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To run local
COFFEE

AGENCY
Splendid Chance
To Make Upfo

It you wre married and willing to cooperate with your life partner in operat-
ing a Coflee Agency right in your own locality, send your name at once for
full detalis about my plem—FRE

It Is now possible for married couples to make up to $60 in a single week if
you can work harmonisusly together. Wife handles the orders, keeps records,
ete., while the husband delivera and collectl. Steady, permanemt busineas of
one to two hundred e can quickly be established if you follow the
simple, prowen plans that I send.

START EARNING AT ONCE

1m nnd Jon zv!rnhhg you needt:trour compllete outfit contalning full-size
of also prin forma, blanks, advertising literature,
samples, etc., tog:thcr with simple Indtructions for both the husband and
wife, 20 jow can atart your earninga right away. Make as high as $45.00
your very firat week.
Everybody uaes Coffee. Tea, Spices, Flavoring Extracta, Baking Powder,
Flour, Cocoa. Canned Goods, and other feoda every day. They MUST BUY
theae thinga te live. Yeou simply take eare of your regulap eustemers right In
yeur leeality—juat keep them aupplied with the thinga they need. Yeu handle
all the meney and peeket a big ahare af it fer yeurself. Yeu keep all the
Ffaﬁts—yau dan't divide up with anyene. Hundreds of heusewives IR fRany
Bfauutég: are waitlng, right new, te be served with these patienally fameua

| SEND EVERYTHING

Just #a soan as I hear from you I will send you camplete details—tail you all
the inside workings of thia natien-wide Coffee Agency Plan. 1 will explaia
just hew to establish your custemevs | baw tg give them serviee and make
good eash earninga. You ean plan it ae you give only b days a week {3 yeur Busi:
neas, ealleet your prefits an FYiday, and have nll da QEQUW ina uRday fef
vaeatign er rest. The glans 1 send you Lagk &i % the
Must Be geed Beeause eg Rave br-auam ulel sla ta Huﬂ i-%di 8 BF He
and wemea, beih married and alngle. whe Hesde!

FORD CARS GIVEN

Over and above the cash earnings you make I will give

D wu=_|

YOULinaWeek| wonnerruL

SUCCESS
Reported by Others
Clare C, Wellmam N.J., tried
my plan and clcared $96.00
in a week, Hans Coordes,
Nebr., made $27.95 in a
day; $96.40 in a week, Nor-
man Geisler, Mich., reported
$33.00 profit for one day and
as high as $129.060 in a sin-
gle week. Ruby Hannen, a
woman in West Virginia,
stated that she made $17.00
in one day and $73.00 in
a week. Wilbur Whitcomb,
Ohio, reported $30.00 profit
in a day and $146.0Q.in one
week. 1 have scores of re-
ports of exceptional earn-
ings like these as evidence
of the amazing possibilities
of this money-making offer.

you a brand-new Ford Sedan aa a bonua for preducing.
Thia is not a contest or a raffle. I offer a Ford Car—ss
an extra reward—to everyone wha atarts in this buai-

YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY

B g% T
gj Ea‘i;;ﬁ ig{ bufj‘%ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁﬂ e’ Hrz
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m,es s o a
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ALBERT MI.LS
4149 Mommoath Ave.,  CINCINNATI, OHIO

ALBFRT MILLS, President,

4148 Monmaeuth Ave.,, Cincinnati, Ghle.

Send your free book telling how to start a local Coffee
Agency in which s married couzls &9:’ single persons)

can make up to $60.00 in a wee will read it and
then let you know if we want to accept this opportunity.

Name

Addresa

" (Mhouisc ot Wt BRINY)
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Eight Gripping Mystery Thrillers

CARNIVAL OF CRAWLING DOOM Frank Belknap Long, Jr.

Voailoo Magic Weavea [to Ghodibish Speill Around a Raving Circus
of Inthuman Freals! A Comppdete Bizanre Nuivedédite

LORD OF THE LIONS- - - - - - - - - Henry Kuttner

A Thirese-Foot Deviil Wiremddes Giiarstlly Tormeant in Order to Proitett a
Fearsome Seorst! A Storny of SpirecGhithing Thrills

DEAD TONGUES OF TERROR - - - -G. T. Fleming-Roberts

Wiith Framdesh Prediifoni, a ColkiiEBdodetpd Kidllsr Buillits a Miuurder
Matiine to Torture His Viciims! Anm Excifiing Complete Niivedbtite

HEAD IN HIS HANDS Carl jacobi

A Hemtifess Biadk Godl Haurits a South Seas Freugheer, Livimg a
Hamwrlispipingng and Blootly Natiwe Legemd!

AT THE DOOR OF HELL - - - - - - - Joe Achibald

Maiinwe FolMlowss the Trail of His Lost Friendd to a Housse of Ghiaxtily
Doom in thiis Novdistte of a Motlenn Dracula

ZOWABIES NEVER DIE - - - .- - - - - - Richard Tooker

A Féord in Huneen Shage Struggfdes Dexperathbly Wisen Viamdfioo
Takens a Hand to Tiglhiten the Burdisn of the Opprexssd

WINGS OFHORROR - - - - - - - - - Ray Cummings

Huge Vamypwee Bat Wiurgds Comoed! a Blondy Manace Hawritnng tihe
Rodky Predimtes of a Castile om a Cariilbibean Inflemd

ACCESSORIES OF DEATH Milton Lowe

The Touwdh of a Dermotds Hartl—and a Pleanure Ship Tuwmes Imto
Cargo of Blowd] in thia Waiird, Mjssteicious Sea Stoxy

HORRORSCOPES - - - - - - - - - - - - - Chala

Speviid! FREE CryxtakSonpe Reatling Qffer!

14

3

40

64

80

89

98

12

THRILLING M YHTLICY, published bi-monthly by Better Publicatioms, Loe, at 22 W. 48th 8¢, New York, N. Y

N. L. Pines, Presidant- Subla'irtlnm yearly, $.60; single copies, & 10. Fonlgn and Canadian
Entered as second-ciass matter Ju
1870. = Copyrmight

postage ext:
y 13, 1933, at the Post Office at New York, Y.. under the Act of March 3

t, 1037 by Bettnr Publications, Ino Mnnulerlptl will not bo returned unless accompanied by
self-add and are submitted at the author’s riskk. Names of all charaotars used in stories
and semi-fiction articles are fictifiions. Lf » name of any living person or existing institution is used, it is a

ooincidence.

Read our companion m » Popular Westirn, G-Men, Thrilling Western,

Thrilling Detesiiisce, Thﬂim Adventures, T!mmﬂg Love, The Pbhaniom De

tectiive, The Lone Eagle, ar Lowe, Sky Figibters, Popular Detartiiee, ’I‘Ihr-imng
Ranch Stones, T!mun Waonder Stories, Thrilling Sports Texas Rangers, Popalar

Sports, Thrilling Confessions andl Everyday Astnology
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AND AVERAGS
85 B ¢jo
A WEEK.

JMMAS SAANOS
218 Pltbsr.
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| WALL TRAIN YOU AT HOME e Spevre Zarie

ForRA GOOIDDRADID JOB

Many Make $30
ﬁ?ﬁs aeWak

Da yom want to make
more money ? Broad-
casting stations em-
ploy engineera, oper-
ators, Atation man-
agera and pay up te
$5.000 a year. Spare
time Radio ast serv-

i leing pays &R much
Ridlin’ hada tmviida 6200 s §500 a
Eitaldlvhed 1914

year -Tulll time servs
ie obs pay as
Q% M‘i ) ami-iisgﬁtuil g;\?g ar—Mpafyc
nms ﬁﬂa % Radie M ﬂHlﬁ&

Eh iﬂﬂ jalﬁ'&%ﬁ %mnlay E%ﬁ!%ﬁ inEpeet.
F’i. %Hii e, ARFYIEERER:, ﬁﬁy-
iH P EB

¥%EF Rﬁ 18 BBE Fi
g ’ii'l

4 gt g 1
Many Make

Hy%.‘ﬁ'};:? [ Si %‘i— i
ﬂ%i ‘t‘“ﬁ% saa as b
Extrain Spare
Admest every nclghburhmd needs

$10. $15 a Week

spare time serviceman. The day you en-
roll 1 start sending you Extra Mon%

adm

Sheeta, They show you how to do
repair joba, how to

cash in quickly.

roughout your training I send yon
plnns and ideaa that made good
apare time rmoncy for hundreda of
fellows. 1 sand you apecial Radio
equipmemt, give you practical Radie
experience—show you how te conduet
experitavnts, bulla eirevits iMustrat:
ifng impertant principles used 1A

medera Radie sets. My Free Beak
tells mere abeut (his
Find Out What Radio Offers

Mail Coupon Below
Mall the eoupen new for *“Rich Re-
wards in Radie.” 1t's free te any
fellow over 16 yeawd old. It peifts
out Radie's spare time and full time
ephortubitivs, these eaming in Tels:
visien ; tells abeut Ay traiRing in
Radie and Televislgn; ahews e

1. K. BMITH, Preiddent

letters from men I trained, telllng
what they are doing, earning

my Money Back Agreement. IL
THE COUPON in an envclopc or
paste it on a penny post eard—NOWI

J. E SMITR, President
National Radio Institute
Dept. 7M09, Washington, D. €

Natiomal Radio Institute, Dept. TMDO

Washington, D. ¢,

Dear Mr. Smith: Wiithnut obligating me, send

“Nich Rewards 1n Radla.’

e\plsind your 50 50 metduxl of Lratuiig mia si Lonis Lo become Radio

write FLainlf.)

' which polnla out the spare time aiut full time opportumitize In Hadlo =nd

t BAME..........c.iiiiiiaiiiiie s
ADDRESS

aCl‘l'Y ...................................
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{9&: :‘hlﬁ:‘é :’:g{ou%h ﬂ‘l‘?ﬁe;; lf whll t.h.a“' vnygl flnt E;%‘?:a:{
thousands of dollars, cormes €6 .n ;o wt m
in pleasant little tablets YOt 000 Al You deﬂ‘t
% cost you oply a few mef with mef
pents "W' R . eaﬁfiﬁwlhm Wl
Why it builds so quick

flomtizt :::shr.';'%:;:;,';;i w@m%m
down slmply because they Speaal FREE oﬁer!

