1 had not
clasped my hand over her mouth.

“IKeep quiet,” 1 said harshly. “I've
got to use the phone.” 1 went inte my
private office, saw, out of the tail ef my
eye, Bessie running inte the hall. 1
chuckled. Ot course she didA't knew
that 1 was not dead. 1 Hoped 1 eould
convince Williams.

I called the Grant Theater office and
Williams answered. [ said, “Listen,
Ed, this is John Grant. I'm not dead="

ILLIAMS" voice cut in cheerful-

ly. “Say, where've you been?
I've been trying to get hold of you since
three o'clock this morning. We've been
having a little trouble with the lights.
Having some short circuits. I had to
get in a couple of extra electricians and
I wanted you to okay the order. We
won’t be ready for the opening if we
don’t step on it."

“Ed,” 1 said hoarsely, not under-
standing why everybody thought 1 was
dead except Wiilliams, “we're not open-
ing. Close up your office and go home.
The theater isn't safe, and I haven’t the
money to make it safe. I'm going to sell
it as is to someone who can finish the
job. We're not opening tonight.”

“Not opening? Mr. Grant, are you
sure you know what you're sayimg?"

“Yes,” 1 said quietly. “W¥eire not
opening. The report Martel gave
wasn't the truth. That's why Martel
is dead. It wasn’t a truck that hit him.
Death was at his shouldier—"

“Mr. Grant!” Ed gasped. “Are you
sick?"

“No. Not sick. Thank God I'm in
time, that's all. We'lre not opening !”

I hung up the phone and dropped
back into my chair, exhausted. Outside
the door, 1 heard Mike's push-broom
swishing. The old fellow stuek his head
through the open door, leaned on his
push-broorn, looked at mme with eyes [
could not see. “Marning, Me. Grant,”
he said quietly.

"Mike,” 1 said sharply, “comme in
here.”

Mike shuffled inteo the room.
“Mighty glad you did what you did, MF.
Grant,” he said. “Glad you took my
hint and refused to open the new
theater.”

"Milke,” I asked, “how does it hap-
pen you seem to know me when nobody
else does?”

“Me, Mr. Grant? I'd know you any
place. You and Me. Martel="

“Martel’s dead,” I snapped. "Diid you
know that?"

Mike nodded. “Sure. I saw hirm dle.
A truck hit him last night about twelve
o'clock. I saw them take him te the
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morgue.”

“Mike—" I stared in horror at the
janitor’s hand. Two fingets of his right
hand were bent in toward the palm.
The two other fingees clutched the
handle of the broorm. "“Mike, your hand,
like—"

“Sure, Mr. Grant. Didn’t you ever
notice? Wihen I was a doctor”—so
Mike had been a doctor!—“I[ got some
infection on the back of my hand., It
destroyed those temdioms—"

“Mike!” 1 stood up, head lowered,
eyes searching his wrinkled face.
“Mike, is there any drug known to the
medical profession which could para-
lyze a man so he couldn’t talk, couldn’t
mowve, so that he might be taken for
dead?”

Mike rubbed the gray stubble of his
chin. “Curare might do it if you knew
just how, Mr. Gramt.”

“Mike,” I said hoarsely. “You're
Death. Last night you came here for
me, drugged me, took me to an under-
taker's. You got the undertaker to put
on a show for my benefit. He played
phonograph records of music we were
going to use in opening the theater. He
had someone imitate a radio ammouncer,
You can't fool me, Mike. You got the
undertaker to do all that with the
money 1 gave you to keep you quiet
abeut what you had heard between
Martel and me. You="

“Mir. Grant!” Mike gasped. “You'd

better go home and get to bed. I used
to be a doctor, my license was revoked
on account of a mercy death, but I
haven’t forgotten anything, and when I
say you're a sick man, you're a sick
man.”

I looked at my hands. They were
shaking. “Maybe you are right,” I said.
"Maybe 1 am sick. Maybe I'm going
to die again.” I laughed. “I’'m going
home to Rita.”

“I'd do that,” Mike advised. “But
you ought to phone and prepare her
first. It'll be quite a shock.”

Shock? What was he driving at?

“Better go take a look at your face,
Mr. Grant. A lot of people wouldn't
recognize you. Not Jike that.”

I turned woodenly, stumbled imto
the washroom, stared at my face in the
glass. I blinked incredulously at my re-
flectiam.

The eyes were surely mine—tired,
sunken eyes, but none the less mine.
My features were recognizable, though
they seemed ages old. But my jet
black hair had turned snow white.

I lurched into the office. “Mike—"
I looked bewilderedly around. Mike
wasn‘t there. I could hear his footsteps
in the hall outside. The swish of his
broom on the floor was like the rustling
of the robes of Death.

On my way home I got to wondering
what I was to do that would give Death
his motive, next time I die.
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ARAB INTERLUDE

A Short Short Story
Complete
on These Two Pages

By WILL GARTH

Auitioor of “Fullfiliment,” “Stubow of the Fiends” @

MRYORMA KEITH coughed and

opened her eyes. Dazedly she
i MW discovered that she was lying
in an eerie smoke-filled stone cellar.
On her right, not far from a barred
casement window, a lantern in a wall
bracket cast a wan glow.

“The mensshliih awalkes!"

It was a soft voice that spoke. The
pretty blond girl sat up abruptly as
she heard the words. A wave of hor-
ror swept over her as she found her-
self staring into the evil face of a
turbaned East Indian.

In one brown hand he clutched a
chain that was attached to a dog col-
lar that had been fastened around her
slender throat. In the other hand the
East Indian held a wicked-looking
kris—and the blade had been heated
to white heat in an Oriemtal incense
burner that rested on the fldenr!

Norma tried to leap to her feet, then
dropped back down again with a help-
less moan. She couldn’t get up from
there. For on her left wrist a huge
manacle was attached to a heavy chain
fastened to the wall.

“You will speak—you will reveal
the secret,” the East Indian said,
slowly extending the point of the
heated knife toward her. “I, Abdullah,
must know where the jewels are hid-
den. If the memssinthb does not tell
she will be branded with the mark of
those who do not tell the tmutih!™

“No—wait!” Norma pleaded wildly.
“I know nothing about any jewels!
You must be iimszme!"

For a moment Abdullah remained
motionless, glaring at her. She tried
to think, tried to remember how she

had reached this place. She remem-
bered coming ashore with some other
members of the ship’s cruise party.
They had gone on to visit the temples
of the Arabian city. She had been
alone with Carson White when they
had chanced upon an imttenestiimgrlook-
ing little curio shop on a side street.

They had entered the place, and had
been looking around. She had seen a
big Oriental idol with a wide open
mouth sitting on a counter. She had
gone closer to it—then something like
a puff of smoke had come from the
mouth of the idol and she had remem-
bered nothing more until she had
opened her eyes here in this sinister
plaee te find this diabelical fiend leer-
ing at Refr.

“Youw are a rich girl, Miss Keith,”
said the man who called himself Ab-
dullah. He looked at the kris, found
that the blade was growing cold and
thrust the knife back into the hot ¢oals
of the incense burner. “Omly a rieh
and foolish girl would venture alene
through the streets ef Caire.”

“But I was not alone,” said Norma.
“A man—Carson Whiite—weas with me.
Wihat have you done with Hiim?”

"Tihe gentlerman with you has dis-
appeared,” said Abdullah. “Amd now
you will tell me the secret of the hid-
den jewels!”

T suddenly dawned on Nerma that

she had been stripped of all Ref
jewelry. She was still wearing the
white evening gewmn she had wefn
when she left the ship. But there had
been expensive rifngs oR Her fifgers
and a pearl necklace abeut her threat,
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and now they were all missing.

“Tell me!” Again Abdulllah picked
up the kris with its red hot blade.
Norma screamed in terror as he drew
her closer to him by pulling en the
chain attached to that deg eellar
around her fieek. His eyes glittered
as he brought the red Hot blade €leser
and closer to her sheulder.

"You will telll'”

“Drop that kmiiffe!™

The words came from the barred
casement window as half of it was
thrown open. A gun roared. Abdul-
lah clapped his right hand to his
breast, the kris dropping from his fin-
gers. He reeled back and fell to the
floor, the front of his robe suddenly
stained erimsen.

“Norma, are you all right!” Tall,
dark, small-mustached Carson White
leaped through the window with an
automatic in his hand. “Tihey had me
tied up in the rear of this place, but I
managed to work my way free of the
ropes.”

Carson WHite went to the still form
of the East Indian and examined him.

“He's dead,” said White. “Now
we've got to get out of here. The na-
tive police will be asking all sorts of
questions—migit even hold us until
after the ship sails.”

He fumbled througih Abdullah's
clothing and found a key that un-
locked the manacle around Norma's
left wrist.

“He took all of my jewels,” said
Norma. _

“I'm sorry,” said Wihite. “But
there is no time to try and find them
now. There were two other men with
him and they must have heard the
shot. They will be looking for us."

He led her to the window and helped
her climb through it. They leaped to
the ground in an alleyway behind the
curio shop. Instantly Norma fumbled
in the neck of her evening gowm and
drew out a little silver whistle. Be-
fore Wihite realized what she was do-
ing she had blown it three times.

“Rigit here waiting, Miss Keitn!"
called one of two big men who abrupt-
ly appeared from the shadows of the
alleyway. “We followed Wihite and
have been waiting. They put on a

good act.™

“Whet's the idea?” snarled White.
“Wiho are these mem?*

“Detectives,” said Norma sweetly.
“Just as I am. You and your stooge
Abdullah have been staging a nice lit-
tle racket, Mr. Whiiite—and you might
have continued to get away with it if
you hadn’t been so greedy on the last
cruise.”

OO/ EANNNG what?” demanded

A White, his face suddenly
paling.

“Tihat you have been leading rich
girls on the cruise to this curio shop
—but only those who are foolish
enough to wear their jewels when they
go exploring foreign cities. Abdul-
lah dopes them with that gas from the
idol, stages that crazy torture scene—
then you come to the rescue at the
right moment! Youw fire at Abdullah
with a blank cartridge. He breaks a
capsule of red ink as he dies. You
frighten the gifl into leaving in a
hurry beeause of the murder amgle—
without her jewels. Naturally she
doesn’t say anything about it when
she gets back to the ship—it all seunds
teo fantastie—and the poer girl fears
belng mixed up In murder.”

“So that's it," and Wihite shrugged.
“All right—you've got me. But what
did you mean about my being too
greedy the last voyage?™

“You pulled the trick on a rich girl
and got away with it. But when you
did the same thing with an elderly and
foolish rich woran within three hours
you overdid it. These two women
compared notes and realized it was a
racket. Se I pretended to be a rich
and foolish girl on this trip—but it
was merely bait to trap you.” Norma
laughed. "Yow fiever would get rich
from the jewels you get from me,
They eame from the ten-eent store!™

One of the detectives had disap-
peared, but he returned in a few mo-
ments with Abdullah. Norma shiv-
ered as she gazed at the East Indian.
He had made the whole thing so real-
istic that she had been frightened.

“I think I like my cruises without
horror as an extra added attractiion,”
she said. “Take them away, boys.”
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Tihe giant nrosssnosity

By CLEVE

Auitioor of "“Thhnddwibitd’s Caosie,"
CHAPTER I
Tihe Hauniad! Swamp

ANIT frogs bellowed ominous-

ly, as if they sensed treuble

ooring ower the stagnant
bayou.

A light eerie fog, permeated with
fetor and decayed vegetation, wove
ghostly patterns across the muddy
water. I paddled my narrow dugeut
canoe cautiously, close to the creep-
ers and Spanish moss that overhung
Bayou Beche, that slimy tentacle of
the Sunflower river. It was mid-
night, and the cold, starless gloom
mmust have pleased the ghoulish *“cun-
jue-men” of the Mississippi swamps.

“Crealak! Crosk!” A big bull on
shore voiced its weird cry in a rawcous

—_ rattle, like the grating together of two

In the Land of "Cunjur’ Evil Bhantasms Seek
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“Cgre of the Odanaggar,” «ic.

dried bones.

I swerved toward the sound, and
could tell by the wobbling of eur
fragile craft that lowvelly Jeanie
Hunter, my little fiancee, was shiver-
ing deliciously with the terrer ef this
nocturmal hunt. She was in the bew,
holding the fitashlighit under her heavy
eloak.

In the stern, I had a fifinefioott trident.
Sometimes it is dangerous to hunt the
big bullfrogs. One false move, and
the canoe turns over. The water is full
of poisonous moceasims, turtles and
sharp-toothed garfish—some of them
six feet long, and all as ferocious as
sharks. Frog-spearing is sporting, fef
the man is often in as muech peril as
the freg. 1 like night huntlng, but
this time 1 had an uneasy huneh that

eanie would regret her eurlesity, be- —
ore the graveyard shift was éver.

Humanm Victims Through Swamp Miasma!
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“Glwkk! Glumi®&?” This one was
close by, and had a deep, guttural bass,
with a menacing rumble. One of its
legs would fill a frying pan. There
was a curious splashing, not far off,
and a suddem, uneasy oppressiveness
made the air thicker and clammier.

Jeanie started nervously, so that
the frail dugout nearly turned over.
She smothered a scream. “Let's go
back, Wayme honey,” she half whis-

pered. "“I'm affraidi!"
“Shh! Domn’t move, or we’ll be in
the water.”" Cautiously, I laid down

the paddle, caught up the long spear.
“Newer be afraid of a frog that croaks
twice. Only three croaks should
worry you. The cunjur docters say
that when the devil turns inte a frog,
to haunt the swamps, he croaks three
times."”

“Never mind your devils. There's
death on this bayou. I feel it! Let's
go back to the house party.” Jeanie's
clear soprano was tremulows, an un-
usual state for her to be in.

“You were determined to see what
it was like, kid,” I told her. “Now you
can help catch one anyhow. Shine
the torch on shore.” We were very
close, now.

“@llok% !’

Obediently, Jeanie collected her
courage, clicked the switch. As the
glare of the beam cut the haze, 1 saw
it—a monster frog, even for this semi-
tropical country. There was some-
thing so uncannily sinister about the
malevolent glitter of its great green
eyes that I hesitated for a moment,
without knowing why. As atrack and
field man in college, specializing in
the javelim and pole vault, this was
easy for me.

Carefully I raised the spear, while
the giant creature stared at me, un-
blinking. Then, when my arm was
in mid-air, the frog croaked a signal
that paralyzed me.

"@imniiglghikrfrugkirnk !

Its bellow held a menace as threat-
ening as doom. Amd I had been taught
that a man could only hear that cryp-
tic croak once in a lifetime.

“Three croaks from Satam!” T was
remembering the hex tales of the
swamps, and unaccoumtably cold fear

was crawling along my muscles: This
frog was different.

SHOOK the feeling off almest im-

faediately. It is natural, in youth,
te believe folk legends umquestion-
ingly, and there were gruesomely evil
murder stories about this bayou—
steries that involved my own family.
But 1 was no longer a child. Frog-
hunting was a familiar sport, and this
was just a freg—

I shot my barbed trident straiight
through the fog, stabbing the big fel-
low betweem the eyes. A fivieepsaund
frog can put up quite a stuggle.

Jeanie believes these swamp stories
less than I, who had been brougiht up
on them, but she squealed affright-
edly. Still she forced herself to sit
calmly, shutting off the light while I
thrust the croaker, still kicking, into
a bag.

Suddenly I agreed with her that we
should go, and the faster the better.

“Nice work, kid,” I said. "Affter all,
I'm hunting my own frogs on my own
swampland. My great-gramdfather,
the river pirate, hunted men for their
gold, near here, so it's a come-down
for me.” Joking, I was trying to make
her forget her fears, and to ignore a
noxious aura of evil that was being
diffused through the swamp miasias.
“Sorne say it's a cruel sport, but I
think the frog gets a better break than
8 deer gets, because=" 1 breke off
suddenly. for there was a slight slith-
ering seund frem an overhemging
Bush. "Whatewer you de. Jeanie, den't
meve!” 1 barked.

She mustnt know but the sliithering
thing was a water-moceasim that had
been sleeping in the bush. There was
a light thud on the bottorn of the pa-
per-thin dugout. It was in the canee,
its venomous farigs doubtless seeking
her silken ankles in the dark!

I didn’t dare ask her te tufn en the
torch. Fright would cause her e
move, and overturn the efaft. THhere
were worse things in the ehill, feul
water.

Softly I clutched the bread paddle,
scooped along the bottem. The fFeg-
bag went overboard, with a splash.
Amaitther scoop, and 1 felt a squirming,
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rubbery thing, and sheveled it iAte the
water. There went the snake, swim:
ming away.

I heaved a sigh of relief. The dead:
ly reptile, coming s6 elesely after the
three menacing ereaks, had shaken my
nerve a little. 1If 1 teld this siory
every Negro 6 the Delta, and 2 986d
many whites, would regard e 3as
damned to Hell, for meddiing with the
unknewn. It wag time {8 tuFn pack.

“Flash the light on the beat, kid,”
I said. “I want to make sure="

She sprayed the beam inte the feg,
then swung it around toward the dug-
out. Its rays danced first en the shere.

Jeanie screamed, and as I glanced
up, black horror caught me by the
throat.

Standing in the light was a colossal
green nightmare of a frog—an impeos-
sible monstrosity with malign, filathing
eyes. It stood higher than a man. It
must have been more than six feet tall.
Its belly was pallid white, the white
of a corpse, as it reared up on its hind
legs, there in the mud. 1Ia its webbed
elaws was a leng trident, poised to
stab. The freg was hunting us!

The hell-spawned phantasm could
have slaim us immediately, and
dragged us to the pit. 1 was stunned
by this proof of tales that demons do
haunt swamps, that primitive follk who
sens¥ evil in the dark places where
fear lurks in hiding, know what they
are talking about.

The creature could have pinned us
on the barbs of its trident, in that mo-
ment, as though we had been a pair of
the bull-frogs I had hunted. But it
stopped to utter a fiiamdish croak.

Y body went rigid, while a wave

o6t cold terror crinkled my
sealp. For as it croeaked, I theught I
saw three gouts of bloed en the head
of the menster—gouts corresponding
te these en the freg 1 had stabibed!
Ceuld this be=

"GQLAIVMBIG DAPAEPAGMRY M P !

It was a gargantuwam voice, a horri-
ble bellow that matched this spectral
apparition, which seemed to have
sprung from the insane brain of a
Delta voodoo man.

I do not credit the voodoo men and

cunjur doctors any more than does
the average landowner who has been
brought up on their superstitions.
There had been a time when 1 had
laughed at the idea of “three ereaks
from Satan.” But that was before 1
saw a freg the size et a rabbit change
te a freg bigger than a man, with a
§?eaf lifted te rip the fair white bedy
et the giFl 1 lovedl!

Then the frog goblin’s trident shot
back for a thrust!

Instantly, I was released from the
ghastly spell it had cast over me. It
was as though the starter’s gun had
barked, and we were competing in a
nightmare game with Death.

My paddle struck the water, swerved
around quickly behind the stern. Im-
mediately the bow, where Jeanie sat,
swung swiftly away from shore; so
swiftly that the filsdhllight diropped
from her nerveless fingers into the
muddy bayou. Another stroke, and
we were shooting away from shore.

There was a grunt behind me, and a
searing hot pang tore through my left
shoulder, but it did not stop me. Just
as Death was creeping up on me, the
monster missed. If the barb had
struck full, I should have been hooked,
and dragged from the boat. Terror
gave me new strength, and I paddled
like a maniae, even while blood drib-
bled doewn my arm. A hundred feet
from shere, 1 looked back, my heart
hammerlag madly.

The shoreline was black and dis-
mal, only a little darker than the
water. There was not a sign of the
fearful creature to be seen.

But there was a terrifying stillness,
now, that spread all up and down the
whole bayou. An uncanny silence
that seemed to weight dowmn the spirit.
It was as heavy and foreboding as the
Cimmerian night. I felt that all the
noxious reptiles in the ooze had ceased
their complaining cacophony, to lis-
ten for the voice of their master.

The cunjur mon past masters of
mystery, swear that hell is not fiiny,
but is a place of slime, peopled with
monsters that crawl. They should
know. Now the Master spoke.

$ECIUUMP-G LM -BIGDAPM P!

Three croaks from Satan! Croaks
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that were the more sinister because
they had no tangible meaning. Ex-
cept that the swamp men and black
witches said they meant Death, and
hofror unutterable. Wihy had we been
chosen to hear them?

CHAPTER 11
Ghastly Warning

———

WAS afraid that Jeanie had been

frightened out of her wits, as 1
nearly had. Creeping forward, 1 feund
her huddled in the bettor of the dlug-
out, urconscious.

Madly 1 paddled toward the lodge
landing, at the spot where the bayou
joins the river. The water swirled in
phosphorescent fury, like the ghest-
fire from the swamps, beneath the
strokes of the paddle blade.

There was a house party at my log
cabin, and it was up to me to check on
it quickly, lest this thing menace the
others. This might possibly have
been some ghastly jest, a misguided
and almost fatal practical joke. Or it
might be something more tenuous and
more terrible. Something that had
best be forgotten. The legend was
that whoever heard the three croaks
would die. . . .

But no matter what it was, the party
was going to be brokem up. I was re-
sponsible for the safety of my guests,
and I must speed Jeanie out of the
swamps. For always the fearsome
thought swirled in my mind that she,
too, had heard the three emigmatical
croaks of the frog chimera. In the
circumstances, there was no solving
the thing that night, but 1 could at
least get everybody away from the
deadly bayou.

Not that I was a gay capitalist, giv-
ing parties on my plantation. Noth-
ing like it. Once the Heroms had had
wealth. It was wealth with a blood
taint, for it had been gathered by
Wayne Heromn, the great-grandfather
after whorm 1 was named—the river pi-
rate.

They said 1 looked like old Wayne
Heron, too. Tall, rangy and easy~go-

ing; big nose; straw-colored hair and
light gray eyes that contrasted with a
heavily tanned skin, Not a perfect
picture of a pirate, but he had robbed
and killed on the river, after his war
service.

His victims were chiefly Yankee
carpetbaggers, not the kindly Nerth-
erners, but those vultures who preyed
on the South following the War Be-
tween the States. Because he helped
many a Southerner ruined by that con-
flict, he was deemed something of a
hero, even while he looted the steam-
boats.

He'd bought broad plantations, but
legend said he'd buried the remaiiming
gold, and died without naming the
place, except in a map that my grand-
father had found worthless. So, with-
out capital to back up the cotton plant-
ing, the Heron family gradually came
down in the world.

Now, just out of college, I was an
orphan, possessed only of some acres
of swampland and an inclination to
study law in the office of my former
guardian, Archibald Early.

“I'll give you a hand, my boy, until
you get on your feet,” the tall, iron-
gray Early said, when I showed up
with a fine athletic record and no job.
"You read law in my office. In due
course, I'll find you a place in the
sun.” He had always been mighty fine
about helping me out, this friend of
my father's.

So 1 was still in Clarksville when
Jeanie Hunter came down from Nash-
ville, visiting one of the girls. Natu-
rally, she went around with some of
the other fellows, at first, but not after
we took a fancy to each other. She
had promised me that.

“But honey, 1 won't see Bert Run-
ion any more,"” she'd said to me. “WHhy
don't we get married right new?"” Hefr
mouth had a tiny quirk that made a
dimple when she smiled.

“We can't, kid,” was what 1 had re-
gretfully said, “until 1 make seme
money. And until the reeessien goes
back and cotton gees up, that's net
likely."

Her head only reached t6 my shoul-
der, so that when 1 told her that, with
her in my arms, 1 could smell the wis-
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teria blossom she wore in her light
brown hair,

O that's how it was, when I imvited

the crowd te my eld fliting
lodge. Two ether couples, with Mf.
and Mrs, Early for ehaperemes, and
old blaek Bilby, the eufjur man, €8
ceok the fish and fregs we eaught. Afd
Runien, a wealtRy yeung e6tten
pl]afntef whe praetieally invited him-
seif.

The party was all right, except that
Runion had made a pass or two at
Jeanie. It was inhospitable, of course,
but I'd taken him out into the woods
and cooled him off. His story was
that Jeanie encouraged him. I doubted
that . . . Come to think ot it, what
had he said, getting up from the
greund?

“Youw'll croak for tinis!™

And two hours later I had heard
“three croaks from Satam!” Had that
been Runion’s masquerade? If so, it
was a diabolical prank that might have
killed Jeanie.

In smoldering wrath I swept up to
the landing, and found the crowd
gathered excitedly on the dock.

“We'we got to go back to town,
Heron!” “Fats” Browne called, across
the water. “Mrs. Early has been
killed!”

“How?” I had to ask, while I was
putting Jeanie on the torch-lit dock,
so the two girls could revive her.
Somehow, though, I knew the answer
before they told me. “A frog?” 1
asked, then I could have bitten my
tongue off, for speaking.

“A frog spear. Amnd how did you
find ouwt?”

Browne's tone was suddenly hostile.
There was suspiciom in Mike Hough-
ton's hatchet face. Even the pale,
deep-set eyes of Archibald Early had
a queer Jook. The girls, plump
Resalie Hill and auburn-topped Sue
Wiillder, wete murmuring over Jeanie,
as she revived, and paid no aftention.

It was silly, but eerily of a pattern
with the other happenings of the
night. Jeanie could prove I'd done no
murder. I'd said nothing about a
spear, amyway.

Now I determined not to mention
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the giant frog. People become
mighty jumpy, when there is murder
in such a ghostly setting as this
swampy bayou. They had not yet no-
ticed my bloody shoulder.

“We'we taken her into the lodge,
Waymne.” Early’s fine wvoice was
mournful, of course. But somehow
his habit of rubbing his dry palms to-
gether grated on me at the moment,
for it reminded me of an umdertaker.
“She came out to look for stars, and
was stabbed in the throat. We can'’t
find the weapon.” He told me quickly
how they had taken her bedy back
into the lodge.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Early.” I put my
hand on his shoulder. “We&l get the
three cars and go back to Clarksville
for the sheriff, since it—since she’s al-
ready been moved.”

“Wihy, yes. Runion had found her
and had already moved her, thinking
she might not be—dead. So the rest
of us came down from the lodge—"
The crowsfeet about his eyes became
deeper.

*Oh!" Runion was outside, while
you all were in—"

“All in due course, Wayme. Yes,
Runion was outside., So was Bilby.
For that matter, so were you and Miss
Hunter. But nobedy in this party had
a motive, and Bilby says there have
been strangers prowlimng—"

Jeanie was on her feet, so we moved
toward the lodge, a hundred yards
away. As we stumbled up the path, I
tried to ask her to keep quiet about
the frog. but too late.

“Whiy'd you faint, Jeanie?” The
red-headed Wiilder girl is always to
the point.

“We saw a frog, bigger than a maan
—and it tried to kill us!”

HAD started them wondering,
and Jeanie had fiiished it. I
doubted now that a court of law weuld
believe either one of us. The thing
was too insane—and we had a frog
trident!
We walked the rest of the way in an
ominous, brooding silence.
The lodge was lit by a kerosene
lamp that threw gruesome, skittering
shadows about, over the skins, gay
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blankets and antlers that ornamented
the place. They had laid the body of
gaunt, gray-haired, discontented Mrs.
Early on a divan. The three wounds
in her corded throat were shacking
enough, and 1 was examining them,
when—

Mike Houghton's sharp face went
suddenly pale as a ghost's.

“Someone's been in here!" His
voice was actually trembling. “The
lily padit

The seven of us gaped. It was odd

that a green lily pad should be on the
breast of the dead woman. I bent over
it fiistt. Printed on the thing with a
sharp instrument, so that the letters
were dark bruises against an emerald
background, was a message.

A ghastly warning from hell iittseliff!

The Frog! It could have been
nothing else. I stumbled back from
the corpse, and leaned against the
wall, feeling that my face must be as
livid as that of the dead woman.
Jeanie came to my side, and 1 could
feel her slight young body shudder-
ing as she clung to me.

Early's mouth was queerly com-
pressed, and his long upper lip
twisted, as he read the message. Its
brevity, and its ominous iimplications,
were blood-curdling. More menacing
than a direct threat.

GO. THIS PLACE IS NOT
FOR HIUUMANS!

Beneath the crudely-printed letters
was a clumsy picture. Five straight
lines that slanted together at the bot-
tom, like the five fimgers of a hand.
Light half-moons connected the fin-
gers, making them webbed.

“I don’t understand this.”" Early
was rubbing his hands mnervously

again. “It looks like a hamd.”
“Or a foot,” Fats Browne broke in.
“Those curved lines joining the

straight ones make it like a frog's.”

“Feawg? Oh, sweet Lawd, save
me!” Old Bilby had come in, unno-
ticed with Bert Runion. Bilby's face
was absolutely gray, and his thick lips
wobbled. “De debbil musta croaked
three times!”

It did not escape me that his kinky
gray hair was tied up in knots with

red flannel strips and with white
thread—the infallible sign of a Negre
using a charm against witehes:

Runion, who looked like a sleek
movie star and knew it, was 7ea@ding
the message for himself. His pale face
had some bruises that matched wmy
knuckles, and 1 smiled. He was
stockier than I, but had allowed his
temper to spoil his aim. He looked
up, biting thin red lips.

“I think you're due to do some ex-
plaining, Heron."

I stayed calm, and let him have it.
“Suppose you start, Runion. Where
were you when Mrs. Early was
killed?”

He flushed angrily. “Im my car, get-
ting a drink. Flask in the side
pocket.”

“Can you prove it?"

“[ don‘t have to prove anything to
you—lawyer's clerk.”

My fists were balling up, but Early
cut in, impatiently. “Boys! After
all, T can't have you quarreling in the
presence of—" He nodded toward
the body of his wife.

Q@EQ(RIRRN.."‘ 1 began, teuched by
the anguish iR his strained
face. And then Bilby startled us.

“Marse Runion’s right. He was out
at de car. They was a Cajun wid him.”
The whites of the old Negre's eyes
rolled mervously.

“Cajun!" Early seefmed bewildered.

"You're lying, Bilby! There was
no one with me.”

Runion’s brown eyes were snapping
with fury. But we were all 198king
at him dubieusly, even the three
frightened girls.

“"Mebbe it was twe Cajuns, Marse
Runion. Or twe eunjur men. Mebbe
dey done flew away." Bilby had a pe:
culiar leok—=malk fright, halt bravads.
“I'se de enliest Black man wid Herve
enough te ceme 8 Bayey E%EBE; Re:
ways. Dat's why Marse HEFeR BfiRg
e 8 €88k."

Bilby was right. Darktewn knew
that he doctored Negroes for weifd
sicknesses, and prebably had charms
making him immune ffem the fears
that beset ordinary Negrees in {his
swamp. But the freg had frightened
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even Bilby.

“Im due course, we'll take all this
up.” Early’s long upper lip was dis-
torted, and he speke brusguely. “Leat's
get the cars ready. W are &CCOM-
plishing nething”

“Rigiht.” Runion combed his eiled
pompadoue. “Amd this place is net
for humans.”

“Shut up!” Fats Browne growled,
his chubby face reddening. “Yeu're
scaring the girls.”

But the girls were already fright-
ened into trembling silence. 1 was
wishing the three of them would say
something, for we six then were all
speaking at cross purpeses. They
came with us, as we walked frem the
lodge to the parked ears, IR meorese,
uncertain silence. By the wavering
light et the eleetrie terches, Jeanie
seermied as wide-eyed as a startled
deer, and it made her even levelief.
Tall, graeeful, Sue was smeking a @;’g
arette nerveusly, in little jerky puffs.
Resalie's reund face was drained ef
esler.

We reached the cars, and Runion
tramped on the starter of his costly
sedan, to move it around. It whined
protestingly, futilely, in the night,
like some creature in torment. But it
did not start. We tried the other two
machines.

All three cars had been drained of
gasoline.

The town was twenty miles away.

We were trapped in the swamp-
lands! Amnd written in our minds,
with letters of fire, was the ghoulish
monster’s warning: “This place is not
for hurmams!™

CHAPTER 111
Trappedt!

N incredible situation confronted

us as we stumbled dazedly back
toward the lodge. Incredible, becgiise
it was plain, at least to me, that there
was some ghastly thing crouching in
the dark, ready to maim and destroy.
Almost unbelievable, because super-

natural monsters should not need to
drain gasoline tanks.

I found cold comfort in the thought
of the others that the thing might be
human. That seemed more fantastic
than the idea that it was a fiend out
of hell, for not one in my party had a
legitirnate motive for murder, nor for
nightmarish, deadly pranks. Nor was
there sense in the theory that passing
prowlers would melest tis iAn sueh a
weird fanner. No matter what it was,
the thing that was threatenlng us was
fmere terrible than the others ceould
imagine—as Jeanie and 1 knew. We
had seen and HhHeard and felt the
menster!

There seemed no sense at all to the
crazy tangle. I began to feel as the
Negroes did, that it was easier to be-
lieve in the devil and let it go at that.

Inside the cabin was a woman,
foully murdered. Lurking somewhere
in the dark was the nightmare frog, in
which no one wanted to believe, al-
though its diabolical handiwork and
warning were plain. And we were
trapped on the scene of the crime and
could summen no help.

I remembered that there was an old
double-barrelled shotgun in the lodge,
and resolved to load it.

It was impossible to avoid suspeet-
ing Runiom of some hand in this
mystification, because his story eon-
flicterd with Bilby’s. Runiom sus-
pected me, and each of us had a griev-
ance against the other. Then there
was Bilby. We all knew that he had
done more than trifle with the black
magic of the swamps.

And he had named two Cajung—
poor white trash from Louisiana—or
two cunjur men, without explaining
why. If there were other human
beings wandering through these
swamplands at night there was no
good reason for it.