“°‘ +] eﬂﬁ'g d "&? aﬂ he-m. o] m fight ey, we ﬂ%dlmma : i‘%
ll fm% mm, 3 ek
bu lﬂ § iy
b ma & igi SPH.
wi Yol —— -.-A

ltm E\is C}
H ﬂ‘i& B

o '@'w*ess*%sguy
Wﬂiﬁéﬂ@d Eaglish ifﬁ
" oo ‘1@3 9

many cheap substistoactie’
B?E%EEB%! !WI LA E‘ - Crocie mpertundcIndrat

%@
E
3
3F
£
RE
TE



L
e ]
— l AU'—A gor-
§ :oul n'odv 14K
AR4—Swom Perfect e arae
AW/@1—Maiched Brldal €n dlamond  with 4 gagamant 1ing, laige
umnbl. consisting of 5 diamond other dilamondi In ""' .’dl GMOZ‘ !'(
ring and $ diamond newest 14X nat '° ".‘o‘"‘“’" egu-
rimg. Both 14X white | aold natu- ﬂ'v. % -
Oold mw’ﬂlgnol value. ::.n?" rln;"OGA’f: .18 @ man
davit ot Perfect-
tion with purchase.
lbgularr $75 vélue Pifi—Slender dolnty
$6.3¢ & masih boguette waich, gor-
K22 -G loolkiing guars geous case In ‘charm
anteed walch for men. and tolor ot maturad
Unique ityle with numer- gold ||¢¢g slik card,
ala on case In enamel l.&'n
fackgmmumd.. 7 Jewels, [ moath
sother sirap ' 188+-Mdsiliva Inftial
9120 a etenth fing (or men. 10K
natural goid wilh
dlamond and Inl-
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on genulne black
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aln at this low
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Yes,
Constiatiton

Is Serious

But It Can’t
Poison You!
Sy Daetors

Modern doctors now that the old idea of pailsons
s INK, ‘lﬂ

claim that constipation swells up the bowels causing pres-
sure on nervea in the digeatlve tract. This nerve pressure
la what eauses frequent bilicua apells, dizalness, headaches,
upset stomach, dull, tivodeut feeling, slespless nights,
coated tongue, bad taste and lois of appetite.

Don't suffer hours or even dexm longer than necessary.
You must GET THAT PRESSURE O THE NERV
TO GET RELIEF. Flash the intestinal system. When
offending wastes arc gone the bowels return to normal size
and nerve pressure STOPS. Almost at onee you feel mar-
wvelously feFfQih&d. blues vanlah, and life louks bright again.

That is why so many doctors are now insisting on gentle
but QUICK ACTION. That is why YOU should insist on

a. This eflicient & inal nt tai EVEN

native and cathartic ingredients. It asts on the stom-

ach as woll as the entire intestinal tract. It relleves stomach

GAS at once and often removes bowel congestion in half

an hour. No violent action, no after effects, QUICK

results. ruggists for
85 years.

by many doctors and

WARNING!

40 BRPUTABLE DRIGGISTS krow thit Adleiiks Nai
no sxbstitute. Alwase DEMAND the geruind.

{kiIP COUPON i
Now|

Adlastikm Co., Dept. T-F—J1-7
Bt. Paul, Minn.

Gentlemen: Send without obligation
your FREE Trial glze of Adlerlka. Limit

onetoa famlly. (Offergood in U-8.enly)
Sold in Camauila by leading deugppists
Name =
Address . ......

— City.. State.

CANDID CAMERA
CATCHES CO-EDS

N
EVERY ISBUE OF

COLLEGE
HUMOR

GAYER AND QRANDER
THAN EVER!

15¢

AT ALL NEWSETANDS

PRI

Follow the Woolds Greatest Sleuth
on a Beffling Muxdler Trail

MINIONS OF
MURDER

A Eull BoukiLenpth Novel

In the Nsverber Isiue f

THE PHANTOM
DETECTIVE

A THRILLING PUBLICATION

10c

EVERY
MONTH

AT ALL
STANDS




Wﬂ;y Traimed Accountants Command

—and how ambitious men are qualifying

by the La Salle Problem Method

GET this straight.

B¢ “aceounntargy” we dio it iean “bookkess-
ing.” For accountaney begins where boolidkeeping
leaves off.

The skilled accoumtant takes divefigiree Shaddal]
:xn;m by the bookkeeper, and analyzes and interprets

em.

He knows how much the costs in the various
departments should amount to, how they may
be lowered.

He knows what pmts shouddl hebe from
a given sy be increased.

He hmﬂmmwen mﬁess. winad par cant of
one’s working capital can sifielly be tied wp itnrmeer-
ehandise on what per cent is safe and ade-
quate for silles prawestion And these, by dhe wisy
are but two of scores of percentage-figures Whﬁi@r
with he points the way to suceessful operation.

He kanows thivei intiicaoiesaffggoxars-
ment taxation.

1 High Selaries

LaSalle socoummtancy sindiards* Frarexanpblc—one
fman was a plumber, $2yearsold with only an

eleventh grade education. Today he is auditor far

2 lavge bank andl his incorme is 225 per cant|

Another was a drug clerk at 230 a week.
ke heads his own very successful accounting ﬁrrm
with &n ineome rmany times as large.

A woman bookkeeper—buried in details of a
stngll job—is now
snd her sellary wnaninded!

A eredit maﬁagef—eaming 8200 @ moAth—
nmved up qule to 3000, to 25000, sindl dhven 6o

accounting business of Kilsawin
wh:ch nets Rim better than $10,000 a yesx..

And Bhat It Meass too Yo

Why let the other fellow walk sway with the
better job, when right in your own homme you can
equip yourself for a splendid future in this profi¢-
able professionii
Are you really detonnimdageet

He knows how to surbvg\tiba irans-Busines Through ? If so, you can start at once
actions of & business over a given Accauntancy g gequit the LaSalle Problem
gemdi how to show in cold, rard Method—a thorough understanding
w%;l;%s the progress it has made and of Higher Aeeauntaﬁ\ey fnaster its

it is going. He knows how to fund principles, become ex-
ee chinee fiitl g g 33saabasfisiéorcom- pert in the ?fﬂiﬂe&l applieation of
tructive policies. those principles—this without lﬁsmg

In short, the trained accountant is ah heur frem worlk or a dollar of p
the controlling engineer of business— Preliminary knowledge of book-
one man business cannot do without. keeping is u You will be

Senall wonder that he commands a given whatever training, instruetion
sslary two to ten times as great as or review on the sulilject of bookkeep-
that of the book- iﬁﬁmwm"
keeper. Indeed, as am 1 %yextfa ex;gsgelt’;
independent operator LaSa ~ ;

(hea of s ou ac o it moom Bl LTI YO e dincte
eountingfin sy 09 rtaniies In Accoumtancy—dTheek below acsl wo will
€arn s Fch &8s the wrod you & copy ol “‘kusuuutasey, (e Professlon that fiatiwivlilyyaor ppmssent

president of the big
and influeniial bank
i his eammunidy, oF
the aperatm an-

ager a great fail-
Fe2d.

Some: Exampldes
Soall wondier dhnat e
eountancy offers the
trained man such fise
epportunities—op-
portunities well illus-
trated by the success
of thousamds of

8 Higher Accountancy:
'MSn

g iy %ﬁ%ﬂt‘n &m%

-lllc mnaement

aw: Degree of LK. B, ment
[l

-Aemtnial Law
dtavi Sged B P A cuxhlng
‘Nileilmbgfg- eat g Bosineas Reglisty
4] H aed Colllasivw B Effactive
Correspondence B Reilwey Acnuating

*Namea available on request,

equ:pmen;—:f you
recoghize the oppor-
tunities that lie dip&di
m tl;;ough Rotne-
training — you

will do well to send at
eﬁee for full pardiey-
lars. The esupen will
bring £hem Eelyeu
Withaut any 6B
tien, glse detail S ef
LaSalle’s eanvenient
payment BIQH.-

Check, sign and
mail the cou pon
NOW.



PRESENTING

CHARLIE CHAN

World-Eamous Oriental
Sleuth as Created! by

EARL DERR
BIGGERS

Wmet lnn aq ORABLIE Qm

CHARLIE CHAN ON
BROADWAY

A Bramd-HNew Complete Novelette of Wystery Tihriils
Written by EDWARD CHURCHILL and Based on
the Grippimg Twemtiztfn Century-Fax Motion
Pictune Productiom Comimy Soom to Your
Neighborhood Theater

Featured in the November Issue of

DIEVECH

NOW QN SALE 10Q¢ AT ALL STANDS




BOYS! o QIRLS! '

BIKIE BoPrjocin
GIVEN|~===

K eomlsion for SHREPLY OIV-

SALVE, asd for ¢_..  barns, chijpe. sgres, gtes yiich
mike. A________ 1 Triamels it fhiecs "PR i dmk!ﬂ
AR, reasa,; B s e BT Sy R n

4—_i
HWE" Floar ~ GIVENEEZLY
RADIO or RIFLE Sov.vMn
IVER JOHNSO!
mwm ‘ mEaa MODEL
shart wive band, . A RBELITE
Hhid:llhs An d‘dﬁiﬁ@ﬁi ABeaul
or bla casly banmsiets :,.
GIVING AW,
toren our
VEBRINE BAL
uaed forchape,
barma, e,
easily sold
to friends at
?:3 s box
t.ur: Hmh
and remit as

per our catalog. W
AIL | JPOM MOW]
SEND NO MONEYI

Big Guitar WitRica™
g retted obonized
=Tenor BANJO
onse
=. 1 ko
AT A WA;]I@H
00 cAD o83 . ‘
SPiPLY "SRSINEEEET  Trmtvel
= s wrsn AARIL COUPON NN\OIW-I-WA
WILSON CMEN. CO., lnc., Dept. TC-31, Tyrone, Pa. Date-
W@memﬁémﬁﬁmwm (ghing pictarcPR
.yivnll remit within 30 davu, select a promlom ar eegseuh commission

asvpier d Shaialoy sedatt withestdosi poatege gadd.commission
as per premium plan oatalotf sent with order, postage paid.

Name

R.D.

) are relt- —_—
able. BB’I::-E{I% NT UR LAST NAME ONLY
Dept. tc-:u-z.h = Foirt yc')ue | ast naﬂn* onlyl J

TRY - WIELSON’S - COUGH DROPS - % EVRRYWHERE




By CHAKRA

Famous Mypttic and Auithoiiyy on Esoteric Lore

Strange stories will always be popular, especially when these strange steries are
true. The person who has a number of weird, supernatural or horror stories at his
fingertip will always be the center of attraction in any conversation:

The purpese of this department is to furnish such entertainment. 1t presents
true stories of horror, mystery and the supernatural gathered from all sorners of the
earth and authenticated by reliable persons.

The Hindu's Helping Hand

ON MONTFORD was an American

adventurer visiting in England. He

was attending a society camival on
the estate of a wealthy Englishman. One
of the entertainers was a young Hindu who
was giving a demonstration of suspended
animation, The Hindu went into a trance
for ten minutes. Mirrors were held to his
fnose and mouth to prove that he wasn’t
breathing.

The English host was quite drunk, and
when the young Hindu came out of the
trance, the Englishman ridiculed the youth
as a faker. The lad was headstrong and
insulted the Englishman who thereupon
called the Hindu a "brown mongrel.” As
he said this, the Englishman raised his
heavy cane to strike the young man—lbut at
that mosment, the Amwirican, Don Mentferd
srﬂbbed the eane just in time te save the

fe of the Hinduy.

After the excitement had passed, the
Hindu thanked Moentford and fold the
American that should he ever need help, to
call in ggayer to ™ Sendu will
help.” Sondu was the name of the young
Hindu magieian.