I had the feeling that Early, Browne
and Houghton were doubtful of me—
and with reason! Was I not holding
back the craziest part of this might-
mare—the accoumnt of the frog Thing?

But there had been no time for any
explaining or conjecturing until now.
We'd get it over with in the cabin—
now. Perhaps the insane things that
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had happened were not really linked
together in a single plot. It kept
running through my mind that un-
earthly beings did not drain gasoline
tanks. Or did they? Stranger things
than that had happened near here.

We were all ready to spring at each
other's throats, because of our word-
less worry, and still I was sure that no
man of the party could think of a
reason why any of the others would
commit a murder. Mrs. Early had
been a kindly soul, so colorless that no
one could be angry with her. She
never bothered anyone. Tiat was why
the girls had wanted her for chap-
erone.

Before we reached the lodge.
Rosalie, her plump, harum-scarum
face white as a sheet, stared up into
the sky.

“Looks like a storm coming,” she
said uneasily.

It did. There was an ominous
flicker of heat lightning every few
minutes, and a sultry, forebodimng ten-
sion in the air. The frogs and
crickets had fallen silent again, as
though they were listening.

thing isn't over yet."

ML Runion's dark eyes were dart-

ing about, toward the forest, then to-
ward the ominous, muddy bayou.

“0, Lawdy, gemmuns, let's git in
and lock de do'! Naw we cam't—they's
a corpse inside!” Bilby, shuffling
feverishly along to keep in the torch-
light, began to moan, as frightened
black men do.

“Maybe we'd better move Mrs.
Early into one of the bedrooms, sir,”
I suggested to Early, as we paused be-
side the little front porch.

He assented sadly. “Tihem we can
all stay in the livingroom and get
down to the facts of this—though the
testimony so far seems to be as insane
as anything I've ever heard.”

Mike Hougfhtom turned to the girls.
“You three wait here just a minute.
We'll be right back. Here's a fitagh.”

It took only a short time for the
four of us to remove the body rever-
ently, and cover it with a sheet, while
Bilby was bringing in wood from the
shed. We acted swiftly tiwoughout.

Early was brooding serrewfully, se
we did not evemn try to express ouf
sympathy to him. Silently I took
down my shotgum and a box of shells
from the shelf, and handed them to
Houghton, who nodded approwval and
started loading it for possible defense,

Fats Browne went to call the girls,
while I touched off a big blaze in the
stone flieqdlece. It was time we be-
came more cheerful, or we'd have some
nervous breakdowns on our hands. It
was against local custom to use
aleohol on mixed parties, but I even
thougiit we'd get some of Runion's
liguer.

“Bert,” 1 called, "how about mixing
the girls a drink from that bottle you
mentioned? They need it."

“"We all need it,” he grunted sourly,
and 1 heard him go out the back door.

Early and 1 both heard Bilby pro-
testing hysterically in the kitchem, as
Runion unlatched the door. Then
the old man came in with some dark
object in one fist, and a carving knife
in the other hand. I meant to ask him
what he was up te, but 1 never got that
far.

Browne had gome to call the girls,
now that the livingroom was cleansed
of its atmosphere of horror. Even tbe
mysterious lily pad, with its grue-
some warning, had been stuck away in
a corner,

“Sue! Sue!” I heard Browmne yell-
ing outside.

Then Jeanie and Resalie dashed in,
stumbling on the threshold, and look-
ing as though they had seen the thing
that was threatening us, Jeanie's
hands were at her breast, as theigh
her heart sought te burst threugh her
bosor.

“She's gone!” she choked.
disappeared!”

The two girls reacted according to
their natures. Jeanie is a “clinging
vine,” and I love her for it, but in
moments of crisis she can come
through. Rosalie, whe s "hard-
boiled” in dealing with familiaf
things, was on the verge of hysteria.
She flung herself inte Henghten's
arms, so that he almest drepped the
shotgun. Her body, garbed iR a med-
ish sport frock of coral jersey, was

"Sue
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shaken by sobs as he stroked her cern-
colored hair.

Early was leaning agalnst the win-
dow as though his virile frame needed
support, while he stared eut at the
searching Browne. Bilby elung {8
the mantelplece, and his irnmense feet
tapped a tattee en the pine filasr.
CEWWE were walking up and

down—"

Jeanie could hardly get out the
words. She walked slowly, grace-
fully, toward where I was standing by
the gun shelf. The sheen of light
from the fireplace: cast a toueh ef geld
upon her brown hair, and 6 the am-
ber frock that elung elesely te her
slim figgure. When her bedy teuehed
mine, I felt slew shudders vibrating
through her.

“Wayme, she just vanished inte the
dark!” she whispered tremulously.
“We had the light peinted the ether
way, toward the weeds . . . We
were leeking for her when Fats
ealled.”

The back door banged, and Bert
Runion appeared. For the first tifne, I
noticed that his suit was green. He
had a bottle in each hand.

“I heard Fats calling Sue,” he said,
his voice alarmed. “WWmt's the
matter?”

“Sue’s gone.” Early's voice, from the
window, was like the toneless clang of
a funeral bell.

“Tthen let's do something!
are we waiting for?"

Runion slammed down the bottles,
picked up a stick of pine from the
woodbox.

"I knows it's some of them foreign
Cajun cunjur folkses, callin’ up de
debbil,” Bilby moaned.

I glowered at him. That kind of
talk only made things worse. My
fingets were nervously bending the
iron poker into a half circle, while I
tried to think. Useless to chase a kid-
naper that was not of this earth; use-
less to keep suspecting each other.
Fear seerned to be seeping ifnte the
gabin, throttling us all into inmaction.
But we had enly been standing there,

aralyzed, for a few mornents, when
EE@WE\% leemed if the outer door, and

What

shook his head sadly.

“Satan’s gonna say ‘G limppgdunmp-
glump’,” the cunjur man was drooling
on. “Iff'n she'd just wore dat Ii'l
chahm I give her—"

His feeble-minded muttering was
cut short by a scream that stabbed us
to the soul—a keening of purest
agony.

In an instant I reached the window
were Early stood. The night was
black as hell's deepest pit—except
down by the boat landing. There, a
pillar of flame and dandmg—hopping
fantastically.

Houghton, Runion and I crashed
into each other as we pounded outside
through the door. Early must have
recogmnized her first, for I heard him
cry: “Ofh, my God!” as we ran,

The screaming, writhing figure that
hopped, in the midst of an aura of fire,
was tall, red-haired Sue Wilder!

The frog had struck again.

Sue rolled in the mud as we reached
her, and the hellish halo that had sur-
rounded her went black. Fats Browne
reached me with the fileshligftt, and we
bent over Sue, while the other four
scattered, to search the outskirts of
the weods and the boat Jamding.

Later, I was to be haunted in might-
mares by the sight we saw in the glow
of that filasdn. Tears were rolling un-
ashamedly down Fats’' chubby cheeks
as we saw what had been done.

Either Sue had been stripped nude,
of her clothing had been burned off.
Probably the former, for her grace-
fully proportioned chest and shoul-
ders that had been so lovely in a bath-
ing sult were still only lightly tanned.
But from the waist down she was a
terrible erirmson and black.

She whispered, just once. “The
frogs! Cold paws b

EN she stopped. No mention of

fire that had seared her feet and

legs, and made her hop like some

naked white human frog. Something
meore terrible than fine. Cold paws!

“Frogs!”

Browne and I exchanged glances of
horror. Then there was more than
one! The deadly menace that en-
compassed us could not now be mis-
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taken. There were monster frogs, and
they did intend to kill us. Or drive us
mad.

“She’s gone. Must have breathed
some ffame’" Browne stood up and
his tone was hopeless.

“Mike! Runion! Mr. Early! Bil-
by!” 1 was suddenly pamic-stricken.
The night seemed to have a thousand
eyes, watching ominously.

Houghton dashed up from the land-
ing, with the shotgun. “Can’t find a
thing—"

He stopped short. There was no
sign of the other three men who had
gone with him.

“She’s dead,” I said in a monotone.
“She said there were frogs—more than
one. Wea'wve got to get out of this
place if we have to walk. They’ll be
coming back. Run, guard the other
girls, while we bring Sue.” 1 picked
up her shoulders.

“This place is not for humans,’
Browne muttered, taking the feet, and
his words were like a dirge. “There
won’t be any humans pretty soon."”

“Shut up V' I snapped. “Well all be
nuts if we keep that up.” Maybe I
was trying to cover up the fact that I
was shaking, myself.

Browne stopped still, for a second.
“Or we'll all be dead.” Themn he start-
ed again.

Houghton was running along the
path toward the lodge, ahead of us.

We had barely reached the porch
with the poor, burned body, when a
shrilling scream came from inside the
lodge.

“Great God!” Browme allmost
dropped the corpse’s feet. “Another?"

1]

CHAPTER 1V
Frog Monster

E coming storm sent a threaten-

ing roll of thunder over the bayou

as we stood, holding the dead girl,
peering anxiously into the ominous
dark of the lodge. Death’s wings
seemed to be flutering over my cabin.
The lamp had gone out, and the fire
had died down. Mike Houghton

struck a match inside, and was light-
ing the kerosene larp again. We
rushed through the shadewy living
room with Sue’s body, put it beside
that of Mrs. Early, and came back to—
we knew not what. .

At first, I thought Rosalie Hill had

been slain. She was lying, rigid, on
the divan. My eyes focused en her
plump body.

Mike Houghton's face was weorking,
as he brought water, and started lav-
ing her face.

She has a lump on her head,” he
said, “but her heart is beattimg.”

We turned her over. There were
no marks on her pretty, even features
or on her white throat. The knit
frock that hugged her plump body
tightly was not even disamramged.

Dully, my mind took that in, Then
suddenly I realized that something
more terrible must have happened, but
my brain refused to accept the
thought. I galvanized twitching mus-
cles into life, dashed madly about the
living room. I looked into the kitch-
en; inte the two bedrooms of the bare
little shack. Browne was yelling out-
side.

Jeanie was not in the lodge!

Uncomprehendingly I saw, pinned
against the mantelpiece with a knife,
the mummified body of a frog.

Was she in the hands of those phan-
tasms from hell?

I was still numb, when Browne
slammed the door and bolted it.

“Early’s disappeared,” he said, “and
so have Bert Runion and Bilby.”

Bilby? He must have stabbed the
frog for a “charm.”

Rosalie moaned. The three of us
hung over her, as she spoke. It was
little enough.

“The—the light went out. Jean
went to the door, to see what was ge-
ing on. I was here by the windew.
Something hit me, . .”

“She’s fainted again.” Heughten
put aside the wet towel he was using
on Rosalie. “I think it's Bilby. These
damn’ witch docters are up te Som8-
thing. Maybe Bilby tried t8 join his
ge}ng.: and Runien and Early ehased

im.

“I'm not so sure.” Fats Browne
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appeared from the kitchen with a carv-
ing knife. “Things have happened
before on this bayou that never were
explained. Bilby may be a witch
doctor, but he looked scared. Maybe
they're holding some hellish demen
Sabbat around here, and it's get be-
yond control. Four thousand blacks
in this country believe in hexlng. I'm
sure now that nene of us had @zzytmﬁ
to do with it. Even Runion and Early
had nething te gain.”

I knew they were wasting their
time.

“Listen, you all,” I said swiftly.
“See this gash in my shoulder? It
was made by a frog—a frog bigger
than the tallest man I've ever seen.
Jeanie Hunter saw it. And here in the
lodge we got a warning from a frog.
Sue and Mrs, Early were killed by
frogs. We'e not getting amywhere
guessing. It's frogs, I tell you—frogs
from hell. Let's get out and fight
frogs, until we go dlewm?”

My voice must have been hysterical,
for they were staring at me with ashy
faces.

“Lawdy, Heron, you can’t expect us
to believe—" Browne was stuibbornly
incredulous. “I have to be shown.
After all, this is the Twentieth Cem—

'I‘HEN we heard it, and fell silent
at the terrible sound. It was the
third time that night that I had heard
the three croaks from Satan. Each
tirme, they had been fatal to someeone.

"GNV RAG DAPMEP GAPU M P I

The three of us reached the window
together.

Standing on the edge of the forest,
holding a torch in one huge claw, was
a monster bullfrog, erect on its hind
legs. The filaring light from the torch
made the corpselike belly and dull
green skin stand out against the black-
ness of the trees behind it. The thing
was inhuman, monstrous; like some
horrid caricature.

I give Mike Houghton credit for
courage. Wiithout a word he reached
down beside the unconscious girl and
fetched up my shotgun. He leveled
it. Houghton has an army medal for
marksmanship at V. M. 1.

Both barrels bellowed. The frog

thing stood absolutely wmmawedi!

Then it turned that fearsome, rep-
tilian head from side to side, as
though in triumphant mockery. As
if both charges of buckshot had been
so many raimdrops!

Fats Browne sighed quietly, and fell
across Rosalie in a faint.

Suddenly, the frog’s torch blacked
out. Some hellish thaumaturgy, some
cunjur trick of the swamp, seemed to
make it vanish instantly, and there
was only the horrible night, closing in
on us.

Fear and anguish struggled in my
mind. Jeanie was in the hands of
things like that! A racking, fléandlish
terror whispered, inside me, that any
effort to win her back, to save her from
their clutches, would bring down a
terrible : doom. No human efforts
could prevail against these things
from the pit. It seemed hopeless.

The river pirate who had been my
great-grandfather brought me out of
it. I turned, to stare vacantly at the
window—and there was his pale face,
grim and indomitable! “He lawghed
at hell!” they had said of Wayne
Heron.

Like a flash, I turned to Mike

Houghton.
“Those damned things have got
Jeanie!” I rasped. “I don’t kmow

where this one went, but I'm follow-
ing! You guard them, here.”

Houghton nodded, like a pale robot.
His lips formed the words: “So long.”

I picked up an electric fldakihight,
and went into the night. Only then
did it dawn upon me that the image
I had seen of that courageous old sol-
dier and robber might have been my
own reflection in the window-glass.
But that window had been opemn!

At least, it had given me courage to
start.

Waapons were useless. But I re-
membered showing off, on the pre-
vious day. There was a pike-pole I
had used to demonstrate how I had
pole-vaulted thirteen feet for Ole
Miss—the University of Mississippi.
It was over here, where I had done
a broad-jump of twenty-two feet.
Wiith the torch, I spotted the stout
ash pole, tipped with a spike,
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Cautiously, I moved toward the spot
where the frog had disappeared, and
flashed the light on the mud. There
were no tracks.

I could not follow the frog to
Jeanie.

Again, thunder rumbled over the
bayou, and a filicker of lightning
flamed luridly. The frogs and crickets
set up a terrific clamor, and a startled
loon called plaintively. Something
had happened on the water.

I went down and launched a dugout.
Death seemed to help me shove the
canoe into the bayou.

T was insane, going out against a

supernatural force, a thing that
could laugh at gunafire, with no bet-
ter weapons than a torch and a pole.
But I knew that courage was the only
aid against things that were not hu-
man, Ot that 1 had little eneugh, biit
the splrit et the eld pirate must have
been with me, for I dipped the paddie
like an auwtematen.

There was little use, anyhow, in
trying to track the monster frog
through the swamp—even if it had left
tracks. The heart of the swamp was
the bayou, and the bayou was dis-
turbed. If fiends were holding an un-
holy convocation in the swamp, it
might well be by the edge of the
water. I pointed the canoe up the
bayou, away from the running water,
and headed into the stagnant stretches
that were inhabited only by things
that crawled and swam.

The frogs fell silent again as I ap-
proached Jiggerhead Island.

Something had disturbed them. It
was not I, for my progress had been
swift and silent. So swift, that I
seemed to have shipped some water
over the gunwale of the dugout, for
my feet were wet. But swamp men
recoghize little signhs like the croak-
ing ot frogs. There was something
unusual en the bayou.

Jiggerhead was a small, egg-shaped
island only a quarter of a mile from
shore. Once it had been part of the
mainland. The river had run through
the bayou, then, and gradually cut the
island off. Now there was a dam, and
the water was stagnant. The Negroes

used it as a station for catching gar
and catfish, and often baited the wat-
ers with fresh meat to lure the firnce
gar.

Swinging the little dugout around
to the outer side of the island, I saw
what had disturbed the frogs. It was
a scene from the terrible seventh cir-
cle of the Infermo!

On the windward side was a great
bonfire. Moving about in its light
were three gigantic green frogs—
monsters like the one that had stabbed
me, and the one that had ignored bul-
lets. Two of the hellish beasts were
digging a hole—a hole that looked like
a grave, A third stood guard with
a long spear, watiching.

And there was Jeamie!

She was like a glorious statue as she
stood there in the infermal red fiire-
light, tied to a tree, with the dark
woods behind her. Her frock had
been torn away, so that she seemed al-
most nude, but a few wisps of white
were clinging to her rounded body.
Although a deadly fear for her hung
about me, wraithlike, a thrill shot
through me because of the defiant
courage with which she was facing
these obscene creatures from Gehenna.
It moved me te ignere the herror 6f
the seene and te sheve for shere.