Several years later, Montford was spend-
ing the summer in an Eastern resort. There
was a large lake and dam near the house
where Montford, his wife and their young
son were staying. Montford that morning,
drove his car to the post office, and on his
return noticed a crowd of people near the
dam. Then he saw his wife In hysteries.
He learned that his sen had just fallen inte

the lake and no one couid locate the boy's
body. Montford, for some reason, thought
of Sondu and sent out a silent prayer to the
Hindu friend who was knewn to be in Cali-
fornia somewhere. Then Montford remem-
bered that there was a drain pipe at the bot-
tom of the dam where a smail stre#m of
water flowed through. He jumped into the
deep water and swam around, searching for
the body of his son, hoping that the suction
might account for the body not rising.

¢ was rewarded: He felt the little head

(Eontinyed on page 116)
SPECIAL FREE OFFER

Send this coupon to Horror-Sumpes, THRILLING
rYSIEM magatime. 72 West 48th St., New York City.
d st lopx You will

a self-add i en
reoeive a Chakra-Crystal-Smmpe giviag yau a complote
anailsls ot yoursellf—yowr |ucky number, pood and bad
traits, lucky color, best occupation and other vital
information.

HORROR-SCOPES,
THRILLING MYSTERY,
22 Weeat 48th St., New York City.

Please semd CHIAKRA-CRYSTAL-
SCOPE, free of charge, to:

Address .................... . ...ccu.es
City................... State..........
Date of birth..... .. ... s
Day Month Year

(Emciose a self-addressed stamped
envelope) 11-37

YOUR CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading FREE)

8cnd in Coupon Abovel
12



DOESNT IT LOOK EASY?

Yet it's from the famous “Meery Widow” Waliz!

HERE'S PROOF

that you. {ee, can {earr {8

Py the pigne of any ofler
instrument!

JUST strike the notes lndieated abwe anal you \ﬁll
actually e playing the opening bars of ooe of

wof“ *ﬁatw\ drite! avamicdh vompoditionals Andnit'afjust

5% 6 VHId Y ofhicr ChlincR PRI IeB,! t G0 dwhien Jou

Wogl rd Nt RIn Jeelvdies, too, when you

“5 ‘h‘k\/elr’(\‘i §6hUbL tHEE: R Rdao] of Music takes the

mr,lnbm“er t3c tEn o KENEAEERT ddss | a wale swith

%W UﬁutJa ep P A0ICe K YUDIARE . aRGon@ Ve playtis

3 r*‘ﬁnﬁtwﬂmw rRAACEHFE sfﬂ‘ﬂb“’“n"ﬂ‘!hﬂf gehdaxay

'bsm-kf“%i tﬁ'bd” u‘afkﬁtaf ou* 1éart g'my Ty
G%n?éi ﬁ‘lll‘h?‘ft Hndea(-ﬂglﬂe ey R
"g 'uusi"ilrh }bw' b"nf d nﬁ%d 2ldd néed ngllf'f‘d
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CHAPTER I

Kiss of the Snake Woman

KN WIURE in her more somber
t‘ll, aspe

cts is a supreme terrorist.

The horror of her more hide-

ous wiles is seldom violent or direct.

She chills and enmeshes slowly until

the victims of her mad caprice ge in-

sane, waiting for a torture all the mere

horrible because of its very nameless:
ness.

The horror that oozes from the walls

In the twinklimg) of an eye

and ceilings of old, deserted houses,
the fleshless faces of the aging dead,
the still-born fog which emsiwouds
graveyards when the moon is gibbous
and the night wanes—these slow the
breath, strike terror to the heart.
Frightening, too, are the dark and
nameless legends that center about
blood-drinking and fiishhddernuriing
spirits—vampires, ghouls, were-ani-
mals, and the clammy ehill ef erewded
morgues and dissecting laboraderies.
But when Nature fashiened jaeques
Tupule Jenes, she achieved a master-

Voodoo Magic Weaves s Ghoulish Spell




the gibbering cirdie went mad.

piece of the macabre —a crowning
horror.

“Tihere’s something utterly hideous
about him,” I told Jim Dickson. “He'll
pack them in so fast you won't need
a barker to ballyhoo him. Think of
it, Dickson. A real voodoo priest
from the Black Republic, and a yellow
bronze girl from the Vieux Carre.”

Dickson looked skeptical. Dickson
was a big man with a sallow, satuf-
nine face, and piercing black eyes
that gazed right through you, except
when they clouded with mercenary

CRAWLING DOOMI

By FRANK
BELKNAP
LONG, JR.

Awthor of “frhke Snake
from

efc.

speculation. He wasn't the sort of
man you could pull the wool over,

Dickson ran the circus, but he didn't
own it. Sally Hunter owned it. Sally
was even lovelier than the yellow
bronze girl who had sought me out
under the big top and begged for a
job for herself and Jacques Tupulo
Jones.

Sally Hunter was Stephen Hunter'’s
widow. Stephen Hunter had been the
shrewdest circus man in Louisiana,
but a man’s brains are of little use
when they’re rotting inside his skull

Anaund a Raving Circus of Inhumaan Freslksl|
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six feet umdierground.

Jim and 1 were carrying on for
Sallly. Jim was head man and I was
chief barker and ballyhoo artist. I
booked all the talent and even went
scouting in the sticks for rarities
like the voodoo priest and the yellow
brenze girl.

“He wants to show us what he can
do,” I told Dickson.

Dickson shrugged reluctantly. “All
right,” he said. “Well go over and
take a look at his mumibo-jumbo."”

“Over” was in a little tent behind
the animal cages on the south side of
the concession. It was ordinarily
occupied by Lizzie Reese, the dog-
faced giel, whose face was a solid mass
of hair from brow to chin.

Lizzie had graciously comsented to
let Jones use her tent far a prelimi-
nary tryout. We threaded our way
between the peanut stands, which ran
in a parallel line from the edge of the
big tent to the animal cages, and then
between the cages, while the big
beasts glared and roared at us.

Wihen we came to Lizzie Reese's
tent, I stopped suddenly and laid my
hand on Dickson's arm.

“He’ll give you the willies at fiistt,”
I said. “There’s something umholy
about him.”

Jim Dickson frowned and passed
into the tent. I followed apprehen-
sively. Standing with folded arms in
the very center of the tent was Jacques
Tupulo Jones. He seemed to be ex-
geetln us. By his side, dwarfed by

is sinlster immensity, was the little
yellow brenze girl.

The little bronze girl was certainly
four-fifths white. Her beauty was not
of the voluptuows sort. It was un-
earthly, unreal. Her eyeg were large
and lustrous; her skin golden with
brenze plgmentation here and there.
The gelden tint deepened to actual
brenze on Her eheek benes and
temples, but se impereeptibly that
you didn't netiee any transitien.

HE had a small, straight nose and
a red, small mouth. Only her
mouth lacked spirituality. It was
wanton, inviting. It was the sort of
mouth you couldn't’jjust kiss once.

Wihen I looked at it T thought of the
mouths of vampires that cling and
bite. I shivered inwardly A ]
looked at it. I was both repelied and
sensuously attracted by it.

Jacques Tupulo Jones was at least
Eix feet four inches in height. He
was clothed in a checkered suit of
loud pattern, a stand-up collar and
japanned leather shoes. His trousers
were tight-fitting and bulged comie-
ally at the knees. .

But there was nothing comical
about his face. It was the most leer-
ingly and maliciously evil face I had
ever seen on a human being. It was
somehow spiritually evil. I mean by
that, there was soul/ in it. You could
see Jones' black, inconceivably de-
praved soul glaring out of his large,
blood-streaked eyes.

His jaw was massive, apelike. His
nose was flat, with sinisterly fltaning
nostrils. Utter malignancy shone in
his gaze and was stenciled on every
lineament of his primitive African
features. He was a full-blooded
Negro of a type you don’t see often
nowadays. Just looking at him sent
cold shivers up my spine.

We didn’t have any difficulty in per-
suading Jones to show us what he
could do. He was down to his last
thin dime fimamcially, and the little
yellow girl was wearing a 1983-model
hat, frayed suede shoes, and stockings
with run3 in them.

Jones told us what he was going to
do before he did it. He explained
about the Saintes. The Salntes are
disembodied spirits who are so eager
to get possession of living bodies that
they’ll obey anyone whe can safisfy
their evil yearnings. They can enly
express themselves viearieusly =
through the bodies of sleeping men
and women,

The Saintes are voodee eult spirits.
In their disembedied state they are
devilish, elerental forces—sihapes of
fire and destruction, with the instinct
of snakes and hHyenas. Jjenes claime
that he eeuld put the little yellow
brenze gifl iR & france and Make Her
beRave fike a snake. He almf tHat
the y§am¥%§ weuld entet Hst steeping
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“All right,” Dickson told him. “Go
ahead. Show us what you can do.”

The first thing that Jones did was
to drag Lizzie Reese’s narrow canvas
bed out into the middle of the tent.
Then he told the yellow bronze girl
to lie down on it and shut her eyes.
The girl obeyed as docilely as a lamb,
without even taking her eyes from his
face.

He stood over her, towering and
majestic. Despite his vaudeville
comic’s clothes, an air of somber dig-
nity seemed to emanate from him. It
was the dignity of enthroned evil. If
ever a man was evil, Jones was evil.
Wihen I looked at him I forgot that he
was just a freak attraction whom I
was eager to book.

He called the girl Marguerite. Her
real name was Josephine Chabot, but
in New Orleans the sidewalk cafes
of the Vieux Carre preferred glamour-
names unknown to the police.

“Marguerite,” he said, "open your
eyes and look at me."

The girl obeyed. She stared up at
him in a kind of trance. And he
stared down at her. Bent above her
and stared. 1 saw his face begin to
worlk, horribly. His lips twitched; his
eyes narrowed until they were gleam-
ing black slits.

Then he started muttering incan-
tations. A stream of revolting gib-
berish flowed from his lips. Most of
it was in French, but I caught an Eng-
lish word here and there.

It took him about five minutes to
put the gifl to sleep. Her eyes re-
mained open and fixed, but after about
five minutes there was no longer any
expression in them at all.

HE lay utterly motionless, rigid.
As soon as she ceased to move,
5one§\'5fe%tQﬂe§5i'e$hﬂeanm iAtensMy
eéyred featugeaieraxe ¥ e THaR iadeawidy
$eeReAnRUEcUchNand stdeddastéklgnay
prayaihlge ew ot ordasHigdahtte vl Yséo-
8pdldfegt her from a distance of sev-
ergideetoes began to wriggle first.
THEY wiFRsgledoand tewivehed! awittish
EDRY ofvbtistate anfinheidahed hvither
ldpd pérreacend awiitahied. Thennbak
{aStant et wiitlebodsRds il hevertatt
thetieh. hewritidad aavwiAg Ifreve rine

motion. Without moving from the

couch she wriggled and twitched all
over.

Her torso undulated, her head
rolled idiotically from side to side.
Prone on the couch, she performed a
danse de venitre, violent, tortured, re-
volting, lewd. So violent were her
exertions that froth appeared on her
lips, and her rigidly staring eyes
bulged from their sockets.