Then, for the first time, I noticed
that I was sitting in water! The ca-
noe was sinking under me. I had pad-
dled half a mile without noticing that
somehow a hole had been hacked in
its bottom.

I could never make shore alive in
that camoe!

CHAPTER V
Not for Humans

MY paddle tore at the water, but
the beat was almest under. The
effort stralned my torn sheulder, snd
hot bleed bubbled frem the stingin
wound. It tesk little imaginatia I
penetrate the water, WRee EH@

fish were always 1uflﬂﬂ T'B%y W lﬂ
be raddened " By Bs and wetld
strip the flesh fEBPﬂ my BeRES In G
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order,

There was a thud at the bow of the
dugout. I must have struck the Ne-
gro fish-pem, a latticed box of stout
timbers, without a top. I barely
climbed to the trap, carrying my pole,
as the canoe capsized and went under.
The trap swayed dangerously beneath
my weight, as I perched on the narrew
edge, balanelng. Bilby had teld me of
capturing a mighty gar, and imprisen-
ing it in a trap, which was anchored by
a stone. This, 1 imagined, was the
same trap.

I was close to shore now; only fifity
feet away. The demon frogs could
have seen me if their eyes had not
been blinded by the glare of the fire
as they dug that grave.

Fifty feet, but it might as well have
been a mile. Wiith blood filbwing from
me, I would not last two minutes in
the same water with hungry gars if
I trusted myself to the water.

I tried to pole the trap closer to
shore. It would not budge. The
anchor refused to drag on the ooze
of the bottom.

In despair, I looked up—to see one
of the frog monsters embracing Jea-
nie!

She struggled furiously as the
Thing caressed her soft shoulder.
Then it loosened the ropes that bound
her to the tree, and took her into its
arms with a grip of steel. The two
fiends with shovels halted their work
to watch.

Wihriitthing in its clutch, she was help-
less.

“Wayne! Wayne!” she screamed,
but I was helpless, too.

Sweat burst out on my forehead as
1 saw a white strip of silk become un-
fastened, as she twisted, and slip to
the ground, leaving her half-nude to
the embrace of the slimy phantom
from hell. Then the spectre turned,
nodded to the other two frog Things,
and in unison, they gave the three
croaks from Satan.

"@LIVM BIG DAPMPAGMIM P I

Wiith Jeanie in its arms, the crea-
ture that seemed to be directing their
grave-digging swung her over its
shoulder, hopped out of the fiiedlight
and vanished in the dark!

In that moment, I almost went mad.

Only a little blood oozing from my
wound was separating us—and that
blood meant the difference between
living, and trying to save Jeanie, or a
death in the river, under the teeth of
blood-hungry fish.

Blood? The gar fish would be rav-
enous for blood. I thought of the big
fish in the pen on which I stood bal-
anced. Bending over, I groped lathori-
ously, almost slipping into the bayou.
My trembling hand caught the stout
rope which was nailed to the trap at
one corner. Its other end was tied
around a hundred-pound stone. It
would have held a river gunboat.

Feverishly, halff deliriously, 1
hauled in the slack, balancing over the
hungry jaws of the voracious fish
trapped below me. Wiith my nails, 1
tore at the open wound on my shoul-
der, and let the blood run onto the
rope. Then, hoping against hope, I
dropped the slack loop into the fish-
pen between my feet,

ERE was an angry swirl of
water, as the mighty garfish, a
thing Bilby had said was as leng as 1,
snapped at the bloedy rope with teeth
like those of a shark. It must be rav-
enious, after several days in the trap.
The rope parted!

Using the pole for a paddle, I
slashed at the water like a maniac. It
waé no time for caution. Jeanie had
been in the grip of the satanic frog for
five minutes!

I propelled that clumsy craft, a
wooden square holding a fiinmy pris-
oner, almost twenty-five feet before
the two grave-diggers heard the
splashing. Their great eyes glared,
unblinking, out over the water. I pad-
dled ten feet more before they saw
me in the fiiedlight.

Then one of the giant frogs dropped
its spade, picked up a rifle, and as it
crashed, a bullet hummed within a
foot of my ean!

Another shot, and it would get me.

Wiith a last desperate slash at the
water, I reversed the pike-pole, thrust
the spike end toward the shore and
leaped, in a madman's vault, toward
the monsters)
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There was no knowing how deep the
water was, and I had to take a chance
that the pike-pole would find bottom.
As it was, I almost went under, but
managed a vault of ten feet, lamding
with a splash near the edge of the
water.

The rifle lashed a second shot over
my head as I hit the ooze.

I fought without thinking. The
very idea of battling such goblin
monsters would have paralyzed me
had I been capable any longer of
thinking coherently. My pole was
still in my hands. It was a reflex
action that caused me to jerk it up
and, using both arms, to ram it with
all my force into the belly of the frog
Thing with the rifle. Wiith a terrible,
inhuman ery, it ¢ollapsed.

So they could be hunrtt!

I plunged at the second demon, It
met me with a smashing blow from
the flat of its spade—a blow that
thudded on my skull like the crack of
doom. Then I grappled it, and my big
hands clung to the spade like iron
claws. I tore the tool away and struck
with the edge of the steel blade, for
the head. It crunched with a horrible
popping sound, but the frog, with its
head bashed to a shapeless mass,
fought en.

Using the spade like an axe, I
slashed deep into its shoulder, and
then, as it tottered toward the water, I
followed with a stab at the chest. It
floppeed into the mud, writhed convul-
sively, and was still. For a second I
gawked dazedly. Then the frogs
could be killed.

The sudden silence was broken by a
sharp report, and I felt a mumbing
shock in the left arm, a blow that spun
me around. The realization that I had
been shot did not come until I struck
the ground, with blackness swirling
around me.

Dully I wondered what had hap-
pened. I had knocked out one frog
with a blow to the belly. Another had
been beaten to pulp. As my eyes
cleared, here was a third colossal
green and white phantasm, pointing
a8 glittering revolver at me!

I was still rigid with pain when the
frog Thing fired again, and a bullet

smashed my right shoulder. Ageny
almost put me under, this time, but
there was something I had toe de - : -
Jeanie!

HE was there. Wiith one big ¢claw,

the frog was gripping her arms,
while it sighted the pistol for a third
shot at me. My girl's white flesh was
marred by angry red bruises. Evi-
dently she had fought off the monster,
until it heard the shots and diragged
her here to investigate. Her big eyes
dilated with terror as she recognized
me.

iiwayne!m

To save Jeanie's life or my own, I
could not get up, with a bullet in
either arm. The hammer of the frog's
gun was going back as I tried to rise,
and fell back, helpless. I sought to
speaik but could not. The thing read
my thoughts.

“She becomes the bride of the frog,”
it rumbled, in an unearthly bass, “and
you—you can become the bridegroom
of the bayou. She joins you later, be-
cause—this place is not for hummas!”
The gun steadied.

Jeanie acted like lightning.

She lunged at the demon, striking
it from behind with her shoulder. The
frog Thing fired, and missed, as it
stumbled a few steps toward me.

Then I struck. Not for nething
had I trained my legs on ¢ellege
tracks until the museles were like raw-
hide. T hooked one foot arsund the
monster's ankle, and with the ether
leg launched a powerful kiek. The leg
muscles are the strengest iR the hu-
man body, and 1 felt the freg’s benes
crunch as, with pewerful leverage, my
striking foot Breke its knee.

The Thing screamed uftil my eaf-
drums rang. Itspun areund, staggered
and fell; it reeled up, tottered another
step—and splashed inte the Baysu.
There was a fearful esmmetion aRd
rolling of the waters, BubBliRg Mmeans
-f—-and then silefiee. The garfish strike

ast.

Then I fainted . . ,

Eight hours later, they feund us.
Jeanie had bandaged my injured arm
and shoulder. She had also been smart
enough to get the ropes that had tied
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her, and lash the injured frog Thing
finuly. By the time the resue launch
reached us I knew that these had been
three men, with papler-maehe and
cloth disguises, and tin buekets in the
throats, se that thelr ereaks were
magnitied.

Bert Runion led the rescuets. They
were the sheriff, Fats Browne and
Mike Houghton. Jeanie, who had
partially covered her lovely self with
my blue turtle-neck sweater, had built
a signal five.

“Amd so,” T told the sheriff when I
had almost reached the end of my
story, “the leader of this plot had a
map, taken from my father's papers.
We had thought the map worthless.
It referred to treasure my great-
grandfather buried, but the directions
were inaccurate because, after they
were written, the river changed the
landscape, and made this island. The
man whe stele the map was smart
eneugh te figure that the meney was
here. He was smart eneugh te play
en the §uEef§tm@&% 8f Negrees ana
whites allke, te drive them awa
he'd net be disturbed in @igging.

Sheriff Hardie nodded his dewlaps
solemnly. “So he hired a couple of
strange Cajuns, and got three frog
disguises, and scared you all awway?”
he asked.

“Yeah, sheriff, but this Cajun who's
tied up says they meant no murder at
first. But they must all fimally have
gone mad in this miasmic place. They
poured that stolen gasoline on Sue and
fired it. They intended to terrify us
s6 we'd never try to come back. A
slight scare would only have made us
eurious.”

“They had me scared,” Runion
broke in, “but I didn't really run
away, Heron. I went to bring help. I

don't believe you’ll ever see Bilby
again, though. He's still rurmmimg.”

OUGHTON was still puzzled.
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Rellritdess, the momster came on

In the Papuan Jungle, a Human
Devil Spawms a Diabslisal
Saurian Menace!

By
CARL JACOBI

Auttivor of “Wwdder for Meulwss,” "dtedd in His
Hanuads,” e

WARD evemiimg Callahan
wakened from his sleep under
the stern awning of the gaso-

line launch and gazed ahead at the
open spot in the jungle where a rude
stockade encircled three mpathatch
huts. Armbunti at last! The Union
Jack hung above the post like a limp
dishcloth, and a white man with a
freshly-cihalked sun helmet stood
waliting on the little jetty.

Callahan scowled. By all rights he
should be relieved at reaching his
goal. Two hundred and thirty miles
up the Sepik in the midst of New
Guinea's rainy season was ne pienie.
But the post before him looked any-
thing but an end to a raimbow. It
resembled rather another native bur-
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ial place, at least a dozen of which he
had sighted along the shere.

The Chinese boatman swung the
tiller. Two minutes later the launch
was secured to the bollards, and Cal-
lahan leaped to the planking.

“You're Andrews, district officer in
charge,” he said, extending his hand.
“I'm Callahan, your new assistant.
You’'ve been expecting me, I sup-
pose."

“Glad to know you,” Andrews said,
shaking the hand vigorously.

He was a heavy-set man with little
blood-shot eyes and a lobster-red face
which would never accustom itself to
a tropic sun. Scars of ancient imsect
bites stood out on either cheek. He
drew two whitish cheroots from a
breast pocket, offered the newcomer
one of them, and waved his arm hos-
pitably.

“Come inside, and I'll fix you a
drink and show you around.”

The showing around didn’t take
long. Ambunti, the most remote in-
terior outpost in the mandated terri-
tory, was all the officials on the coast
had warned Callahan it would be:
Three thatch huts, one for the D.O.
and his assistant; a slightly larger
one for the five native police-hoys;
and a windowless storage shack. On
three sides thick jungle brooded. On
the fourth was the river, dark and
sullen.

But Callahan had been in the wilds
before, and he knew it was neither the
isolation nor the forlorn locatiom that
opptessed him. Over the post an at-
mosphere of evil seemed to hover, as
existent as the miasma that drifted
over a morning swamp.

“Wiet's that smell?” he asked An-
drews as they returned to the main
hut.

The district officer shrugged.
“Crocodiles maybe,” he replied. “I
don't notice it myself, but the shores
are thick with them a mile upstream.
By the way, the launch starts back
for the coast in an hour. If you want
to write, you'd better do it now. After
that we'll be cut off and allome—alone,
that is, save for Trakert and Fenley.”

“And who,"” asked Callahan, frown-
ing, “are Trakert and Femley?"

AKERT, Andrews explained,
was a map survey tnan, a cartog-
rapher, employed by the Australian
government to chart both geographi-
cally and geologically the Sepik
River, mouth to source. At present he
was a short distanee in-country exam-
ining sedimentary reck formations.
Fenley—

“Fenley’s a pest,” Amndrews said.
“He’s a missionary, so he says, but
about all he does is stir up trouble
among the natives.”

After that Callahan went to his as-
signed room, splashed water on his
wrists and face and proceeded to
change his clothes. Close-knit mos-
quito screening covered the twe win-
dows, but a horde of insects had
crawled in from somewhere and were
scurrying across the floor, table and
chair tops.

As he stood there, slowly removing
the articles from his canvas duffle bag,
Callahan felt it again, a definite yet
unexplainable aura of menace that
brooded about him. He frowned, then
started as an old-tashiomed ship
chronometer on the wall abruptly rang
four bells—six o’clock.

He returned to the main chamber
just as the veranda door opened, and
a tall good-looking man entered.
Dark-faced, and with a high fore-
head, he carried a small geologist's
hammer at his belt, and in his hand
he held a large clamp-boatd, the paper
of which was filled with notations.

“Lans Trakert, Callahan, my new
assistant,” Andrews iimttroduced.
“Trakert is the survey chap I told you
about, Callahan. He knows more about
rocks and rivers than any man in the
country.”

Trackert smiled as he shook hands.
“Wedloomme to hell,” he said sarcasti-
cally. “This place is the world’s worst
jumping-offf spot, in case you haven’t
heard.”

The truth of the surveyman’s words
were brought home to Callahan an
hour later when they sat about the
table for the evening meal. Am elec-
trical storm, which according to An-
drews was a nightly occurrence at
Ambunti, sprang up from mnowhere,
and in a trice the compound and sui-



rounding jungle was a raging inferno.

Lightning zigzagged through the
stifling heat. Wiind rattled and shook
the sago palms. Rain thundered in-
cessantly on the thatch roof.

In the dingy light of the oil lamps
Andrews ate his food stolidly, seem-
ingly untroubled by the battling ele-
ments. It was mot until cigars had
been passed around that Callahan
looked across at the district officer and
said quietlhy:

“It strikes me that this is rather a
useless place for an outpost. Just what
constitutes your biggest work here?
Suppressiimg head - hunting out-
breaks?"”

Andrews lit his cigar, blew out a
cloud of smoke and dropped the match
in a dish before answering. His eyes
slowly narrowed in his moon face.

“Ambumti is here for a number of
reasons,” he replied. “Primarily, of
course, our job is to collect taxes from
controlled villages. We also settle
native disputes and check tribal figint-
ing. Head-hunting is of course a big
angle, but of late it's gone beyond

that. Our greatest threat right mow
lies in the S&agymmesrike.”

“Wiet,” Callahan asked, “is the
Sangumeenrk?'?”

It seemed for a moment that An-
drews was desirous of avoiding the
question. He swiveled the cigar be-
tween his fat lips and coughed nerv-
ously.

“WT'S a native secret society,” he
B said at length. “No one kmows
much about it, though vague reports
have fiiltered in to the officials at
Moresby and Madang for months. The
general belief seems to be that it's
some sort of a religious organization
that practices killing for ritualistic
purposes. Sort of a mafia, y'know.
The hell of it is, whenever you ask a
Papuan about it, he either gets scared
stiff and won't talk, or else he fills
you with s6 much poppycock the in-
formation’s worthless.

“According to the few natives I've
managed to pump at all, the San-
gummrkke have developed head-hunt-
ing to an art. They hunt heads in the
old way, of course, and they dry and
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cure 'em, but their treatment of the
decapitated head is rather unique.
Mind you, I'm only quoting what 1've
been told. The natives who belong
to this society are supposed to have a
process whereby they can graft onto
the decapitated body the head of a
crocodile and still maintain life.”

A blinding lightning streak flrshed
outside the windows, and an explesien
of thunder vibrated the hot air. Calla-
han looked across at the district of-
ficer with perplexed eyes.

“But—but surely you can’t believe
such idiocy as thatt>"

Amndrews met the gaze, and his eyes
wavered. “Callahan, when you've been
in these evil smelling jungles as long
as I have, you're ready to believe amy-
thing. Life here is a bit different than
it is on the coast. We're surrounded
by primitive people who have primi-
tive methods and beliefs. Besides,
Trakert, here, has seen the living
proof.”

The survey man brushed a hand
through his wavy hair umeasily.

“I thought I saw it at any rate,” he
said deprecatingly. “It was horrible.
I was three miles upstream, returming
from a study of the delta caused by a
small tributary there. The sun had
gone down, and it was pretty dark,
but the thing stood on the shore and
simply looked at me. I—I wanted to
scream.”

“A native with a crocodile’s hemdi?"
Callahan asked slowly.

Trakert nodded. “Tihe thing was
hideous. It had a native's tattooed
body, shell loin cloth and spear in its
hand. But the head was the head of
acrocodile. The mouth was open, and
I could see the tieeth.”

Even after he had gone to his reom
that night and undressed for bed, the
survey man’s words lingered in Calla-
han's brain. Was Trakert one of
those impressionable people whe,
after once hearing a story, imagine it
is an experience encountered in his
own life? But no, Trakert didp't
seem that type. He was calm and de-
liberate, even te the peint ef esld-
bloodedmess.

The room was a sweating oven. The

/storm had passed on now, leaving
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clammy heat in its wake. Outside
Callahan could hear the drene of in-
sects, the occasional call of a night
bird.

For an hour he lay there, unable to
court sleep. Then finally he dozed
off into a restless, dream - fillled
slumber.

Wihen he awoke it was still dark,
and the radium hands of his watch
told him it was exactly twe houts
after midnight. The hut was silent
save for the intermittent snoring that
filtersrt through the bamboe partitions
from Andrews’ room at the other end
of the corridor. Callahan lay there,
listening.

OMETHING had jarred him into

conscioursmess, something foreign
to the usual jungle night. He slid out
of the cot and moved across to the
window. Starlight made the com-
pound a vague place of blue shadows.
But the intervening space between
the hut and the stockade wall was
empty.

Yet as Callahan stood there, he
heard the unmistakable creak of the
stockade gate slowly opening. Into
his restricted path of vision a vague
form moved slowly.

A chill stole up Callahan’s spine.
The gate should be closed at this time
of night with a native police boy
guard keeping a ceaseless vigil be-
side it. Quietly the assistant turned,
picked up his revolver from the ta-
ble and passed through the door that
opened into the corridor leading to
the main room of the hut.

In the center of the veranda he
stopped. He saw the shadow again,
moving silently across the compound.

Callahan inched the screen door
open, stole down the steps and began
to close in. He had covered half of
the distance when the shadow whirled
abruptly, leaped forward and faced
him.

It is not to be listed to Callahan's
credit that he did not scream. Rigid,
jaw agape, he stood there, frozen with
horror, brain refusing to believe what
his eyes saw.

The naked body of a Papuan native
was revealed in the starlight. The

long arms hung apelike at its sides,
and the naked feet were spread wide
in defiance. But what held the as-
sistant there, galvanized te inactivity,
was the head. Not a native head! Not
a human head! But the flat, scaly head
of a erocodile!

The huge mouth was partially open,
disclosing rows of teeth, and white
flaccid fliesh. The lidless eyes were
chips of agate. A hybrid growth it
was, half man, half saurian. By sheer
force of will Callahan whipped his
revolver wpward.

He had no opportunity to use it.
Wiith a hiss the monster sprang,
hurled itself on the body of the assist-
ant. He went down with a thousand
terrors converging in his soul.

The monster seemed in no haste. It
fought deliberately, forcing Calla-
han's struggling hands slowly down-
ward, bringing its foul head inch by
inch down toward the helpless white.

Just how the events arranged them-
selves after that Callahan could never
be sure. His agonized eyes caught
the glint of his fallen revolver on the
ground three feet away. Wiith a last
frantic superhuman burst of strength
he twisted sideward and stabbed out
his hand to grasp it.

He jerked the gun around and fiired.
Sobbing, he continued to pull the trig-
ger again and again, long after the
hammer had clicked down on an
empty cartridge. Vaguely he was
aware of his assailant leaping away in
the gloom, of lights appearing sud-
denly in the officer’'s hut. Mercifully
then he felt a great inner weariness,
and fell back into oblivien. . ..

ALLAHAMN came to in the main
room of the hut with Trakert and
Andrews standing before him. An-
drews had just fimished pouring
vwhiskey down the assistant’s throat,
but the district officer set the glass
dewn on the table now, and saiid:

“Take it easy, son. Don’t talk until
you feel you can.”

The liquor restored his strength
quickly. But it was a quarter of an
hour before he sat upright in his chair
and told his story to the two men
across the table.
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Curiously, Andrews seemed to ac-
cept it without undue amazement.
Trakert, at the district officer's re-
quest, went out to round up the five
police boys and search the compound.

The surveyman came back to report
almost immediately. Four of the
police boys insisted they had been
sleeping until awakened by the sounds
of the shots. The fifth, detailed to
guard duty that night, was nowhere
to be found. Only a pool of blood
marked the spot where he usually
stood sentry duty near the stockade
gate,

Andrews took a big pull from the
whiskey bottle when he heard this in-
formation and slumped into a chair.

“That settles it,"” he said. “Either
the governmemnt moves this post a hun-
dred miles nearer the coast, as I've
repeatedly demanded they should, or
I get out. A man can stand just so
much of this; no more.”

The rest of the night passed quietly,
though Amndrews insisted on sitting
on the veranda, revolver in hand,
watching—watchiing for he knew not
what.

But morning brought three visitors
to Ambumti. The first of these lived
near and stopped in at the post fre-
quently. The arrival of the other two
came as a bombshell.

Harrison Fenley was a hawk-faced,
gaunt man with thin lips and narrow,
almost Asiatic eyes. He wore a much
soiled suit of whites, and he carried
a gold-headed cane which Callahan
suspected was for display purposes
only.

Fenley styled himself a missionary,
but when the assistant discreetly
asked questions about church affilia-
tions, the man's answers were vague
and indefinite. A renegade un-
doubtedly, who was keeping well
away from his past here in the jungle.

“I thought I heard several shots last
night,” Fenley said smoothly. “I came
over to see if there was any trouble.”

“No trouble,” Andrews rreepliied
curtly.

And then as they stood there on
the veranda they heard the plame!

It came out of the southwest, fiying
high, a cumbersome biplane, equipped

with pontooms. Motor droning, it cir-
cled, dipped in salute over the pest,
then glided down to a jumpy lamding
on the broad river. Ten minutes later
it was working its way slowly toward
the jetty.

“It’s the government inspector frem
Moresby,” Amdrews said. Satisfae-
tion sounded in his voice. "My sug-
gestions that the post be moved have
apparently brought results.”

Callahan viewed the plane with dis-
gust. “It's a wonder they didn't let
me come up here that way,” he said.
“That dirty launch took more than a
week to make the trip.”

RESENTILY the plane was

alenigside the jetty. The cabin
deor opened and the government in-
gpector stepped out. And then both
the distriet officer and his assistant
stared with unbelleving eyes. Leap-
ing 1igh§l¥ te the planking came a
young girl.

A white girl here at Ambunti? It
wasn’t possible. But it was possible,
Tastily clad in a tailored suit of pon-
gee, with a white beret set roguishly
over one eye, she stood there staring
about her with curious eyes.

“Hello, Davis,” Andrews said
slowly, in response to the imspector's
greeting. Then his emotions went out
of control as he glared at the girl.
“Wheat in the name of eternal hell-
fire—"

Davis, a slight man with a tooth-
brush mustache and fair, almost
feminine complexiom, smiled.

“My daughter, Hope, gentlemen.
She insisted on coming alomg.”

In the main room of the officers’
hut Callahan viewed the mewcomers
with misgivings. The government in-
spector might be efficient in an execu
tive capacity back at the coast, but his
thin figure seemed horribly inade-
quate here. As for the girl—the as-
sistant thought of his experienee of
the night before, and he shuddered.

Talk then centered down to argu-
ment. Slowly and methodically An-
drews began to catalogue his reasons
why the post should be moved nearer
the coast.

“Amibumti is sitting on a dynamite



DEATH'S OUTPOST 91

box,” the D. O. summarized. “Only
last night Callahan here was aftacked
in the compound by a membee of the
Sangumeehké.”

The conference over, Callahan fol-
lowed Hope Davis out on the veranda
and sat down beside her. She was
beautiful, he suddenly realized, beau-
tiful in a delicate yet resourceful way.
She didn’t belong here at this jump-
ing-off spot where hell itself seemed
to be lurking in the background.

“Tell me, Mr. Callahan,” she said.
“Witet is the Sfpgumenke?”

He explained as well as he could,
but he held back details. She frowned
slowly.

“Amd you really believe these na-
tives have the ability to graft the head
of a crocodile onto a human body and
still maintain life?”

“Welll—" Callahan began. But Fen-
ley, the missionary, moved onto the
veranda then and smiled crookedly at
them.

“Mur. Callahan not only believes it,”
he said. “He has seen the living proof
of it.”

Night came and with it amother
storm. The govermment inspector had
stated that he and his daughter would
remain at least three days until he
could make out a complete report.
Fenley had not yet left the post, and
the six of them sat in the main room,
speaking unconsciously in low tones.
One by ene they left to retire, until
ence again Callahan was alone with
the girl.

The assistant lighted a cigarette
and looked at her, content to drink in
her beauty.

“You shouldn’t have come here,"” he
said at length. “Tihe place is— Well,
as Andrews said, it's a dynamite box.
We're surrounded by something we
don’t understand.”

HE made no reply, and Callahan
got up and strolled nervously to-
ward one of the windows. It was hot
in the room. The bamboo shutters had
been dropped to keep out the rain, but
the storm was dying now, and he
pulled the rope slowly.
Suddenly the cigarette slipped from
his lips. In the window he saw, ...

It was gone in an instant, but Calla-
han's brain retained a photographic
impression of the hideous sight that
had passed before his eyes. The head
of a crocodile, of a live crocodile sur-
mounted on the neck of a native, star-
ing at him balefully.

Revulsion swept through him as he
leaped to the door and raced across
the veranda to the outer steps. That
window opened on the back side of
the hut. He tore open the screen door
and, revolver in hand, ran through
the drizzle, approaching the opening
from the outside.

Nothing. No shadow stood there by
the sill. No figure stood ready to at-
tack him. Callahan continued on to
the front of the police boys’ hut. One
of the natives, clad in Sam Brown
belt, looked at him curiously.

“Did you see anything— amyone
here?"” the assistant demanded.

“No, tuan.” The native shook his
head stolidly.

But Callahan was not comtent until
he had searched the entire compound.
Everything, he found, was in order.
The stockade gate was closed. An ex-
ceedingly nervous police boy guard
stood near it.

Wiith matches the assistant ex-
amined the ground beneath the win-
dow. The ground was hard and wet,
but close to the thatch wall where the
eaves sheltered it, he thougiht he made
out the print of a naked foot.

At length, bewildered, he returned
to the room.

“Nothing,” he said in answer to
Hope Davis' gaze. “I thought I heard
something, that’s all. You’d better
get some sleep.”

Early next morning Government
Inspector Davis announced he was
leaving for a tour of the meighboring
native villages. There were three of
them within walking distance of the
post.

“If, as you say, Ambumnti has become
such a danger spot,” Davis told the
district officer, “I must see with my
own eyes the attitude of the Papuans.
I'll be back by nightfall.”

He left with two police boys as
guides, and Callahan frowmed as he
watched his slight figure march across
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the compound and disappear through
the gate.

The day passed slowly. Trakert,
Fenley, Hope Davis and Callahan sat
on the veranda, sweating profusely,
trying to stifle their emotions in a
game of whist.

“I'm really not supposed to play
cards, y'’know,” Fenley, the mission-
ary, said.

But he did play and, as the assistant
noted, he played well. Trakert, the
surveyman, also played a good game,
but the girl kept her attention on the
table with difficulty. At intervals she
glanced at Callahan, and her eyes were
dull with fear.

ALLAHAN played mechanically.
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ror surge over him.

A native dugout canoe was drifting
on the current close to shore. In it
was a single occupant, propped up-
right against a flettbladed paddle. A
horrible figmme! Callahan went sud-
denly sick.

The uniformed body of Govern-
ment Inspector Davis was mounted in
the craft like a lifeless doll. But
merciful God! The body had been de-
capitated, and the head was the head
of a crocodile! Even as the assistant
stood there swaying, the canoe passed
them on a swirl of curreat and con-
tinued downstream,

Hope Davis gave vent to her emo-
tions then in a single prolonged
scream. Callahan caught her as she
fell in a dead faint. He lifted her in
his arms and stumbled at a run back
down the path to the post. On the
veranda he seized Andrews by the
arm.

“Dawvis
“Come on.”

Heavy though he was, the district
officer responded like a deer. The two
men ran back down the trail, fought
their way down river along the shore.

But there was no need of haste. The
canoe had lodged in a thick clump of
reeds. Amdrews splashed out, lifted
the ghastly body and carried it to the
bank. For a long moment the two
men stared down upon it. Then Cal-
lahan made a careful examination.

“Severed high on the neck,” Calla-
han said at length, fighting back a
surge of nausea. “Davis cafi't have
been dead more than a few minutes.
But the crocodile was killed days age.
Something was used to stop the flow
of blood. Wiewer placed the croe
head on the body did a crude job of
it. Look, sir, you can see the splinters
of bamboo jammed inte the flesh to
hold it in position.”

The district officer leaned against
the bole of a tree. His lips were mov-
ing, but no sound came from them. He
was unable to answer,

“We can’t let Hope see this again at
close range,” Callahan said. “I'll send
a police boy down to take care &f the
bo&y Come, man, get held ef yeur-
se ”

murdered!” he yelled.
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NDREWS was completely un-
strung. Silenatly he permitted
his assistant to lead him back dewn
the path to the pest. On the veranda
Callahan braced himselt for an erdeal.
Oddly, the veranda was deserted.
They went into the main room of the
hut. Here, too, there was no sigh of
Trakert, Fenley or Hope Davis. And
then a single object centered itself in
Callahan's gaze, and he rocked back-
ward with an oath.

A chair on the far side of the room
was overturned. Beside it the mat rug
was a twisted heap.

Callahan vaulted forward into the
corridor leading to the sleeping
rooms. Five feet forward he halted,
staring down at the motionless figgure
of Harrison Fenley. The missionary
lay supine, arms outAung, a blood-
smeared welt over one eye,.

But the girl, Hope Davis, and Trak-
ert were gone!

Back on the veranda the assistant
rushed, to stare about him with fran-
tic eyes. He tore open the screen door
and raced across to the police boy hut.

Over the threshold he slewed to a
stop, heart pounding. A police boy
lay dead in his bunk, a knife buried
deep in his chest. Oft the other native
soldier there was no sign.

But at the stockade gate, to which
Callahan ran like a madman, there was
a single object which seemed to scream
back at him in its mute appeal. A
girl’'s handkerchief, splattered with
blood, lay on the ground. Five yards
farther on along the river trail was a
torn remnant of a dress.

Callahan remembered little of his
frenzied passage down that trail. It
was dark, with the jungle walls press-
ing close, and the shadows that
formed about him were a thousand
devils of mockery.

The river trail, he knew, led to the
most distant of the neighboring vil-
lages. Halfway it dipped low into
marshy ground, and it was here that
the crocodiles abounded. A mameless
fear rose up within him.

Suddenly the trees fell away, and he
burst into an open spot, lined with
thick lallang grass. Ahead he could
hear the low soughing of the river.

And then a flare of light material-
ized out of the gloom, and a filmimg
torch rose up before him. A man held
that torch in one hand high above him.
He strode forward, a step at a time,
advancing toward the assistant.

In the fiickerimp light Callahan
gazed with horror at the monster. The
body was that of a native, dark-
skinned and naked save for a loin
cloth, but the head was the head of
a crocodile. The jaws were gaping,
the eyes . ..

Tihis time Callahan didn't wait for
the attack. Whhipping up his revol-
ver he fired three times pointblank.
Relentless, the monster came on.

ALLAHAN flung the weapon

before him with all the strength
he possessed. Then he braced him-
selt and closed in. It was a demon of
a nether world that received him. A
terrifie, blinding blow caught him
hard over the heart; long, apelike
hands stabbed out to coil about his
throat.

In an instant his windpipe was shut
off, and his lungs were bursting with-
in him. He fought the hold loose, de-
livered a powerful right into the mon-
ster's midsection. Then they were
down, rolling over and over.

In meeting the attack the monster
had cast aside its torch, and the flam-
ing wood lay in a clump of weeds,
flickesringg weirdly, casting Gargan-
tuan shadows over the sumrounding
jungle. Callahan’s head was pressed
back now, his arms pinned to his sides.

Terror lent unknown strength to his
body. He got his hands free. He
lurched upward, seized one of the
monster’s arms and snapped it back-
ward with a peculiar twisting motion.
An abrupt scream of agony split the
air. Callahan bent the arm farther,
felt bone and sinew give way in a sick-
ening crack. Then the monster fell
backward, sobbing moans issuing hol-
lowly from its throat.

The assistant staggered to his feet
weakly, seized the dying torch and
held it above him. “Hope!” he cried
hoarsely. “¥here are yow?”

A low gurgle guided him twenty
feet into the bush. He found the girl
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lashed to a tree, a gag in her mouth.

“Are you all right?” Callahan asked.

She shook her head. *“All right,”
she gasped. “I — I —

Callahan led the way back to the
clearing, took the rope and proceeded
to bind his motionless assailant thor-
oughly. It was not until then that he
tore off the false crocodile head and
stared down at the familiar features
of the white man before him.

* * *

OQWTOWU see,” Callahan said the

ML next merning on the veranda
of the pest, “it was a carefully
worked-out seheme, and the aftacks
in each ease were very much premedi-
tated. Trakert played a lene hand fer
a big stake, but he lest. 1t was énly
the backgrownd that he used for a
stage setting that foeled us. De yeu
knew what this is, Andrews?”