Jim and I watched her in silent hor-
ror., She seemed unaware of our
burning eyes that watched her every
undulating movement. I won't pre-
tend that I wasn’t stirred by the sight.
Mingled with the repulsion which I
felt was another emotion which was
less to my credit.

The dance continued for two or
three minutes, and then Jones said in
a perfectly calm voice:

“The snake is now in her body. It

will come to me when I call it. It will
come to me across the ffoorm.™
Suddenly his eyes blazed. In the

depths of his pupils a fliexce light
shone. "“Marguerite is no longer in
Marguerite’s body. Only the snake
will come. Do you wish me to call it
now?"

He glanced inquiringly at Dickson,
a bestial smile hovering on his thick
lips. I followed his glance to Dick-
son's white face. Wihat 1 saw there
wasn't reassuring. Dickson, the
skeptic, the hard-to-sell guy, was
trembling all over. He was as white
as a sheet and trembling like a jelly-
fish on stilts,

He had sensed something, I guess.
It wasn't the dance alone. That was
bad enough; but there was something
hellish loose in the tent, which we both
could feel. I can't describe it or ex-
plain it, but it was there.

Dickson gave no sign that he had
heard Jones’ proposal. I had to speak
for him. I nodded at the leering
brute.

“Call her,” I whispered hoarsely.

The tall man threw back his head
so violently that I thought the muscles
of his throat would tear across. His
blood-streaked eyes rolled, and little
blobs of mucus appeared on his thick
lips.

“Come to me, SmaliezGudrim-Wom-
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an's-Body,” he wailed. “Come now,
come quickly.”

The writhing woman on the cot
obeyed. Slowly, as though in thrall to
some hideous and intangible compul-
sion, she turned about until she was
resting on her stomach. Then she
moved downward to the fimor.

She moved downward in a manner
most ghastly. She seemed to flew
downward from the bed to the ffbwn!
Wiith crawling undulatory movements
her slim woman's body advanced like
a snake on its belly across the tent
toward Jacques Tupulo Jones.

Straight toward his quivering,
tightly-trousered legs she moved, her
arms extended as though in suppli-
cation, her face pressed flatly against
the wide boards of the fivor.

I had never seen anything so
shameless and debased and horrible.
Dickson was staring wide-eyed, his
features twisted into a gargoyle-mask
of horror. With an effort I sup-
pressed the nausea which was sweep-
ing over me. Remembering that I had
an act to book, I tried to look at the
woman with box-office eyes.

T was a tough ordeal. For a mo-

ment I had the awful, sicken-
ing illusion that the little yellow
bronze girl was really a snake. All
her movements were snakelike.

Then she reached Jones' legs and
started to twine herself about them.
I had to choke down a scream then.
Sinuously and relentlessly, exactly
like a boa-constrictor contracting, her
body wound itself about the quivering,
wailing black man, surging upward
toward his thighs with undulant and
sinister contortions.

Her body seemed utterly elastic,
bonelbast! It flowed about the man's
tall body with a pouring, rippling
sinuousness that suggested the writh-
ings of a Medusa-head. Higher she
climbed and higher.

The voodoo priest’s eyes were bias-
ing with fanatical triumph., His big
hands went out and encircled the
woman's skull. She had reached his
chest when he sei2zed her head and
turned it upward, so that he could
gaze down directly into her glazed,

unseeing eyes. .

His fingers twined themselves in her
black, slightly kinky hair.

“Snake-God-in-Woman's body,"” he
said, hoarsely. “Wio are you? Speak
your name."

“Who?” murmured the woman, her
voice like a whisper from the tomb.

"Speak your name,” Jones repeated
savagely. .

"I am—Ogowrn Bagdaris,” mus-
mured the weman. “[ Rave €ome 8
slay and kill: You will net send me
away?" .

_Jim Dickson was a mapn of undis-
ciplined and vielent impuises: Before
Jones could reply he sprang ferward
with an oath, and seized the yellew
bronze gifl violently by the shoulders.
He shook her, and tried to tear her
with violence from the other's big
torso. )

Jim was broad-minded ordinavily.
His moral hide was thick and insensi-
tive. But something about that whole
ghastly pantomime had gotten under
that rhinoceros skin of his, He was
revolted and furious right down to his
soles. A great wave of moral indig-
nation had surged up in him, and sub-
merged his money-grubbing imstincts.

He called Jones foul and umprint-
able names. He yelled and screamed
at him as he tore at the girl's clinging
body. He yelled that he would see
that Jones was barred from every cir-
cus in the Southwest.

He was still yelling when the girl
bit him. She simply twisted her
lovely golden bronze face about sud-
denly, and bit him viciously on the
wrist with her little red wound of a
mouth. Her teeth sank deeply into
his flesh and met under the skin.

O ———

CHAPTER 11
The Twisted Corpse

E showed me the wound aftes:
ward. But when it happened, i
thought the gifl had merely isissed
him. 1 didn't knew that he Had been
bitten till 1 saw bright bleed 8n His
wrist. Then the gifl tufied Her face
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toward me and I saw the blood on her
mouth, too.

I helped him then. Together we
got the girl untangled, while Jones
screamed dire threats. We threw the
girl roughly down on the cot and
slapped her cheeks till they were deep
brenze all oever and the glazed look
went eut of her eyes.

We didn’t waste any time in getting
them both out of the tent and off the
concession. The girl wept and
shrieked and tore at her kinky hair,
but we ignored her hysterics and con-
centrated on Jones.

Jones was more difficult to handle.
Affter his first resentful outburst he
remained sullen and silent, and that's
what made him difficult. We had to
prod and push him. AWl the way
across the concession, between the
animal cages and the big tent, we had
to threaten to kick him with vielence
where his dignity would suffer mest.

He'd walk a few paces and then turn
around and stare venomously at us.
If hatred could kill we would have
died a thousand hideous deaths. He
dida't speak at all until we were out-
slde the concession.

He had a big bag which we put down
at the edge of the road which led into
town. We advised him to start hik-
ing. The little bronze gitl’s breast
lifted with her hysterical breathing,
but Jones just stood still in the center
of the road and glared at us with blaz-
ing eyes.

Then he mouthed the awful words
which were destined to bring poor
Dickson to the verge of madness.

“Ogourn bit you,” he said,
“Tirough the opem wound Ogourn
flowed] into you. Ogoumn’s blood is
now in your veins. Tl blowd is the
Jife. You will kill sooa mow.”

1 thought Dickson would knock him
down when he said that. I thought
he would fulfill that mad prophecy on
the spot, bruising the prophet’s ob-
scenely leering face with his bare
knuckles. I had to hold him off, drag
him back,

“He’ll sue us,” I whispered. “In the
name of heaven, man, control your-
self.”

I got Dickson away fifiradlly. We left

the voodoo priest and the sobbing girl
standing in the road, and walked back
to the big top. But Jones got in one
parting shot that sent a cold shiver up
my spine.

“When you sleep, the snake will
crawl on its belly. It will crawl and
kill,” he called aftef us.

I left Dickson as soon as we got
back to the concession. He went into
his own tent to put a bandage on his
wrist where the yellow bronze girl had
bitten him, and I went over to Eddie
Frond’s lunch wagon and ordered my-
self Eorne doughnuts and coffee.

I liked to talk to Eddie. He had
been places and seen things. Wien I
told him about Jones, his brow
clouded and he shook his head.

“I don’t like it," he said. “If he's
really from Haiti, you'll wish you
hadn't met him. I was down there
once. Wihen one of those witch doc-
tors puts a spell on you, you can’t just
laugh it off.”

“Yeah, I know, Eddie,” I said. *“I
never was one to laugh at voodoo.
I've seen things right here in this
state that would make your flesh
crawl. If a guy stuck pins in a wahga
doll and named it after me, I wouldn’t
laugh. I'd go and piek myselt out a
niee eofhin.”

I'm a very loquacious duck when I
get started. I talked to Eddie for an
hour and a half, and while I talked
night came down outside the wagon,
in slow stages. The evening star ap-
peared first and winked in solitary
§plendor over the big top. Then there
v«&ais a wild rush of stars filling all the
skies.

T was black as the inside of a cat's

belly when I dunked my last

doughnut and descended from the re-
volving stool before the counter.

“'Night, Eddie,” I said. “I'm go-
ing to turn in early. I've had a hard
day, and the body needs a bath and
about ten hours shut-eye.”

1 was halfway to the door when the
big beasts started roaring. It was un-
usual for them to start bellowing and
caterwauling after sundown, and the
great volume of sound which suddenly
issued from a dozen cages was like
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nothing that could be deseribed: The
sheer novelty of it stopped me in my
tracks. .

I turned about, and stared at Eddie.
He returned my stare in amazed
silence.

“Something has upset the pussies,”
I eaiid. “I never heard them carry on
like that before. Wihat do you sup-
pose it is, Eddie?”

Before he could reply a woman
screamed shrilly. Screamed once, and
was silent. It was the worst sort of
woman scream. It was burdened with
despair and frenzied terrof. I stared
at Eddie and he stared back, but we
didn't say anything at all.

Then, suddenly, we heafd people
running. There was a pattering of
steps in the darkness outside, accom-
panied by shouts and shrieks.

I advanced to the door and threw it
open. Gibbs, the animal trainer, was
going by with a whip in his hand, his
lips white and twitehing. I reached
his side in three strides and trotted
along beside him,

“One of the cats broke loose, Dave?"
I murmured breathlessly as we headed
for the nearest of the long line of
cages which loomed in ominous sil-
houette on the south side of the con-
cession.

“Don’t know,” muttered Gibbs.
“Heard someone Scream over there
right after the cats started bawling.
Looks like we're in for trouble.”

We were in for trouble, all right,
but not the sort that Gibbs amticipated.
The first thing we saw when we drew
near to the cages was the wide ¢ircle
of illumination cast by a pecket flash,

At first we saw only dim shapes
milling about in the darkness, and the
bright circle of light en the ?f@liﬂd
below the square fagade of the largest
cage on the let. It was Cissy, the bi
Bengal tiger's cage, and the anima
behind the bars was rearing at the {op
of her lungs.

Mercifully the light didn't rest on
the dead man at firixt. It simply illumi-
nated a circle of vacant earth and the
lower part of the cage, limning the
blue-steel bars with a startling éelarity.
We saw Cissy, toe. She was paeing if
mad fury from end te end of the eage.

Then the light shifted a little and
the dead man leapt into view. We saw
only a part of him. Across his body a
woman was lying in hysterical cel-
lapse. Her extended hands dug in
agony into the earth beside him; her
lips roamed aimlessly over his dead,
staring face.

Sally Hunter had taken it badly. She
was wild with grief. The awful con-
dition of the corpse and the staring
onlookers did not prevent her from
abandoning herself to wild transports
of despair.

She kissed the dead man's swollen,
black lips; laid her face against his
blood-suffused cheeks. Mercifully her
slim, prostrate body concealed the
twisted horror beneath — concealed
most of it. The right arm lay exposed,
the fingers clenched on a man's tweed
cap. And the legs were partly visible
in the shifting amber light.