The assistant held out to the dis-
trict officer a flat piece of grayish
rock. Andrews examined it.

“Mica schist,” he replied.
still don’t see —"

“Mica schist, yes. You remember
Tirakert was an experienced geologist.
I found this rock slab in his room.
Whiille studying geologic conditions
in this district, Trakert apparently
found large deposits of that mica
schist. He recognized it immediately
for what it was, a 6trong indication of
the presence of emeralds.

“Emeralds, Andrews! Trakert had
struck it rich! He knew, however,
that if he attempted to mine and take
those stones out of the country he
would have to pay a high duty to the
mandate government. Mining them in
secret with Ambunti so close was, of
course, impossible. So he reasoned
that the mountain must come to Mo-
hammed. Or in other words, the post
itselt must be moved.

“Trakert built his plot carefully.
He suggested from time to time that
you demand to the officials that the
post be located nearer the coast be-
cause of increasingly dangerous con-
ditions here, and he enlarged upon
the story of the Samggamesrie.

“Tihe Sangmunenitke as a secret native
society no doubt exists, but not as
Trakert would have had us believe. Ikf

“But I
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was he who appeared in the compound
that night with a crocodile head, killed
the native guard and attacked me. It
was he who stole from his bedchamber
with that disguise and looked in the
window when Hope and I were in the
main rooem alone. Previously he had
killed a number of the reptiles, and
dried and cleaned the heads and fash-
iened these masks out of them. The
first time he attacked me the shots
frem My revelver almest got him.
After that he substituted blanks for
the cartridges in my gun.

“Wihen Government Inspector Davis
came, Trakert realized he must bring
his plot to a head. So he left the post,
came upon Davis and the two police
boys as they were making their re-
turn from the village inspectiom trip
and murdered them. Then he fixed up
the body in the dugout canoe, sent
it floating dowmciver for the proper
theatrical effect. He wanted to im-
press you, Andrews, you see, that the
post must be moved from here, and
meved at ofice.

“He might have won if he hadn't
stepped too far. His eye had been
caught by the beauty of Hope Davis,
and he wanted her as well as the emer-
alds. Back at the post he managed to
send one of the police boys away by
subterfuge, then kidmaped Miss
Davis. Fenley, the missionary, tried
to stop him, but Trakert struck him,
leaving him, as he thought, te die.
Fortunately it was enly a glaneing
blew, and Fenley will recever. Then
to complete the pleture Trakert muf:
dered the last pelice bey at Ambunti
and earried off Miss Davis. You khew
the rest.”

NDREWS, the district officer, lit
a cheroot with shaking fimgers.
“I see,” he said. “All right, Calla-
han, you can take Davis' plane, fly
back to Port Moresby and hand Tra-
kert over to the authorities. He’ll hang
for this, of course. As for you, Miss
I_Iom _M
The girl had risen from her chair
and moved across to Callahan’s side
slowly. She smiled tremulously.
“I think I'll be well taken eare of,”
she said.
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NO ESCAPE FROM
THE DEAD

By W. T. BALLARD
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E man was dead—and I sat at

the table drinking with limm!

The hand which raised the

glass to his full lips looked as lifelike

as my own—yet I knew that it was

Tony Horton’s hand. And Temy Hor-

ton had died just ten years ago this
night.

My forehead was meist although

the room was chill, cold almost. 1

watched the cocktail disappsar from

his slim-stemmed glass, saw him re-
turn the glass to the table. Then he
smiled.

“Shall we join the others, Matw=wn?™
He rose and I followed him.

I pinched the back of my hand hard,
knowing this was a dream; that it
wasn’t happening, that I would wake
up in my Franklyn Awvenue apart-
ment. It had to be a dream; and yet—
it wasn't,
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Horton went through the arched
doorway, paused, waited for me and
slid one hand beneath my arm. In-
voluntarily I shuddered, yet the pres-
sure on my sleeve was steady, friend-
ly. It was as if a living man were
walking beside me through the high-
ceilinged hall.

The room we entered was spacious,
the beamed ceiling a good fourteen
feet from the polished floor, and the
enormous crystal chandelier blazed
above the heads of the well dressed
throng.

“I’m so glad you got here in time for
the dancing, Matson,” Horton said.
“I expected you for dinner.”

I stared at him, then dropped my
eyes beneath his steady gaze.

“Tire trouble,” I murmured. “And
the road is in bad shape.”

He nodded and his voice sounded
almost sad. “I noticed that it hadn't
been kept up. But come, I want you
to meet Franz Willtman, the play-
wright. Oh, Framz!

A tall, military-set man with
bronzed stubby hair and a hawk nose
turned and came toward us.

“Franz,” Horton said, “I want you
to know Phil Matson. Phil is the exe-
cutor of my estate.”

“How do you do?” Tihe voice was
a rumble. The hand which clasped
mine was hard, almost calloused.

MURMURED something. It is a

wonder that I managed to speak
at all. Franz Wiiltian's plays were
fameus—=¢lassie almest—but it wasn't
the prominence of his werk which
held me tongue-tied. It was the fact
that I refembered a headline out of
iy yeuth—a stirflng headline which
meant war. Fer Franz Wiiliman had
been ene of these whe had gene dewn
8h the Lusitanla.

“Quite a nice party, Tomy,” Wilt-
man was saying. “I’m extremely glad
you insisted that I come. I don’t go
in for these things as a general rule.”

I wanted to back away from him, to
dash from the cursed house into the
cold rain which was falling steadily
outside. But I couldn’t run! I could
only stand there, fascinated. Then an
orchestra at the far end of the ball-

room began to play.

I stared about at the people. Surely
they were not all dead. They couldn’t
be! This was a tremendous hoax of
some kind. Someone was playing a
joke—a ghastly joke. A8 I stood
there I tried to figure it out.

My memory of Tony Horton—the
living Tofty Horton—was vague. At
the time of his death I had been a
junior member of one of Los Angeles’
oldest law firms, a firm which had
handled the business ot the Horton’s
for fifty years. Because of the un-
timely deaths ot my three seniof part-
ners, I was now, at thirty-five, the
head ot the firm.

As 1 have said, I'd known Tony
Horton by sight only. It would have
been easy enough to make someone up
to resemble him. But why? Why
should anyone take the trouble—
make the effort?

I'd driven out tonight to the old
Horton ranch, as it was called, to ar-
range for the transfer of the estate
to the legatee. By Tony Horton’s
will, the whole property descended to
a cousin, Albert Fairchild, but was
not to pass into his possession until
ten years after Horton’s death. The
will also stated that Fairchild must
be in the Horton raneéhhouse befere
midnight of this day and that, sheuld
he fail te appear, the property was te
be divided among halt a dezen desig-
nated colleges.

Glancing at my watch, I noticed it
was well after ten and Fairchild had
not yet arrived. I wondered suddenly
if he were coming. I had not seef
him since he had stopped in at my
office almost six months age, just be-
fore he sailed for China. If he failed
to show up. ...

My thoughts snapped back toe the
gaily lighted room as I saw Simms,
the Hortom butler, come in with a tray
of drinks. Here at least was 6fe maf
whom I knew te be allve. He had
stayed on at the ranch after Herten's
death, serving as caretaker. 1 had
seen him eccaslonally 6n business €6n-
nected with the estate. Twrning, 1
walked toward him.

“Has Mr. Fairchild arrived?” 1
gsked in a low voice.
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The man's face was wunreadable.
“He hasn't, sir. I'm beginniag 6
think something is detalniRg him.”

“You're not half as worried as 1 am.
Odd party, isn't it?” 1 watehed him
closely as I spoke, but there was ne
change in his masklike expressien.

“Wihy, no sir. It quite reminds me
of old times. Mr. Hofton was allways
one to entertain. 1 can remermber a§
many as thirty house guests ever a
week-end and people were always
driving out frem tewn. M¥r. Herten
never cared to be alone.”

NDICATING my host, I said,
“You're sure that is Mr. Herten
over there?”

The butler’s eyebrows lifted slight-
ly. “Of course it's Mr. Hokton. I
thought you knew him.”

My voice was sharper than I meant
it to be. This thing was getting oR
my nerves.

“Let’s cut the comedy, Simms.
Tony Horton died ten years ago.”

“Of course.” The butler's voice
was steady. “Just ten years ago to-
night. Wiill you have a drink, siir?”

Wiitihh one gulp I drained the glass
and replaced it on the tray.

Simms turned and moved through
the crowd and I stared stupidly after
him. Maybe the man was crazy. Liv-
ing alone did things to people and he
had been living at this lonely house
for ten years. Still, I hadn't been liv-
ing alone and I'd been talking to Tony
Hotton. Yes, and having a drink with
him!

Quietly I slipped into the hall.
Ever since a man had attempted to
hold me up two months before I'd car-
ried a gun in the door pocket of my
cat. Until now I had never felt the
need of one, but if someone was try-
ing a hoax of some kind, I meant to
get to the bottom of it. Wimtever it
was, Simms was evidently in on the
play. Desperately I wished Faiirchild
would arrive. I wanted to talk to
semeene—tangible.

It was still raining dismally, the
cold drops slanting down, lashed be-
fore a stout north wind. Turning up
my coat collar 1 sloshed toward the
stables where I had garaged my road-

ster. At the door I fumbled with the
catch, finally got it open and switched
up the light.

I got the gun and examined the clip
to make certain no one had tampered
with it. A feeling of relief swept
through me when I slid the audomatic
into my hip pocket. I took the extra
clips from the car and dropped them
into my pocket also, then started back
toward the house.

The rain whipped directly into my
face blurring my vision. Upon reach-
ing the shelter of the carriage en-
trance I was about to open the door
when footsteps sounded on the gravel
behind me. My hand streaked fo-
ward my hip as I swung around, froze
there.

A girl crossed the ray of light
thrown from the window on my left
and ran up the two steps.

“Mary!” My voice sounded funny.

“Phil Matson!” Her surprise
equaled mine. “Wmt in the world
are you doing here?”

I stared at her.
might work both ways.
find this plaoe?"

“I didn't. I was taking a short-cut
to town and made a wrong turn. My
car went into the ditch just below
here. Fortunately I saw the light.
This is luck—tinding you.”

“Is it?” Something in my voice
caught her atitention.

“Wihy, Phil! Wihat is the matter?
Wihy do you look at me like thatt?"

“The question
How’d you

WANTED to telll her, hut

couldn't., After all, why should I
terrify her? “Listen. Mary,” I said.
“I eafi't explain, but will you do some-
thing? Take my car and go on into
town.”

She showed her astonishment. “But,
Phil, I can't! I won’t drive amywhere
tonight.”

She was shivering with cold and I
reached out and pulled her under the
shelter. It was evident that she'd had
a nasty shock. But she would have a
worse one—in the house. Whatever
happened, I couldn’t let her go in
there. I wouldn't! Then—

“Oh, there you are, Matson."” It was
Tony Horton! He sounded very cor-
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dial. “I’'ve been wondering where
you’d gotten to.”

Then he noticed the girl. I hesitated
for an instant then introduced her.
There was nothing else to do. I
watched her face, thinking that per-
haps she had heard of Hokton, but
there was no change of expressien.

“Miiss Bryant is an old friend of
mine,” I said. “She had an accident
with her car and saw your lights. I'm
letting her take my roadster on ifto
town.”

“Om a night like this?” Horton was
determined. “Nothing of the kiimdi!
There’s plenty of room and I'm sure
Miss Bryant would rather stay.
Wauilldnt yow?™

Mary smiled. “You're very kind,
Mr. Horton. I was beginning to think
Phil was trying to get rid of me.”

I knew she was laughing at me.
Waonrds crowded impulsively to my
lips, but I forcibly quelled them. I
couldn’t tell her that the man who was
inviting her to stay was dead! I
couldn’t tell her that she, I, and the
butler were the only live people in the
house. Mutely I stood aside as she
stepped into the hall and shook the
moisture from her coat. Simms took
her wraps and Horton offered his arm.

Then they went into the ballroom
and I followed, saw Tony Horton in-
troduce her to several of the guests.
In a moment they were damcing.
When I saw her in the arms of a man
whom I knew had been dead for ten
years a stifling horroe gripped me. 1
visualized his coffin, wondered if it
were empty. 1 shuddered and walked
te the side table and hurriedly drained
two punch glasses.

Horton strolled up and stood beside
me. “Remarkable girl, Matson. I cer-
tainly enjoyed talking to her."

Something inside of me seemed to
snap. Fiercely I swung about.

“Damnit! When will this farce
cease?”

His eyebrows went up question-
ingly. “Farce?*

I passed one hand across my fore-
head, conscious of its moisture.
“Sorry,” I mumbled. “I didn't mean
anything. Wliere's Many?"

he’s dancing with Howard Ellis.”

“Howard Ellis!” I
“Ellis? The playtyy?”

Tony smiled. “He might be the
devil the way you say it. I'll admit he
had a habit of making headlines, but
well—" He shrugged.

gaped at him,

STARED at him. Wten he said

that Ellis had made the headlines,
he put it mildly indeed. For five
years Ellis’' name had made banners in
every paper in the country. Wealthy,
young, he had married and been di-
vorced three times in five years.

The last time he had not bothered
with divorce. Rather, he had chosen
a gun and had the misfortune to be
caught. Four years before, after a
two-year legal fight in which the best
attorneys in the country had used
every possible trick in their efforts to
free him, he had been hamged!

My mouth was dry as 1 looked
around the room for a glimpse of
Mary. She was nowhere in sight.

Furiously I faced Horton. “Wihere
is she?"

He shrugged and I had the impres-
sion that he was laughing at me, al-
though his lips remained straight.

“Dom’t you trust your girl, Mat-
son?”

“I most certainly do!” I said
through clenched teeth. “Which is
more than I can say about you. Tell
me where she is! Wihat has that fiiemd,
Ellis, done with henr?”

Horton’s voice sounded bored.
“You're attracting attention, Matson.
We don’t want a scene.”

I took half a step, one hand ex-
tended to catch the front of his coat,
the other a knotted ball at my side.
Then something in his dark eyes
stopped me. My hand dropped help-
lessly to my side. What good would
it do to hit a dead man? You couldn’t!
It wasn't—

I swung on my heel and went into
the hall. His laugh followed me—a
low, vibrating laugh that made the
short hairs at the back of my neck
stand with cold horror. I wanted to
run. It was all I could do to keep my-
self from running. I shifted my auto-
matic from the hip to my side coat
pocket as I went along the hall,
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Having been through the house half
a dozen times in my capacity of exec-
utor of the estate, I was familiar with
the floor plan. I began a systematic
search of the rooms.

Outside, the rain streamed down in
never-ending fury. The wind was ris-
ing also and the windows rattled, al-
most drowning the music from the or-
chestra in the ballroom.

I looked in the study, the music
room, tried the pantries, and even the
kitchen. Then I started back toward
the front of the house, determined on
a showdown with Tony Heorton.

As I reached the foot of the wide
stairway, a woman’s scream, piercing
above the music and the noise of the
storm, floated down from above. I
turned and raced up the carpeted
steps, the guan from my pocket seem-
ing to leap into my hand. At the top
I paused for an instant. Thea the
scream came again from the direction
of the upper sitting room at the end
ot the hall,

I dived toward it, found the door
closed, locked. I rattled the knob,
called, rattled it again.

“Phil?! Phil!” Mary’s voice came
faintly.

I pressed the automatic against the
lock and pulled the trigger, then
kicked in the door. Ellis leaped to
his feet from a divan directly across
the room. Mary pulled herself free

of his grasping fiirgers.

ER dress was torn and her hair
disarranged. She circled the ta-
ble and crouched behind me.
“Phil! Don’t let him touch me."
My lips were stiff. “I won’t, honey.
It's all right.”
Ellis was smiling at me, his lips
twisting into a cynical smirk.
“You rather overrate your power,
Matson.”
“Do 1? Stay where you ane!™
The smile never left his lips. His
face was flushed and as he took a step
toward us, he seemed to almost stag-
ger. His hands were out now as he
came on. My gun came up, Steadied,
but he did not appear to notice it.
I squeezed the trigger. I could see
where the bullets struck his vest, but

there was no blood and he continued
toward us—a terrible thing! A thing
no power on earth could stop. I didn't
try, but caught the girl in my arms
and raced toward the stairs.

I didn't take time to look backward
to see if he were following. I exerted
all my effort and thoughts to reach
those stairs. Wihen I did, I raced down
them, the girl still in my arms. The
wonder is that I did not fall, that 1
managed to keep my feet. Never
afterward could I remember how, but
somehow I got to the front door,
jerked it wide and jumped out into
the night.

The rain—cold, fresh—brought me
to with a shock. I set Mary on the
ground, peeled off my coat and pulled
it about her shoulders. Then I caught
her again in my arms and ran toward
the stable. My one thought was to
get my car, to get away from this
house of horror.

The estate could go. I'd ceased to
care about that; had ceased to care
about anything except to get away
from this place and get Mary away—
safe among the living, the breatthimg;
with people who could be stopped by
bullets.