E legs curved unnaturally out-
ward at the knees. As I stared
dowa at them I was swept with the
sickening realization that enly broken
benes could have made pessible such
a frightful distertien of hufnan limbs.
In life Fred Hunter had been strong
and tall and incredibly good looking.
Wamen had fllocked in droves about
him and showered him with kisses. A
young Apollo, this fellow, with curly
blond hair, and a face and figure that
caused the hearts of all women under
seventy to flutter violently.

Sally Hunter’s brother would never
kiss soft, clinging lips again. He had
died horribly, the life pressed out of
him by something monstrous that had
broken his bones and hideously
twisted his legs and arms.

Almost as horrible as the corpses on
the ground were the men and women
who clustered in a wavering, horror-
struck circle beneath the tiger cage,
their faces white and drawa in the
diffuse illumination which streamed
outward from the focused beam of the
little electric torch.

They were not normal men and
women. I shall never forget the aw-
ful picture they presented as they
stood there, staring and gibbering and
moaning in the hallf-light,
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Freaks are seldom normal mentally.
In moments of great stress and horror
they never behave like ordinary men
and women. As I stared about that
grotesque circle, I recognized friends
of long standing who had gone com-
pletely haywire.

There was Gudo, the lion-faced man,
whose lips were writhing repellently
beneath his distended, hairy cheeks,
and whose glaring dark eyes were hor-
ribly like those of the jungle lord
whose expression he aped.

There was the hunchbacked dwarf,
Simon Crisp, whose face bore an ex-
pression of devilish malice impossible
to convey. There was the skeleton
woman, wild-eyed and teetering on
the verge of hysteria, and the micro-
cephalic idiot, Prince Charles, whose
little, tapering head bobbed loath-
somely up and down.

Faces bestial and hairy, wild-eyed
and obscene glared at me and Gibbs as
we stood looking down at poor Fred
Hunter’s broken body. They seemed
to resent our normality, as though we
had eavesdropped unbidden on a
spectable suitable to their perverse
and distorted natures alone.

In the presence of gruesome death
all that was sinister and abnormal in
them surged shockingly to the sur-
face. Some were obviously not to be
trusted alone with that poor, broken
thing on the ground. They would have
lifted and examined it, have pawed it
gloatingly, eliminating all clues.

Only one member of that unnatu-
rally excited group remained calm and
decent. Jack Kane, the Lisbon giant,
who stood seven feet three in his
checkered socks, and who could have
broken a man's spine with a swift
strangle hold as easily as I could have
lifted Simon C¥isp three feet from the
ground, held the electric torch in his
huge, massive hand and spoke to me in
a perfectly calm woice.

"“You'd better get Miss Sally away
from him,” he said. “She won’t listen
to me, but maybe you can get her to go
to her tent. Wihat she needs now is
some strong coffee and someone to
lean on. Jim would be better, but
you're here and Jim ain't”

I nodded and fell to my knees be-

side the dead man. Looking at him
closely like that wasn't pleasant, but
I had a duty to perform. I took heold
of Sally’s shoulders and shook her.

“Comne, girl,” I said. "“There’s noth-
ing you can do for him now. You've
got to get a grip on yourself.”

HAD to pull her from the corpse.
She sobbed hysterically and clung
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CHAPTER III

Horror in the Tent

COULD hear the freaks wailing

and babbling down by the animal
cages, as I threaded my way between
the deserted sideshow tents and ticket
boeoths which filled all the dismal acres
between Sally's tent and the west side
of the eoncession. The moon was hid-
den behind heavy clouds, and the stars
looked very cold and remote as I
moved through the thick darkness to-
ward Jim Diekson’s tent,

There was a light in Jim's tent. The
canvas was illumined just a little on
the outside. A spectral, dully glowing
cone it was, in the darkness. I pulled
back the flap and stepped inside,

Jim was lying fully clothed on a
cot at the back of the tent. On a table
beside him an expiring candle gut-
tered and fllared. His face was white
and drawn. His eyes were closed. 1
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looked at him and shivered

His skin had the sickly yelleW pal:
lor of a dead man's: | wendered if it
was the candle-light which made him
look so corpselike. 1 stole silently up
to the cot and looked dewn at him:

My heart began a furieus pounding
when my eyes focused on his meuth:
His lips were slightly parted, reveal:
ing a long row of jagged, tebaces:
stained teeth. In sick revulsion, |
reached down and laid the tips of my
fingers on his lips, tongue and gums:

I drew my hand back quickly. The
fingers that I had laid to his lips were
crimson-tipped! )

Jim opened his eyes then, opened his
eyes and stared up at me. He must
have read the apprehensiom in my
gaze. With a startled cry he sprang
from the cot, stood erect in the dull
candle-light.

“Wiat is it, Charles?” he cried.
“Wihat has happemed?™

I did not answer him. 1 simply
looked at him, conscious only of the
nausea sweeping over me. This man
who stood staring at me with wide,
startled eyes had buried his teeth in
human flesh—or [ was gazing upom a
decxptinn bfacker than sim!

At all events, Jim Dickson was ob-
viously damned. Something ghastly
had happened to him while he slept,
and there was gleaming bright blood
on hié lips and teeth.

His eyes seemed curiously out of
focus as he returned my horrified
stare. There was a little mirror hang-
ing from a nail on the central tent pole
behind him. Shakingly I pointed to it.

“Look at your face, Jim Dickson,”
I said. “Just look at your bloody
mouth!”

Sudden terror flamed in his gaze.
Turning, he staggered groggily to the
tentpole and looked inte the little
glass. He stared long, and intently.
Stared in utter silence, but the twitéh-
ing of the veins on his temples was as
expressive as a scream.

Wihen he fimally did seream, He
shouted soundlessly. He turfied abeuit,
his face aghast, and shaped a seream
with his terror-paralyzed 1ips that was
blood-brother to silence,

"You must have killed Fred Huf-

ter,” I said tensely. “You must have
broken his limbs and bit him on the
throat. That black devil hypnetized
you! I sensed it as soon as | saw you
asleep, with blood on your mouth."
Dickson’s eyes were tortured dark
pools in his white, twitching face.
“Yes,” he murmured, hoarsely. “You
are right. You must be right. If
Sally's brother is dead, I killed him.
I remember crawling toward him in
the night. I wound myself about his
bedy and bit him on the throat.”

E shuddered violently with the

thought. “I tightened in coils
about him like a snake,” he went on in
agony. “Charles, Charles, what have I
becorme? Arm I man or beast? When
1 erawled through the night, I was
fnore sfiake than mam!

“My thoughts were confused and
horrible, but I remember that I wanted
to slay and crush. I wanted to coil
myself tightly about that poor lad's
body, to squeeze him slowly to death.”
Hysteria was in his voice.

“Then I sank my fangs into his
throat. I bit him with my teeth till
his bright blood spurted! I was happy,
then, satiated. I crawled sluggishly
back. I remember -crawlimg—Good
God, what am I saying?” He clutched
at his throat, panting.

“Am I insane, Charles? Coulfl I be
sane and talk like this? Has some
monster taken possession ot my body?
Ogwurn Bagittaiss,” he said.

“Are we living in two worlds,
Chafles—all of us? Walking beside
ghastly spirits, that ravish and slay
—spirits that wait for sleep to render
us powerless?”

I stared at him, aghast. “I do not
know,” I murmured. "I honestly doni't
know, Jim. A few moments ago, Fred
Hunter was crushed to death, his
bones broken, his throat torn horribly.
You say that you rememibetr killing
him. What am I te think?” I shud-
dered.

“Yes, it is true!™ he cried, his voice
a strangled sob. “I killed him,
squeezed him to death! Now I must
atone. I must confess my guilt to the
world.”

Groaning pitifully, he rushed from
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the tent into the darkness beyond. I
stood staring at the open flap, my head
swirling with all that I had heard.

There was a faint breeze stirring
beyond that night-black portal. It
stirred Dickson’s clothes, which were
hanging from a horizontal beam near
the front of the tent, awoke faint,
ghostly creakings in the boards un-
derfoot.

For interminable seconds I stood
there, frozen to immobility by Dick-
son’s wild, unbelievable story. Then
I, too, rushed from the tent. Out un-
der the star-studded sky I stood for
an instant, staring wildly about me,
listening for Dickson’s retreating
footsteps. Only the gentle sough of
the wind and the far-off murmur of
human voices broke the stillness.

I started to move in an easterly di-
rection; then changed my course, and
headed for Sally Hunter’s tent. It had
occurred to me that Dickson would be
most likely to turn to Sally in his
black despair and remorse.

Threading my way between the de-
serted tents of the freaks and side-
show barkers, suddenly I saw the rear-
ing snake. It stopped me in my
tracks. Freezing sense of terror
surged up in me, comstricting my
heart, stopping the breath in my
throat.

I did not see the snake itself. 1 saw
only its shadow on brightly illumined
canvas. Witthin the tent a bright
light was burning, and against the
glowing cloth the great shadow reared
in awful menace.

Below its wavering, flattened head,
a little stooped figure was stzmdiimg,
immobile, as though unconscious of
the serpentine bulk that was sinisterly
rearing up behind it. Thea—so sud-
denly that I had no time to scream a
warning—the big snake fell!

It fell upon the figure, knocking it
prone, lashing at it furiously with
swiftly doubling coils that reared in
hellish, shadowy distortion on the il-
luminated canvas.

An agonized scream tore from the
fallen figure's throat. Instinctively
my hand went under my coat and
emerged with a small automatic; I
carried the gun, just in case. Some

of the boys and girls I wouldn’t book
got nasty at times and threatened to
make trouble. I was glad as hell 1
had the gun on me then.

LL caution aside, I went into the
tent under steam. It was a big,
circular tent, and it belonged to Dhu
Ghassen, the Arabian snake charmer.
The first thing I saw inside was Dhu,
down on the floor, struggling and
screaming, and a python ten feet long
and as thick as a man’s wrist squeez-
ing the breath out of him!

I took careful aim with the little gun,
aimed at the big reptile's flitttened
head, aimed at its eyes. Bright flame
spurted, whipped across the tent.
There was a roar like thunder, and a
spurting, crimson fountain where the
snake's head had been.

Wiith slow, convulsive writhings the
headless horror uncoiled; writhed re-
pulsively free from Dhu's prostrate
body, and withdrew into a corner of
the tent, leaving a shiny wet trail be-
hind it.

Swaying feebly, supporting his sag-
ging body against a tent pole, Dhu
dragged himself to his feet, stood star-
ing at me with bright, grateful eyes.
He was a little man, with a lean, cada-
verous face. His skin was the color
of aging parchment. All his teeth
showed, and all his teeth were black.

“You saved my life,” he said. *I
thank you very A

“Hell,” I replied, "blastmg a brute
like that was pleasure. Wihat’s the
matter, Dhu? Losing your grip? 1
thought you could control them with
your eyes.”

“Took too much hormone,” said Dhu,

shivering. “I changed its nature. It
was maddened; it couldn’t control it-
self.”

“IHormoag,” I muttered mervously.
“What are you talking about, Dhu?"

“Snakes have ductless glands, like
humans,"” said Dhu Ghassen. “But se-
cretions are different. Secret of long
life—secretions of snake's ductless
glands.”

He was speaking in riddles, paus-
ing for breath between phrases that
weren’t any too clear.

“I don’t get it, Dhu,” I said. “Junr
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what are you driving att?"

“I take snake’s blood, inject it with
a hypodermic. Take blood from near
pituitary, adrenal glands of snake.”

“You mean, you inject it into your
owm body?” I stammered, horrified.

Dhu nodded. “Yes. It is a dan-
gerous thing to do, but I do it for
the human race. The life of the snake
flows into me. It is the secret of long
life. Some reptiles live for hundreds
of years. There are turtles living to-
day who were born before the dis-
covery of America. Sea tortoises —
hundreds of years old.”

I stared at him In mounting terror.
He was clearly mad. I don't knmow
much about glands, human or other-
wise, but there are some things which
are just too cockeyed for sane belief.
The mad Arab had obviously picked
up some half-baked notions some-
where, brooded on them and gone com-
pletely screwy.

Horror seared my brain when I rea-
lized what he had done. He had fillled
his veins with a snake's blood! He
was as good as dead already. Despite
my ignorance of medicine, it took me
only an instant to realize that you
can’t do a thing like that, and live.

I could see that he wasn't lying
either. On a table in the corner where
the snake had crawled was a gleaming
metallic syringe, half full of dark,
glistening fthidk. And on the little
man’s bared right arm was an unmis-
takable puncture. It was already ooz-
in% pus and blood.

ut that wasn’t what made the mus-
cles of my throat swell and throb, and
filled me with sheer, blind panic. Here
was another potential killer! Here was
another victim of “snake madness.”
His next words confirmed my worst
fears.

“I have noticed a change,” he said.
“It is peculiar, but I seem to feel very
strange at times. All this afternoon ]
have felt drowgy, tired. Once I fell
into a deep sleep, and had a horrible
dream.”

18 dark eyes were somber at the
memory. “I dreamed that I was
a snake. Yes, I dreamed that I was
crawling on my belly across the floor,

I don’t remember how far I crawled, or
where I went. But when I awoke,
Ruptar waé coiled tightly about me,
and his head rested against my cheek.

“He seemed to sense a—a kinship.
He uncoiled when I spoke to him, but
reluctantly.”

Right then I decided on a course of
action. I knew instantly that I had
to get him away from the concession
—both for his own sake, and to pre-
vent him from adding to the confu-
sion and fear which was making a bed-
lam out of the place.

For Sally’s sake, I had to get him
away. One madman running amok,
bent on atonement and confessiom, was
as much as I could cope with. Thwo
might precipitate a lynching! I knew
that if the mad Arab started babbling,
the freaks would go completely ber-
serk.

He was one of them, in a way—and
they are insanely jealous of their own
kind. They would believe him, and at-
tack him, tear him limb from limb.
Yes, I had to get him away!

Nor did I think he would live. I
was certain that the snake blood would
poison his heart, kidneys, liver, lungs.
But only a competent medico could
give him his one chance in fiiffty. What
I decided to do, was to rush him to
the hospital at Bay St. Charles, and
then return and take charge of Jim
Dickson.

I had to argue and plead with him.
His squirrely state of mind was a hin-
drance, but I finally convinced him
that his life was worth saving, and
that delay would be fatal.

Calculating, I knew that I would
lose only twenty minutes on the read.
I had a fast coupe, and Bay St. Charles
was only seven miles from the cireus
as the crow fflies. My ear was parked
in one of the toy garages, which ran
in a parallel line between the tents of
the sideshow artists and the read en
the west side of the coneessien.

And I had to half drag the mad Arab
to the garage. He shouted and pleaded
with me while I got the car eut.

“I feel much better now,” he pro-
tested. “I do not think I shall go with
you. I do not need a doctor. I shall
live forever; I have the bleed of Rup-
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tar in my veins!” Conviction gleamed
like a mad spark in his dark eyes.

“Yeah, I know,” I said. “But you're
going into town whether you like it
or not.”

It was an unpleasant journey, and I
won’t dwell on it. As soon as we ar-
rived in Bay St. Charles, 1 got him a
private room at the hospital and ex-
plained his case to the head surgeen.

“Imsanity,” I said, “but it’s his body
that I'm worried about. Dose him with
antidotes, or operate, or do whatever
you think best.”

The surgeon’s eyes goggled when I
finished explaining about the snake
glands. It was the first case of its
kind in medical history, he said, and
it snoeked him so that he turned white
undee the gills.

On the way back to the circus the
fear in my mind welled up and be-
came a gelatinous black octopus, with
tentacles that writhed and twisted all
over my brain. 1 coulda't get the
image of Fred Hunter's broken, dis-
torted bedy out of my head! It seemed
ineredible that any man eeuld possess
strength eneugh te twist a living bedy
inte sueh a siekening paredy of the
huran bedy.

Involuntarily I began to wish that I
was back in Bay St. Charles. I was
driving into a black web of horror and
danger deliberately, with my eyes
open, and all beeause of Sally Hunter.

CHAPTER 1V

The Spotted Python

I —

MY coupe was a mile from the
concession when I saw the flare
of the torches. So numerous were they
that the sky above the great tent was
a faint glow. They bobbed up and
doewn in the distance like will-o'-the-
wisps above a haunted swamp.

I didn’t drive right up to the con-
cession. The waving points of light
were damnably disturbing, and I
didn’t want to barge right into dan-
ger, with the hum of the motor to
announce my coming.

So I parked the car on the side of

the road a half-mile from the flaning
beacons, and made my way stealthily
on foot to the long row of animal
cages.

The roar of the beasts was loud in
my ears as I drew near to the brightly-
lighted cages. Crouching in the sha-
dows below the pacing lions and ti-
gers were huddled forms, holding
aloft tall, intertwined pine-knets, flar-
ing flambeaux that cast a lurid radi-
afice over a seene that stopped me ab-
ruptly at the edge of the eencession,
and turfied the bleed to iee in my
VveiRs.

The huddled figures were the
corpse-maddened freaks who had been
gibbering and moaning and pressing
eagerly forward to paw dead flesh an
hour before. Now they were intent
on inflicting nameless torment on the
helpless living!

Roped to a stake in the center of the
abnormal congregation was the nearly-
nude form of Jim Dickson. The
clothes had been torn with vielence
from his bedy and lay in tattered frag-
fAents at the base of the stake,

He was straining at his bonds, his
eyes bright with terror and revulsion.
One glance at the ground showed me
why he was thus termented. Creep-
ing slewly toward him on its belly was
the spotted form of an enerfmous py-
then!

The snake progressed with slow, un-
dulating movements of its big body,
its head raised slightly from the
ground, its tail lashing sinisterly from
side to side. Sinisterly and in thrall
to paim!

The great reptile did not move
willingly toward its pinioned victim.
It was impelled forward by the flaning
torches. Standing behind it, utterly
indifferent to his own peril, was the
loathsome, stunted form of a beast ifi
the clothes of a man.

Cygnus Keene had been born of hu-
man parents. But even then he had
resembled an infantile monster. With
the passing of the years this resem-
blafice had grown., Deep creviees had
agpeafed in the smooth, pinkish flesh
ef his cheeks, and his nose had grown
flatter and breader. It had shriveled
inte a sunken mummy's nese in the
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center of his half-human face.

His arms were withered stumps, his
hands pudgy and thumbless. He held
the flaming torch in his pink baby fin-
gers and lowered it until it scorched
the python's tail. Then he raised the
brand, cackling with animal-like glee.
Why the python did not writhe back
and enfold him was a mystery I
couldn’t fathom,

Perhaps the big reptile was too
slow-willed to grasp the fact that it
was being burned. It merely felt atro-
cious pain in its tail, and all its wrath
was directed against the man it could
see. Nearer and nearer to Dickson it
crawled, its eyes shining with torment,
glowing black shoe-buttons in its flat-
tened, wavering head.

Suddenly from the sidelines a
dwarfed figure arose. It hobbled for-
ward in the glare of the torches, stood
teetering on its toes a few inches from
the pinioned man. From its thick,
ugly lips a torrent of abuse flowed ob-
scenely forth.

THE eyes gleamed. “This is your
atonement,” pronounced Simon
Crisp. “You begged to be punished
for your foul efime. You acknewl-
edged your guilt. Wiith yeur ewn 1ips
Iou accused the snake spirit which
ives in your body.

“You killed Fred Hunter.
wound yourself about him.
strangled and crushed hiim?"

Jim Dickson writhed frantically
against the tall, straight pole. The
cords which held him cut his wrists
until a red stain spread slowly over
them.

“No, no!” he shrieked. “You are
wrong, Simon! I confessed that I
killed him in my sleep. I was pos-
sessed; I did not act willingly. 1
am eager to atone—but not this way!™

“The law would be less merciful,”
taunted Simon Crisp. “Tihere would
be a trial, delay—judicial torture. You
would agonize in a cell for months.
This way, you will die swiftly. The
snake-spirit will joiin-its brother.

“The evil thing will leave your body
when you die, crushed out of you by
the python’s coils. You will die as
Fred Hunter died, crushed to death’by

You
You

the coils of a smake!"

He had hardly fimished speaking
when the great snake reared. It's flat-
tened head, now close to Dickson's
legs, rose suddenly into the air. Al-
most simultaneously its long, gleam-
ing body surged upward and curled
into a monstrous coil.

Dickson screamed wildly as the pon-
derous mass of the scorched and mad-
dened reptile descended upon him, en-
veloped him in a smother of slime and
stench. It wound viciously about
him, convulsive tremors running up
and down its spotted body as it con-
strieted in animal rage.

In the twinkling of an eye the gib-
bering circle went mad. Prancing and
shrieking, the grinning, leering freaks
surged inward toward the stake, as
though herded together by devils from
the pit. Leaping and dancing, shriek-
ing and moaning, they pointed and
gesticulated as the great shape tight-
ened about Dickson's agonized torso
and limbs.

The torches in their hands bobbed
through the air, leaving flaming trails
in the darkness. For terror-fraught,
interminable seconds, pamdemonium
reigned beneath the animal cages.

Tihen a woman'’s frantic scream tore
out of the night, freezing the freaks
to immobility, striking with terror
even the deformed and gesticulating
dwarfs, so that they stood as though
turned to stone.

The scream rang from somewhere
in the darkness beyond the circle, but
it was instantly repeated near at hand.
Then footsteps sounded on the
trampled earth.

Into the circle leaped a white and
trembling girl. A thin silk nightdress
clung tightly to her slender boedy, and
her long, dark hair streamed eut be-
hind her.

For an instant she stood stark still
in the glare of the torches, staring
with horror-widened eyes at the €6f-
stricting snake. Then she turned
slowly about, untll she was gazing di-
rectly at the twe unmeving awarfs.