Nothing else mattered now, for sud-
denly, in that room upstairs, with
those dead hands reaching out from
the grave to touch her, I realized that
I loved Mary Bryant. 1 knew mow
that I had loved her for the year that
I'd known her, and that I would love
her forever.

Slipping, panting, mud-splattered
and thoroughly soaked, I came to the
stable, put the girl on her feet, and
tugged the door open. Then I felt
along the wall for the switch. In an-
other minute we would be safe.

It might be a rotten night for driv-
ing, but nothing could be worse than
to remain here. I found the switch,
pressed it, then a horrible chill crept
through me.

My car was gone! Never again will
I experience so total a feeling of help-
lessness as swept over me at that mo-
ment. The whitewashed walls of the
building gleamed in the light. The
concrete floor, marked by the muddy
tracks of my tires, mocked me.
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The girl swayed against me and I
was startled by the whiteness of her
cheeks. Her eyes were on mine, prob-

ing. “Has ... What's the matitier?"
“Nothing, dear,” I lied. “Every-
thing will be all right. You're per-

fectly safe here.”

Quickly I turned out the light. I
didn’t want to worry her more by tell-
ing her about the car.

ER tone was so low that it barely
reached my ears. “Thmt terrible
man!”

“Dom’t think about him,"” I told her
and drew her closer.

My head bent and my mouth found
hers. Her lips were cool, wet from
the rain, but they clung to mine and
I sensed her fervor. She shivered and
tried to press closer.

“Phil, I'm affraidi’™

I shook her gently. “Tiere’s moth-
ing to be afraid of, Mary. I love you.
Do you hear me, darling? I love you.
I think I always have, but I've been
too blind to realize until tonight.”

She gave a little sigh and her free
arm slid up and tightened about my
neck.

“I've loved you a long time, Phil,
I'd begun to think you didn't care,
that you never would—"

She broke off as feet made crunch-
ing sounds on the wet gravel outside,
I twisted her so that my body was a
shield. My hand tightened on my gun
and I stood tense, waiting.

“Who is it?” I called.

The sound ceased. Them Tony's
voice saidi:

“I wondered where you'd gone,
Matson. Wit in the world are you
doing out here?"

Rage filled me, driving from my
mind the knowledge that this man was
dead. My voice was harsh.

“I was looking for my car.
have you done with iitt?"

“Oh, your car?” His voice seemed
to mock me. “I’'m sorry about that,
Matson, but Fairchild phoned from a
lunch-room. His car broke down and
I told Simms to take yours to him, No
other car was available so. . . I hope
you don’t miimdi?"

“Mind?” 1 was furious, but con-

What
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trolled myself. “Tihem Fairchild is
on his way here?"

“Of course. Wthen ten million is
at stake, a man would hardly fail te
keep an appointment. He'll be along
in a few minutes, I think. But why are
you standing out here in the cold?
Wounlldin't Miss Bryant be more ¢om:=
fortable imdioors?"

I was sure that he was mocking us,
this man who should have been in his
coffin for ten years.

“We don’t like some of your guests,
Tony,” 1 smapped.

“Oh, you mean Ellis?” He laughed
and the tinkling sound, mixed with
the steady tapping of the rain on the
roofs, made me shiver in spite of my-

self. “Dom’t mind Ellis. He's harm-
less."
My voice grated. “Miss Bryant

doesn’t step into that house again un-
til Fairchild shows.”

I couldn’t see him shrug because of
the gloom, but I knew he did.

“Have it your own way,” he said
and turned back along the drive.
Then he stopped as lights suddenly
wove up the hill and illuminated the
drenched landscape as they swung
into the drive. “Here’s Fairchild
now. Welcome him, will you? He
probably won’t like seeing me.”

E arrival of the car relieved me

so much that I did not notiee that

Horton hurried toward the heuse, not
waiting to receive his cousin.

“It’s all over now, honey,” I told the
girl. “I'll straighten out the legal de-
tails of transfer in five minutes and
we'll be on our way.”

She sighed with evident relief as the
car slid to a stop before the stables,
the twin lamps casting us into pro-
nounced relief.

“Tihat you, Fairchild?” I yelled.

His voice carried assurance. “Wthat's
left of me, Matson. And a rotten
night it is. If Teny could only see
the nasty weather he dragged us into
with that absurd will, he'd be sorry he
ever wrote in the terms.”

At those words I shuddered, started
to tell him that Tony Horton was still
here to see. Then I stopped as I re-
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membered the girl at my side. She
was frightened enough without learn-
ing that our host was—dead.

Fairchild climbed from the car, fol-
lowed by Simms, and dashed for the
shelter of the stable, shook the mois-
ture from his coat.

“Sorry to be late, but I drove down
from 'Frisco yesterday and stopped at
Santa Barbara to see some friends.
And the raim—"

I nodded. *“Miss Bryant, Mr. Fair-
child. Miss Bryant is a friend of
mine. Her car went into the ditch
below here and she came up here for
help.”

He shook hands. “Let’s go to the
house and get this transfer business
over with. I'm afraid you'll have to
give me a lift into town. My car’s out
of commission. I called here for help.
I was surprised to see Simms.”

I shrugged. “Simms stayed on as
caretaker here. He’s been quite satis-
factory, and if you need anyone after
you take over I can recommend him.”

Fairchild laughed. “I won’t need
anyone for long. I plan to sell as soon
as possible and head for the Orient.
That's the spot, Matson. Something
doing every minute.”

I nodded abstractly. 1 wanted to
tell him that something seemed to be
doing here also. Simms moved ahead
of us toward the house.

“Listem, Mary,” I said to the girl.
"You stay in the roadster. We'll try
not to be long, and yow’'ll be safer
here.”

Fairchild showed his surprise.
“Safer? Wihat in the world would she
be afraid of in the house?”

Not troubling to answer, I opened
the car door and held it for her. She
looked at me strangely, then got in.
I took Fairchild’s arm and started for
the house.

“I must tell you something,” 1 said
in an umdertone.

“Later, Matson,” he said impa-
tiently. “Let’'s get in now and get
things over. It must be almost
twelve.”

“But, Fairchild—"

I broke off as Mary screamed. Then
1 heard her as she raced toward us.
The next minute she was quivering in
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my arms, crying.

“Phil! I'm afraid! He’s out there
in the diznlk—waiittimg—"

Fairchild’s voice rasped with im-
patience. “Whmt nonsense is she talk-
ing? Wiho's out there waiittinmg?™

IS tone roused my anger. “You
don’t understand—" 1 began.

“It is almost twelve,” he said
crisply, “and 1 understand that unless
I'm in that house by midnight, I lose
something like ten million dollars.
Just what is this—an act of some kind
to attempt to do me out of my inheri-
tance? I'm going in."

He whirled and went briskly toward
the door.

For an instant I stood there, then I
put an arm about the girl's damp
shoulders and followed. I didn’t like
it, but there was nothing else to do.
I couldn’t leave her there alone to face
the terrors of the night, even though
I felt certain that Ellis was inside,
and that she was in more danger there
than in the car.

Wien Fairchild reached the door it
opened and Simms attempted to take
his hat and coat, but Fairchild waved
him aside.

“Don’t bother. We'll only be here
a little—" He broke off as the music
from the ballroom reached him. He
swung to face me as we stepped into
the arched hall. “Whmat mummery is
this, Matson? Are you by chance giv-
ing a panty?”

“I'm not.” My tone was tense, my
eyes on the ballroom door.

“Then what—" His mouth sagged
and the color drained from beneath
his bronzed skin as Tony Horton ap-
peared at the door.

Horton bowed slightly. His right
hand held a drink in a stemmed glass,
his evening linen glistened immacu-
lately.

“Welloome, my dear cousin.
have been waiting for you.”

The face Fairchild turned toward
me was hardly sane. “Wiat—what
are you tryimg—"

My voice was brittle. “I’'m not try-
ing amytiimg.”

Suddenly I found myself disliking
Fairchild, distrusting him more than

We
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I did the smiling dead man there.

Horton intervened. “Dom’t blame
Matson.” His smile changed from
one of welcome to a purposeful some-
thing that seerned to cut at Fairchild
like a knife. “I assure you that Mat-
son has nothing to de with it. Simms!
Take Mr. Fairchilds hat and €eat.”

People were crowding the ballroom
door watching us, their dead eyes
mocking. Fairchild turned as if to
run; stopped. A sneer twisted his
handsome mouth.

“No, you don't,” he said, speaking
rather to me than to Tony Horton. “I
understand now. You've arranged
with someone to impersonate Tony.
Wedl, it won't work. I don't scare so
easily.” He swung to face Horton.

“Amd as for you—wihoewver you are
—I warn you that this night’s work
will bring you nothing but grief. My
cousin is dead. I know he iis!™

The smile had left Hortom’s face.
“Of course, I'm dead, you fool. And
no one should know it better than you
—since you murdered me.”

The words jerked me about and I
saw Fairchild cringe, a look of hor-
ror spreading about his face.

COWT'S a lie!™

M “It’s no lie.” Hortom’s voice
was perfectly calm, like that of some
judge pronouncing a sentence. “The
dead don't lie, my cousin. We have
ne reason to lie—nothing to gain, nor
to lose. Those of us who died natu-
rally rest, but those of us who die by
vielenee"—he half turned and his
sweeping gesture included all those
erowded in the doorway—'twmm never
rest. So it was written ages ago, and
g6 it will remaln. We have come back
tenight te right a wrong—a wrong
done me when you peisoned my wine.
For when you killed me, my ceusin,
you teek more than my life, my meney
and my é@@@& You robbed me of my
final ¥est.”

There was a murmur from the
crowd. Fairchild’s lips were waxen
as he turned to me.

“Stop this, Matson. Do you hear
me? Stop this farce. There's no
proof — no trace of poison was
found—"

THRILLING MYSTERY

“No trace? No.” Horton had taken
a step forward. “No evident trace was
found because you used a little kmown
alkaloid. You escaped the living, my
cousin—but you can't elude the dead.
Simms!”

The butler stepped forward.

“You have pencil and paper?” Hor-
ton asked.

The butler modded.

“Then take this down,” Horton told
him, and dictated a confession. “Show
it to Matson.”

The butler stepped behind Fair-
child, thrust the paper into my un-
willing hand. I stared at it, read what
the butler had written. It wasn't a
confession. It was a statement by
Simms himself, stating that, to his
knowledge, Albert Fairchild had mur-
dered his cousin by placing poison in
his wine. At the bottom, a paragraph
had been adidied:

I, Albert Fairchild, do hereby confess that
the above statement is true. This confes-

sion I make of my own free will, being under
no compulsion whatsoever.

“Wiilll it hold?” Horton asked me.

I looked up. “I guess so. Confes-
sions have been repudiated, you
know!”

Tony Horton’s mouth was grim. “I
don’t think this one will be. If it is,
I'll come back and see that my cousin
regrets so doing. Simms, give Mr.
Fairchild a pen.”

The butler already had a pen in his
hand. “I womn't sign!” Fairchild said,
angrily. “Yow can't make me. I'm
leaving.”

“You're staying, Bert.” Horton's
voice was ominously quiet. “Amd I
think you’ll sign. Hawkins will make
you. Hawkins, in case you domn't re-
call, is that Kansas farm torturer wheo
killed a dozen people before the meb
took him out and hung him. He's a
past master at maklng peeple do
things. Hawkins! Willl yeu speak te
my cousim?”

A squat, heavy-set man with long
arms and an extremely low forehead
pushed through the crowd. He
crouched slightly as he lumbered for-
ward, his long arms and big bhands
swinging in the manner of an ape.

(Coonitinesed on Page 104)
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Fairchild uttered a hoarse, unintel-
ligible sound of terror and backed
away against the wall, at the same
time jerking a Luger from his pocket.
His hand leaped as the gun exploded
and a hole appeared directly in the
middle ef Hawkins' forehead. But the
torturer never paused, never missed
a step! He camme forward slowly, his
thiek, bestial lips drawn back from his
yellowed fangs In a grimace of
pleasure.

E gun roared again, and yet

again, but still the man came on,

his hands outstretched like emormous
claws.

Wiith a shriek of terror Fairchild
hurled the gun into the horror’s face
just as the man's fingers grasped for
his throat. He hammered at Hawkins'
chest, but the torturer's superior
weight carried Fairchild to the fitwor.

I jerked out my own gun, but Hor-
ton’s sharp voice stopped me.

“You want some of that, Matsom?"
His tone was intense, terrible.

“Give me credit—" I stopped, not
because of myself, but the girl at my
side.

Gibbering noises came from Fair-
child as the twisting fingers mutilated
his face into a red mass of beaten fliesh.

“I’Il sign! I'll sign anything! For
the love of God, save me!™

Horton stepped forward. “Enough.”
He pulled the terrorist back. Simms
slid the confession forward and Fair-
child scrawled his name on the stained
paper, then the butler handed it te me.

Horton’s voice was without emotion.
“Take my dear cousin down to the
wine cellar and lock him in. There’s a
phone in the upstairs study, Matson.”

I nodded and went up the stairs, tak-
ing the girl with me. I called the po-
lice after bolting the door. Then I
looked at the girl.

Her face was without color, waxlike.
I thought of Simms, belew stairs,
alone with Fairchild and the dead.

Wihen I fimmished calling the police I
called my secretary. I told him to
get into his car and drive out te the
old Horton ranch af once.

His voice reached me faintly. “How
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will I find the place? On a retten
night like tliis?”

“Drive out the main road to Spauld-
ing’s Corners,” I told him, “then turn
and drive east for about seven miles.
I'll send Simms down to the entrance
to the private road to meet you.”

“Simms?"” His voice sounded funny.
“You mean Horton’s old butler?”

“Sure,” I said impatiently.

“But Mr. Matson"—the secretary’s
is

voice sounded jumpy—'Simms
dead!”
I started. “Dead? Are you crazy?”

“No, sir,” he said. “He dropped
dead on the street in Los Angeles this
afternoon. Don’t you remember? The
call came into the office. One of our
business cards was in his pocket. 1
went down to the morgue to identify
him. I couldn’t make a mistake. He
came in every month to turn in a re-
port of the estate affairs to us.”

I hung up slowly. The girl was
watching me, wonderingly.

“Phil! What’s the matiten?"

“There’s nothing to worry about,
dear,"” I told her. “The police are on
their way, but I just found out that
Simms is dead. You and I and Fair-
child are the only living people in this
house.”

COULD see an expression of hor-

ror grow in her eyes. “But, Phil!
Aren’t—aren’t you dezad?"
I stared at her. “Mary! Wiat are

you trying to tell me?"

She spoke slowly, as if searching for
words. “Phil! Don’t you under-
stand? I'm dead. I thought you were,
too. I was killed this evening when
my car slid into the ditch. It over-
turned. Don’t you umderstiamdi?*

No words can express how I felt as
I stared at her. 1 half rose.

“No, Mary! It can't be! You're not
dead. I need you—love you! Stay
with me!™

She was crying, as somewhere in the
house a clock began to strike.

“I've got to go, Phil. I can't stay,

dear. Ilove you. I'll always love you,
but I can't stay. Sometime—some-
where . . ." Her voice trailed off.

1 was alone here. The room was
(Qowitineced on Page 10%)
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MYSTERY

(Qotitireded froom Page 1)
empty.

Phil Matsom lowered his head on his
arm for a mommemt, as he fimished
speakiimg, then straightened and
looked at the police, at Fairchild, his
wrists pinioned by handcuffs, stand-
ing betweemn two officers.

“That’s all, gentlemen. I don’t ex-
pect you to believe what I said. I
don’t expect anyone to believe it, but
here’s the proof.”

He picked the confession up from
the desk. “Yaow'll find it's in Simms'
handwriting. There are a number of
reports by him on file at my office.
That is the only proef I have to offer.”

*Can’t you see, Captain, that he's
crazy?"” Fairchild sneered. “Tiat he's
out of his head? I told you what hap-
pened. I arrived here this evening to
find the house apparently deserted. I
came in and found Matson lyiag in the
rear hall. He’d evidently attempted
to come dowm the back stairs. They
were old and collapsed under his
weigiht. 1 got sorhe water and tried
to revive him. He seemed to come to,
but as seen as he saw fhe he began
sereaming sernething abeut, ‘Mmuf-
derer'! He jumped te his feet and
dived teward me, kneeking me baek-
wards ente the fidwr. He had the
strength of ten men." Fairehild
shuddered.

“He bound my wrists, carried me

: dowmstairs and locked me in the old
i wine cellar, then he came back with

this absurd confessiom. I signed it to
humore him. I knew that as soon as
the police arrived they would realize
that he was out ot his mind.”

“OQut of my mind?” Matson sprang
to his feet. He dived across the desk
before anyone could stop him, and
seized Fairchild by the throat. “Out
of my mind, am I? Murderer!”

He swung Fairchild off the flloor as
if the man had been a midget, jumped
toward one of the windows and
shoved Fairchild over the sill, held-
ing him dangling ever the high eliff
on which the heuse steed.