“Save him," she whispered hoarsely.
“I know that he is innecent! Save hifm
;?r ?ae. In the name of heaven, save

m 19
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Simon Crisp smiled evilly. Into his
leering face came a look of unholy
cruelty. He waé not to be cheated out
of hié ghoulish pleasure!

SPRANG forward then. With a

protesting cry, I leaped from the
concealing shadows which clustered
about the tiger cages into the center of
the milling throng.

CHAPTER V

Hangman's Guest
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wigwam,” he muttered.

“I got suspicious and beat the truth
out of him. Tell them the truth, Mmn.
Jones. Tell them who killed Fred
Hunter!”

On the ground Jones was a pitiful
spectacle. He raised himself on his
elbow and stared terrifiedly about him,
his blood-stireaked eyes beseeching the
hostile and menacing faces of the
freaks in cringing appeal.

“I killed him,” he groaned. “I stran-
gled him and broke his bones. I cut
his throat with a kmiifie!”

There was a murmur from the ab-
normal or subnormal-—men and wo-
men. A threatening, ominous murmur
which grew suddenly into a full-
throated roar.

Swiftly I turned and started to
move away. But Jones' roving eyes
picked me out with unfailing accu-
racy. Wthen a man is about to be torn
limb from limb, his faculties can be
surprisingly acute.

Jones pointed at me, then, his voice
rising in a shriek. “But that's the
man who paid me to do it!” he cried.
“He hired me to kill Mr. Hunter and
deceive Mr. Dickson with a juju act.
He paid me to do it, I say! He—"

His voice was drowned out by the
screams of rage which welled from the
throats of the freaks. (Turn Page]
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This time their anger was directed
against me!

I won’t pretend that I wasn’t fright-
ened. If it hadn't been for Kane, I
would have escaped the moose—but
not in a pleasant way. Kane saved me
for the hangman.

He collared me and twisted my arm
until I yelled in agony. But he was
decent enough when I ceased to strug-
gle. He kept the freaks at bay. He
informed them coldly that I was his
prisoner, and berated them for their
brutality and utter lack of emotional
control.

Just before he led me away, I saw
something which gripped and infuri-
ated me. Several of the freaks had
cooled off, had repentantly pulled the
dead snake from Dickson's torso and
limbs.

Dickson was pale as a corpse, but I
could see, juét by looking at him, that
he waé golng to recover. And Sally
Hunter was sobbing and kissing him;
holding him tight and raining kisses
on his white, detestable face. How I
hated him more than ever at that mo-
ment!

That vision haunts me yet. I 6it
here in a cold, dismal cell, and long
for the surcease of torment which only
death can bring. I am not repentant
in an ordinary sense. All my life I
have despised the conventiomal moral
codes. Wihen I want a thing, I take
it! I allow nothing to stand in my
way,

Now, Dickson and Sally Hunter's
brother stood in my way. I wanted
Sally, and 1 wanted the circus, too.
Fred Hunter owned a part of the big
top, so he had to go. I wanted to get
my hands on all of that rich pie—not
juist Sally's slice alone.

ESIDES, Fred Hunter hated me.

He would have interfered with
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acques Tupulo Jones was a willing

tool. Wihen he and the yellow bronze
girl showed me secretly what they
could do, the idea leaped full-blown
into my mind. The yellow bronze girl
was an extraordinary contortionist.
She was double-jointed all over, and
by dint of long practice she could
twist her torso and limbs into ser-
pentine writhings.

It was simply amazing. I had never
seen anything like it! She could crawl
with sinister undulations on the
ground, twist herself about any ob-
ject in her path.

Jones was utterly without moral
scruplkis. Money was the only thing
that interested him. Well, I offered
him plenty to put on a mumbo-jumbo
act for Jim Dickson’s benefit. My
idea was to convince Dickson that he
was possessed by a voodoo snake-
spirit.

Convincing him wasn't difficult, be-
cause I had been feeding him camnabis
indiez for several days. I had put the
drug into his food without his sus-
peeting it. Cannabis indiea is a more
powerful and lasting drug than opium.
It produces a dream-disturibed slum-
ber and spectral i{llusions—a deep
sleep almost cataleptic.

Every afternoon Dickson fell into
a deep trance. I'd creep into his tent
while he was still in the twilight-sleep
stage, whisper suggestions inte his
ear. Wihen a man is drugged and only
dimly conscious, hypnosis ean pro-
duce incredible illusions. The will is
enfeebled, the drowsy brain respends
readily to suggestien.

By adroit hypnosis I instilled mor-
bid fears and horrors inte Dicksen's
subconscious mind. 1 suggested that
he was in the habit of leaving his tent,
erawling on his stomaeh threugh the
night and slaying as a snake slays.

That’s why he was so jumpy when
Jones put on his act, why he flew inte
such a rage. My suggestions were
lurking obscurely in the depths of his
mind, and when the girl bit him he
went out of his head.

Jones strangled Fred Hunter and
broke his bones before he put en the
act in the dog-faced woman's tent, I
had instructed the eharlatan earefully,

I knew that right after the act, Diek-
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son would go to his tent and sink into
a deep trance. Dickson and 1 had
shared a late afternoon snack in my
tent. I had fed him eanmabi¥s then,
and I was ffaetleally eertain that the
trance would come on just before darl.

Jones didn’t hitch-hike into town
when we left him standing by the
roadside. He trailed Dickson to his
tent, while I went into Eddie Frond's

son's cap in young Hunter’s clenched,
dead hand. And when I went to Dick-
son's tent after the body was discov-
ered, I found, of course, the fresh
blood which I had ordered Jones to
daub on Dickson’s mouth.

KNEW that when Dickson awoke
and saw the blood on his face, all
the morbid fears which I had instilled
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lunch wagon to establish an alibi for
myself.

Wihen Jones saw that Dickson was
sleeping soundly, he planted Hunter's
corpse by the animal cages. It was
already dark then, and no one saw him
drag the body from a little coupe
which was parked a few yards away
at the edge of the concession.

Having planted the body, he prod-
ded the big Bengal tiger in the flanks
with one of the trainer’s steel goads,
to make him roar and give the alarm.
Then he vanished into the shadows.

I planned it all with the greatest
care. I instructed Jones to leave Dick-

into his mind would start screaming
within him.

I knew that when I told him ahout
the crushed and twisted thing beneath
the tiger’s cage, he would remember
Jones’ curse and his own evil dreams,
accuse himself of the crime,

Then it would have been Sally and
the circus for me, and a life-cell in a
New Orleans insane asylum for Jim
Dickson.

Jones botched it up by lingering
near the big top and letting himself
get caught by the Lisbon Giant. I sus-
pect the vicious rascal was planning
to blackmail me, was impatient to start
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bleeding me white.

The Arabian snake charmer’s mania
was a devilish coincidence which
wasn't on the program. I had to rush
him to the hospital to keep him from
babbling about his own snake illu-
sions,

Had he started babbling, there
would have been confusion worse con-
founded. With another suspect run-
ning about accusing himself, Dick-
son’s guilt would have been open to
doubt.

I could just picture Sally Hunter
coming to Dickson’s defense, and
Dickson calming down, repudiating
his own confession. But I had another
motive in rushing Dhu to the hospital.
I was really concerned about him. 1
wanted to save the poor fellow’s life.

Hurman nature is contradictory al-
ways—incredibly complex and contra-
dictory. I take what I want. I allow
nothing to stand in my way. But when
my own interests are not at stake I am
a man of kindly imstincts.

Tomorrow they will kill two men.
The state will hang by the neck until

dead a moral pariah, a killer., But the
executioner will also hang a man sen-
sitive and imaginative beyond the av-
erage,

I have always been cursed with to0
much imagination. Wihen Jones and
the yellow bronze girl staged their
juju act, I was even more horrified
than Dickson. For an instant that
grim and sinister pantomime seemed
real. The girl was so snake-like that
I felt a cold chill creep along my
spine.

Moreover, I was profoundly shocked
and grieved when I looked at Fred
Hunter’s broken, twisted body. I went
through a bad ten minutes while I
crouched by the animal cages, watched
the freaks shrieking and capering in
the torchlight.

Yes, I realize now that I never could
have planned and executed a really
perfect crime. I am far too imagina-
tive and high-strung. I pray God that
I shall not falter when they lead me
to the gallows and place a dark hood
upon my head. I pray God that I shall
remain steadfast at the end.
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HERE was a curious odor in
“ ”m the little grocery, acrid and un-

pleasant. It seemed to Kenneth
Drake, leaning on the fk-specked
counter, that the wizened, snaggle-
toother oldster facing him was 8c-
tually afrald of the strange smell. The
roeer held a dirty handkerchiet to
le nese, and his rheumy eyes were
furtive.

“A man telephoned from here just
an ‘hour ago—at about one-thirty,"
Drake repeated. “You must have seen
him, if you were here then."

“Man? 1 dunno. Mebbe 1 was
asleep.” Yellowed eyes watched, fear
in their depths.

“Did anyone telephone from here
today?" Drake asked.

“Eh? Well, now—" The oldster
scratched his head. "My memory ain't

—_— so good, mister, I don't rightly re-
collect anybody phoning today. Mebbe
when I was out, or aslleep?”

Drake cupped a silver dollar in his
palm, and let the grocer glimpse the

Al S dull metal. He slid the coin back into

Under the menace of a gun, Drake entered. his pocket.
31
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“It'll pay you to tell the truth,” he
snapped. “The boys can sweat the
truth out of you down at Headquarters,
if necessary. Now let's have it. What
happened to the man who phened from
here at ene-tiiintsy™”

The grocer’s lips were trembling
beneath the tobacco-stained mustache.
He licked them furtively.

“Ye—ye're from the poliioe!™

Drake didn’t answer. His cold grey
eyes bored into the other.

The grocer whispered, “They come
an' got him! The little—"

Cutting sharply into his words came
a startling sound—harsh, angry, men-
acing. The roar of a liom!

The oldster’'s jaw dropped. For a
moment he stared at Drake, a look of
stark fear on his face. Then he drew
back swiftly. His eyes dropped.

“I ain't seen—or Tk
he growled. "Git out! Pryin’, smoop-
'“l_ll

Drake eyed the man, and then,
shrugging, turned on his heel. He
knew fear when he saw it—and the
grocer was thoroughly intimidated by
a terror that would not let him speak.
Wihat had caused it? A lion's roar?

Outside the little store Drake
hesitated, staring around. This was
a well-paved highway, but a little-
traveled one. The wayside grocery
wag the only building in sight, save
for a high-walled enclosure some dis-
tance away., A dirt road led te it, and
a faded sign proclairmed:

CARSE’'S LION FARM
Fwenty-five g(laﬁf jungle eats, meludigg
Ners, ~ man-killing outlaw. See the
liens fed! View the lion subs! Admis-

sign 566, children 23s.

A horn blew impatiently. Drake
went to the roadster that was parked
nearby.

“No luck, Joan,” he said to the girl
at the wheel. “Petrie called up from
that store, though. The operator
traced the call, all right.”

“I wish I could have umderstood
more of what he said,” Joan frowned.
“But his voice was—funny, somehow.
All 1 could understand was: ‘Help!
Joan, that little devil has—' Then the
line went dead.”