“Tell them the truttn!™

AIRCHILD was chattering with
fright. “Don’'t drop me! For
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God’s sake, don't drop me! I'll talk.
I did murder my cousin. I theught
no one knew, then I found out that
Simms did know. He's been black-
mailing me for years. I got him en
the street this afternoon—got him
with a hypoderric needle, but He saw
me. He said that I woeuld hang, that
he'd left a contession in this Heuse,
that he'd sent word to Matsen abeut
it. I came out here. 1 found Matsen
where he'd fallen. 1 sheuld have
killed him then, but I dida’t think
he'd found the eenfession. And when
he eame te, I found that the bump en
his head had driven him erazy, that
he was a madman. Help me, wen't
you? Womn't semebedy help me!” he
pleaded frantieally.

They dragged Matson back. They
had to use force, pry his locked hands
from his grip on Fairchild. They
pushed him into a chair. He was
quiet, but his face was very white.
Suddenly one of the police stepped
forward, bent over Matson, then
straightened.

“Captain! This guy was worse hurt
than we realized. He’s deadi!™

“Dead?” They all crowded for-
ward.

Fairchild chose that moment to
make a break. He dived toward the
head of the stairs, but he never got
there. A bullet from a policeman's
gua brought him down. A young pa-
trolmman stood looking at Matson for
a long while. Finally he forced a
laugh, but there was not much mirth in
it,

“Boy, Captain! Did you ever hear
such a screwy story? This guy, Mat-
son, must have really conked himself
when those old stairs let go. Of all
the impossible dreamss!"

The captain was looking at Matson
also. He was Irish. Sometimes Irish
people see things that other folks do
not. His voice sounded a little
strained.

“Sure, it was impossible,” he said,
“but just the same, Matson's girl was
killed in an automobile accident to-
night. He couldn’t have known it
She was killed after he left town.
And yet . . . Maybe he did,” the cap-
taln said hmily.
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By CHIAKRA

Eamons Mystic and Asthetiyy on Esokenic Lore

Strange stories will always be popular, especially when these strange 8'@9?i6§ are
true. The person who has a number of weird, supernatural or herror stories at hi
fingertip will always be the center of attraction in any conversation.

The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment. 1t presents
true stories of horror, mystery and the supernatural gathered from all eorners of the
earth and authenticated by reliable persons.

Your CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading Free!

Send in Coupom on Page 112

THE WAX HEAD

E recent rumor that a woman’s pre-
served head is being held by a cannibal
tribe of headhunters in Dutch New Guinea
recalls a tale told by Charles Miller, the
famous explocer of Dutch New Guinea.

When Mr. Miller was a young man in
Merauke, New Guinea (his father was the
military commander) he knew that dried
heads were the greatest treasure a native
could possess. The head of a white person
was especially esteemed.

In order to have some fun with the na-
tives, Miller once modeled a head out of
wax. With the help of an artist, he made
the wax head resemble his own. Then he
sent for a certain witch-doctor to come and
see the magic head.

The eyes of the witch-doctor almost
popped out as he looked at the head and
then at Miller. But soon his face clouded.
He realized the deception and he began to
mumble a strange curse on anyone who
would make fun of a sacred beliet. He left
in anger.

Miller laughed and put the head away in a
trunk in the cool cellar. Perhaps he would
have more fun with it later. Then he forgot
about it.

Later he visited Hollland and while he was
there the Warld War broke out. Miller went
to Paris and enlisted with the French fliying
corps.

Luck seemed to be with him, until one day
he crashed—and his jaw was badly crushed.
It was many months before he lea the hos-
pital, his jaw repaired by a number of plas-
tic surgery operations.

After the war he returned to Dutch New
Guinea. One day he thought of the wax
head in the trunk with his old papers. He
opened the trunk and unwrapped the head.

He was astounded. The jaw of the wax
head was badly smashed resembling in every
way the damage to his owm jaw many
months before. Friends swore that mobody
had opened the trunk.

Miller repaired the wax head and then
buried it in a secret place. Wihile he does
not admit it to everyone, he hopes that no
witch-doctor ever digs it up; for Miller now
respects the Black Magic ot the natives of
Dutch New Guinea,

THE ANIMAL TRAINER

T'HIS strange story was told at a recent
luncheon of the Circus Saints & Sinners
Club at Hotel Astor, New York City. It
concerns a Mrs. Freda Kirch now residing
in Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

Wihen Freda was a child in Germany, her
father was an animal trainer with a circus.
Like Clyde Beattie, he put tigers and Jions
in the same cage and made them do tricks.
But the two species never made friends.

Aithough he loved his animals and kept
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liong and tigers together when they were "ow To Go A"EAD
cubs, they became enemies as soon as they

grew up. Many times he told his dawghter FROM 40

he would give anything if he could make
them friendly—perhaps inter-breed them; FREE OFFER shows yow how

but instinetively they hated each ether,
Then tragedy struck. One night as the

to find z'uw way out of the

rut to bigger success, more
circu8 was moving from one town to an- money, real importanzr —

other, a cage containing a tiger was rolled greater

too close to a lion's cage. Only inches sep-
arated them. g y P Research discloses that any man

1 i
The two beasts began to claw each other 21,“3;";"9%'23& h,','nf,:f.

through the bars. Freda’s father rushed to | than his present status Undis-
stop the battle. The lion struck him on the | covered powers worth real money

h A . p lie within him, ready to push him
head, fracturing his skull. He died without | peaqto greater suceess the instant they are released. Sell

regaining consciousness. analﬁia Chart sent FREE glves you the elue to easiest,
Freda came to America. She later mar- | Quickest way to get bigger pay, beeome fsore lmpertant in

. A P business, galn new soelal ularity, have mere perfeet
ried and settled in Milwaukee. Recently she | . 'I‘t you are dliiitlggépd t{f you are dmﬂﬁm

visited her friend Martha in New York City. if you are not making progress . if you want w
One afternoon they went to the Central quickly make more money in your ehosen Work . . . mail
Park Zoo. coupon at once for FREE Self-analysis Chart, at 5o 668t
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As the two women were about to enter -‘Eb_ﬁ'ﬂ' to o - e c— —————

the lion building, Freda stopped short. Her | | Saif:8tudy Foondation, Ine
face grew white. She grabbed her friend's 30 North Mishigan Ava. Dept. B.18,

arm for support ehlouo. ilinels.
. . . Please gend me, free of charge, Instructions for analysia of
“Martha,’ she said, “I can't go im—take capabilities and how you can Help me “Giot Sot for Buoost’>

me home.” I understand this placed me under no obligstion.

Later she told Martha: “As I loocked into Naoms
the building I saw my father standing in Address I
front of the third cage. There was a smile
on his face, and he seemed very happy about l Cilty. States I
something. It was father's ghost, I'm sure? e e e e — — e — ——— ——

Martha insisted that it was Freda's imag-
ination, The smell of the lions brought back l N \v ilE NN 11 O FRSS
memories of circus days in Germany, and
naturally she thought of her dead father 4nd g:&" 'f,’::: Bt Gule fer gﬁﬂ‘ffn?&'?’""“ gg}g of m

believed she actually saw him. :na::llli.:n o£°'ﬁ'; Delays are dlm%m in_pa tsﬂt matiers. Fras lﬂf&'
. . od. ARENCE O'BRI
But Freda went back to Milwaukee with- | BERMAN. 5348 Adums Bulldine, Weshwaton, D 6 & ' AM

out visiting the Zoo.

gSometime later, friend Martha went 1o he | ATHLETE'S FOOT?

cage in the lion building. She saw a beauti- el uuo Scamay Powder  Conthing
ful beast—its head slightly different from form-kiling ingredients  Prescribed by
the usual lion—and it had faint stripes on i R Rt el
its back. But when she noticed the sign Kamaain Mfa. Go., 145 W. Kingsbridge

above the cage, she gasped Had Freda a¢-
tually seen her father's %h@st smlllﬂg iA tFi-
)

urmph at the fulfillment ot his life’s ambition? FOREST JOBS
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TIGLON; Father, a Siberian tigger. | Hant, trap, patrol. Qua!ify at once.
Mmthelr, an African liommsss. Born in Ger- Get detaila immedtitaly
many.’ Rayson Service Bureau, B-56  Denver, Cole.
(This Tiglom, the only one of its kind in the
worlld, fs still in the Central Park Zoo. It
was purchmﬂi by New York City for $35.000.
Those visiting New York durlng the World's [ .
Fair shoulld not miss seeing iit.) GCODETCONES"
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A cruel foreman of the diving crew was
Jeffrey Morgan. Wihen the native found the
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(Corttinned from page 109)
a fortune in his fist.

Morgan, hot tempered, drew his revolver.
The native, ugly and hating Morgan, threw
the pearl with all his strength into Morgan's
face. Motgan, believing it was a knife, fiired.
The native dropped dead.

The pearl bounced on the bottom of the
boat. Morgan, in trying to grab it, slipped
and hit his head on an iron oar-lock. He
was knocked unconsciows. The pearl slipped
from Morgan’s fingers and fell into the
water, Another native, seeing it simking,
dived in after it.

Wihen Morgan regained consciousness, all
the divers were gome. One of them pos-
sessed that valuable pearl. But he mever
found it, for Morgan was drowned a week
later.

Sometime afterwards, the pearl found its
ay into the possession of an American ad-
t¢enturer who was friendly with the lucky
native. But the next day this native who
sold it, was killed by an automobile in the
main street.

The pearl reached New York. It was sold
to a rich broker. The adveaturer who sold
it to him was killed in an airplane accident
on his way to California a few days later,
with the money from its sale in his pocket.

But the broker was not superstitious, al-
though he knew the full history of the pearl
which the adventurer had told him after the
sale. He dida't believe the story.

The broker gave the pearl to his lady
friend, who lived in a pent-house in uptown
New York. A few days later this lady be-
came jealous over the broker’s attention to
another woman. That night, whea the
broker called on her, she threw the pearl ifi
his face. It bounced off the terrace. THhen,
hysterical, she tried te throw hHerself ifnte the
courtyard twenty flloois belew. But the
broker caught her in time and ealmed Rer.

Then he searched for the pearl in the
courtyard. It had been raining. The pearl
had disappeared, evidently sarried dewn iR-
te the sewer, baek inte the sea.

Later when the broker married this lady,
he told the story to a banker friend. He did
not regret the loss however. He was tglaa
the pearl had returned to the deep from
whenee it had come.

But in November, 1938, this broker and
his wife were killed in an automobile gcci-
dent near Syracuse, New York. Was it coln-
cidence, or a strange fate caused by that
pearl of death? Wiho kmows?

JUSTICE OF THE SEA
A

WEIRD shipwreck story comes from

the Indian Ocean. A vessel sanlk, and
the few passengers and crew took te the bi
life-boat. The survivors were later pi@keg
up by a British freighter,

The doomed vessel had been cursed from
the day it left Madagascar—for a tregedy
had occurred on board the first night eut.
The captain had been found deaa in his
cabin. It looked as though he had had a

(Coutitieded om Pagge 112)
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(Continedd from page 1N0)
heart attack and had fallen on an iron kettle,
crushing his skull. That was the report
made by the first mate, Mr. Brown, a brute
of a man whom the crew hated. The captain
had been a kindly old man—with a fatherly
face—and he wore a beard.

Several of the crew suspected the fimst
mate—iut, because the old captain had been
complaiming of his heart, the members of the
crew could not voice their susplcions All
they knew was that the old captain had been
a God-fearing and superstitious man, always
telling them about the justice of the eea.

Thus, shortly after the secret burial at
sea, when the boat was struck by a derelict
the crew believed that the sea was demand-
ing it8 justice.

It took several hours for the first mate,
now the skipper, to agree to abandon ship.
And the five passengers (three men and two
women) were ordered into the big lifie-boat.
The two women huddled together and cov-
ered their heads with shawls, The crew,
including the first mate, got in also and
rowed away from the sinking vessel. The
firsit mate sat by himself at the bow, with his
instruremnts.

Suddenly one of the womem screamed.
The others turned around to the bow. The
first mate had fallen overboard—and before
they could rescue him he was pulled under
by sharks.

The woman remained hysterical—and not
until after she had been rescued and placed
in a cabin on the boat which found tinem
did she become rational.

“Weere both men killed?” she fiimally asked.

“Botlhh men?” gasped the others, kmowing
that only Mr. Browm, the first mate, had
been lost.

“Wihy, yes—I saw Mr. Brown being pulled
into the sea by an old man with a beard. I
thougiht the old man had gone mad and was
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rabbing Mr. Brown in frenzy. Then the
gharks g ... it was awfial)” ey

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

SR —

—

Dear Chakra;
Are prophetic dreams usually clear or in

symbols?
GILL McCORD

Dear Mr. McCord: Usually in symbels, but quité
often very ecasily interpreted. For example, recently
a man named Jsmes Gouchsr told a friend be had
dreamed that his belt woulda't stay fastened. The
next day the newspapers carried the fellowin ol
“James Goucher, a8 window cleaner, fell from the sixth
anding o & second F

floor of the Burke Tower, |
He was taken te Center Hei-

awning, ssvlaF his 1ife. F
pital. ~ Both legs were fractured. Geucher said his

safety belt hsd broken.’

Dear Chakra:
Is it true that if a man’s arm is amputated,
he can still feel any pressure on the am-

putated arm in some psychic way?
AL RNES

Dear Mr. Barnes: There is no scientific reason why
he should, although there are several cases where sn
amputatcd, limb has been thrown into a fire, and the
man deprived of the limb imagined he felt a burning
sensation just as though he still had his arm and it
was being burned. sually amputated limbs and
ﬁngm are_destroyed before the wound has hesled,
and the nain of healing might be attributed to pres-
sure on the amputated part.

Dear Chakra:
After a person has died in a house, does
that person’s soul return to the house when

it is empty?
MARJORIE GARDNER

Dear Miss Gardner: Haunted Houses are usually
associated with spirits of those who met violent death
—not natural death. If the latter were true, there would
be more haunted houses reported. Gheats are sup-
posed to be only those taken from life before their
allotted time.

Dear Chakra:
Is it true that a person who desecrates a
grave will be stricken with death or sickness

within 24 hours?
WILLIAN NEBBS

Dear Mr. Nebbs: There are no facts to substantiate
this. The cases of grave-curse were mainly ancient
ones, where graves held poison gases which escaped
when the graves were opened. Also, disease germs
in a body might have some deleterious effects. Grave-
diggers who often have to uncover graves in cemeteries
are listed as a good risk by insurance companies—and
they would be the first to feel any curse should it be

true. Body snatching was once a fiburishing erime in
England.
Dear Chakra:
How can a persom train himself to see
ghosts?
MILLY TILLMAN
Dear Miss Tillman: Unless a person is a bora

parchic or has mediumistic power natursly, the de-
velopment of spirit-seeing power is not likely. Don't
try—the chances are ‘ou will only uncover some self-
hypnotic control which might affect your health,

—CHAKRA
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“Don’t tell ME
you never
had a chance

Five years ago, you and I worked at the same
bench. We were both discontented, Remem-
ber the noon-hour we read that International
Correspondence Schools advertisemnent?

*I said, 'Brother, that's what we need —
training! Let's mail this coupon and get the
full story)’ And you said, ‘Tiraining my
eye! Wihat we need is dragl

“Wadl, I got the training — through the
1.C.S. And I got ahead. You had the same
chance, and laughed at it. Okay—thug smntil
you've trained yourself to handle a bigger

BOX 3968-P,

*

SCRANTON,

job, you can't expect to make bigger money.
Why not mail a coupon to the I.C.S. todiey?’*

Right now, men you are going to compete
with for advancement are training themselves
the 1. C. S. way. They are following in the
foamateps of thousands of successful men who
give credit for their advancement to I. C. S.
training. Wihere will yox be one year — five
years — from today? Start plamming your
path to personal prosperity! Send the coupon
for full information — today!
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7-Day TRIAL QOFFER

I could fill this whole magazine
with e nth msiiassttiicc reports from
OTHERS. But what you want to know:
is—“What can Atias do for ME?*
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RECENT tobacco crops have been outstanding in quality.
New methods, developed by the United States Gowern-
ment and the States, have helped the farmer grow fiiner
tobacco. As mudppriadent experts point out, Luckies have
always bought the cream of the crop. Thoroughily aged,
these fine tobaccos are now ready for your emjoyment.
And so Luckies are better than ever. Have you tried a
Lucky lately? Try them for a week. Tihem you'll know why

©® WITNESSED STATEMENT SERIES:

GEORGIE LOVIE, tobacco auc-
tioneer, has seen Luckies buy
the Cream of every Crop. “So
Luckies,” he says, "have been
my favokrite for 21 years.”
Mosk independmtt tobacco ex-
pekts smoke Luckies.

Easy on Your Threat -
Becawse 1 STOASTELD

Crpyrght 1539, Thir Anuiriiaia Tobaaoe Cositiaag

.... WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST~IIT'S LUCKIES 2 T® ]
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