“[f Petrie weren't so old, I'd feel
jealous,” Drake said, smiling wryly.
His eyes were brooding on the sign
that advertised the lion farm.

Joan put her hand on his arm. “Ken,
John Petrie gave me my first job when
he almost had to starve himself to pay
me.” Her eyes were misty. “He's been
gene three weeks now—without any
explanatien.”

“Amd the formula with him,” Drake
grunted. That was the crux of the
matter. The formula for making fllex-
ible glalss—and making it cheaply—by
a process Petrie had discovered after
years of experiment.

He had never entrusted the secret to
paper, despite the urging of the other
members of the company that had
been formed to exploit the new glass.

"You take care of the business end
of the thing,” Petrie had told his
backers. "I know the formula, and it's
safe in My head. Not that I don't trust
my colleagues—"

E big, ruddy-faced scientist had
grinned sardonically. "But it isn't
necessary for anybody else to know
the proeess. I'll personally supervise
the making of the glass.”

Nor could he be moved from this
stand. And now he had disappeared
without trace. The police had search-
ed vaimly; there was absolutely no
clue. Not until the telephone call that
had brought Joan, and Drake, her fi-
ance racing to this lonely road.

“I'm afraid they may be torturing
him," Joan said somberly. “And he’s
sick, you kmow."

“Sick?” Drake stared.
looked it

“He was under a doctor’s care. I had
to remind him every day about his
medicine. He may be dying, Ken—or
dead."

Talk isn't going to help, then. I've
a hunch 1 may be able to find out some-
thing in that lion farm. Listen, Joan
—you stay here. If I don't corme back
in half an hour, go far help. Get the
police."”

"Wihy not get the police mow?”

"Remember what you saiidi—Petrie
may be under torture. If he's as sick
a8 you say, he can't stand much of

“He never
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that. Besides, time’s an important ele-
ment. After we came back with the
police, we’'d probably find the bird
flown—iif there is a bird. It won’t do
any harm to snoop around a little, amy-
way."”

Drake leaned over the door and
kissed Joan perfunctorily. Then, with
a jaunty wave of his hand, he hurried
away, conscious of the girl’'s amxious
eyes following him.

Heat shimmered from the baked
ground. He was perspiring when at
last he reached the faded wooden gate
of the lion farm. A sign proclaimed
that the place was “Closed for Re-
pairs."”

Drake pressed a button set in the
wall, and heard a bell jangling far
away. After a time a wicket slid open,
and two black eyes regarded him in-
tently.

“Wedlll, what do you want?” asked
a high-pitched voice.

“I didn’t know you were closed,”
Drake said. “I've driven out here a
long way just to see the farm. I won-
der if—"

“Ewverybody’s on his vacation,” said
the other. “Except a skeleton staff.
Sorry.”

The wicket slammed shut.
knocked on it peremptorily.

“I'll be willing to pay,"” he said,
pushing a bill through the bars. “I
just want to say I've been here. I
won‘t take up much of your time.
Can’t you make an exceptiiom?™

“Well, if you're that anxious,” the
voice murmured. “Well see.” The
eyes disappeared, and presently the
gate opened. Drake stepped into a
ramshackle office, from which several
doots led into unknown regions.

Facing him was a midget. A little
man, scarcely reaching to Drake's
waist, about three feet high. His
bland, pink-cheeked face was curious-
ly doll-like, but the wise eyes were
betraying. At the midget's side hung
an incongruously large pistol. Drake
tried not to stare.

“I'm Carse,” the midget murmured.
“Captain Carse, formerly of Pinnacle
Shows. You may have seen me?"

“I'm afraid not,) Drake said,
uso".y "

Drake

“You needn’t be. Too many people
saw me., That’s why I retired to this
—farm. It isn't pleasant to have every-
one stare at you—and laugh.” The
midget’s voice was silky. He glanced
down at the bill in his hand.

“The lions, then. Come along.” He
led the way through an inner door
that opened upon a great high-walled
yard.

“First, though, your coat.”

“Eh?"” Drake stared, puzzled.

Quietly the midget extended a grey
smock. “It’s necessary, for the farm
is—well, rather dirty.” He took
Drake's coat and hung it on a clothes-
tree. Drake, donning the smock, fol-
lowed the midget outside the office.

E lion farm was an unimpressive
place. It reminded Drake of a zoo,
with the half dozen great cages scat-
tered about the walled enclosure.
Wiithin these lay or paced tawny
torms, and occasionally a grumbling
rear would be heard. The air was
streng with acrid lien stench.

Carse led the way. At one of the
cages a man was busy with a hose,
sluicing it out. The lion crouched
in a corner, a huge black-maned beast
that lifted its feet and Shook them
with curiously catlike daintiness. The
man turned as the two approached.

“Ihat’ll do, Pete,” Carse ordered.
“Let the feeding wait awhile, will
you?"”

Pete looked up swiftly, He was a
gaunt, sallow creature who looked like
a skeleton, with jaundiced skin humg
loosely on his bones. Hls sunken eyes
were dull.

“But—they won't—"

“You heard what I said, Pete.”
Carse's voice was very gentle. The
other nodded and turned away.

Drake was examining the lion. “Is
this Nero?"” he asked.

“The killer? No, he's over there.”
Carse gestured and led the way. As
Drake followed his eyes were busy
searching the enclosure. There was
little to be seen, and few places where
a man—or a body—might be hidden.

A horrible thought came to Drake
as he saw Nero, the giant mam-killer,
toying with a gnawed white bone, to
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which bits of gristle still clung. But
a second glance reassured him.

“We feed the lions on horse meat,”
Carse said dryly, following Drake's
gaze. “The cubs have milk, until
they’re old enough for meat.”

Drake was examining Nero’s cage.
Unlike the others, it was divided into
two parts by a partition of iron bars.
In one paced the great lion, a growl
rumbling in hié throat as he glared at
the two men. The other was empty.

Carse touched Drake's arm. “Come
along. I'll show you the cubs.”

The midget seemed fearless. lgnor-
ing the mewling, clawing menace of a
lion cub, he picked it up and held a
nursing bottle to its mouth. Affter a
moment the cub quieted and sucked
greedily, white drops splattering its
muzzle.

Carse seemed, on the surface, bland
enough to disarm suspicion, and Drake
found himself growing more and more
at aloss. If Petrie were indeed hidden
on the lion farm, he was hidden well.
Drake had not made up his mind what
to do by the time the tour was over,
and Carse was ushering his guest into
the office.

The midget lifted Drake's coat
from its hanger. Abruptly his tiny
hand went exploringly into the
pockets. It came out with a slip of
white paper.

Before Drake could move Carse had
unfolded the paper and scanned it
swiftly.

Drake snapped, “Wtat the devil's
the idea?’ He stepped forward, his
hand extended—and stopped dead.
The midget’s hand flew down to his
belt, swung up with the deadly pistol
aimed unwaveringly at Drake's
stomach.

“Now, now!” Carse's voice was
gently admonitory. “You know, I've
often heard that a man can face a gun
aimed at his eye€, but can't stand one
aimed at his stomach. Curious, isn't
fe?”

“Listen!” Drake growled. “You
can't expect to get away with this.
Wihat's in that note?” But already he
had guessed. A message — from
Petrie!

Carse chuckled. “Merely a love let-

ter from one of the lions. They’re al-
ways trying to smuggle out netes.
Turn around and go back into the
yard, please. Or I'll blow a hele in
your belly.”

LITTLE finger of horror traced

& path down Drake’s spine. For
all the softly spoken wordé of the lit-
tle midget, he sensed deadly menace.
The fman's black eyes were blood-
hungry, betraylhg the pink-cheeked
inneeence of his face.

Wiithout a word Drake turned and
retraced his steps. At Nero’s cage,
Carse halted him. He fumbled with a
lock.

“Good God, mam!” Drake gasped.
"Are you going to—"

“Feed you to the lion? Not at the
moment. I have a more—well, shall
I say amusing?—plan. Get in."

Carse opened the barred door. Un-
der the menace of the gun Drake en-
tered. He might not have done so if
he had not noticed that while Nero
paced restlessly on his half of the
cage, the barred partition held him
at a safe distance.

Straw crunched under Drake’s feet.
Carse locked the door and stepped
back.

“No, I'll not feed you to Nero —
right now. Howewver, you'll note that
the bars which separate you from
Nero are movable. They slide down
into the fibvor.

“There’s a clock-work arramgement
which took me some time to prepare
—it releases the bars, and removes
any hindrances from Nero's hunger.
He hasn't been fed for some time.”

Beyond the bars the lion paced,
sniffling noisily at the straw. Drake’s
back felt sweaty.

“I’ll not tell you just when the bars
will be released,” the midget went én,
smiling. “That would be tee easy.
You'll simply wait, not knewing when
you'll die—and I don't think yeu'll
find the period of walting emjeyable.

“It’s a curious thing,” he sald ver
seriously. “Men condemned to deat
—hardened, courageous thugs—often
become hysterical if for sofe reason
their execution is postponed. 1 re-
member one case—a man was waiting
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to be hanged, and was actually on the
scaffold when somehow the trap
couldn’t be sprung.

“The noose was already around the
condemned man's neck. For months
he'd stubbornly refused to talk to amy-
one, except to curse the priest who
attended him.

“He went to pieces because the trap
couldn’t be sprung immediately. Hys-
terically he begged to be killed. He
could wait — courageously — for cer-
tain death. But he couldn’t bear to
wait in ignorance of just when he’'d
die.

“I'm a student of human nature—
an amateur psychologist, as you may
have noticed. And I've often wished
to experiment with the reactions of a
condemned man who doesn’t know
when he'll die.”

Drake didn't answer. He was re-
membering Joan. He still had an ace
in the hole. She would go for help if
he did not return within half an hour.
Automatically he glanced at his wrist-
watch.

The midget chuckled. “Anxious
already, eh? Well, it’'ll do you no good
to know what time it is, as long as
you don't know when Nero will be

loosed. He seems hungry. Poor
beast.”
The great lion reared upright

against the bars, shaking them with
his talons. The acrid stench was over-
powering.

Carse went away.

Drake looked at his watch again.
Then he glanced at the lion, who was
watching him unwinkingly out of
amber eyes. The beast yawned, and
stretched luxuriously.

It relaxed on the straw and waited,
panting a little Drake wondered
whether this trap had ever been used
before. Certainly Nero seemed to
know what to expect.

But the diabolical little midget
would get no satisfaction from him,
Drake resolved. Still, it wasn't likely
that the bars would fall very soon.
Carse would wish to prolong his vic-
tim's agony.

If only Joan could summon help in
time—

“Hello," said a low voice.

RAKE turned. A girl was stand-

ing outside the cage. She wore

a scanty garment of lion skin that left

one softly rounded shoulder bare. Her

eyes were yellow—tawny, like a cat’s.
Her long hair was the same color.

Drake stared. The girl said, “I am
Leeta. Carse plans to kill you, eim?*

“Yes,” Drake said. “Can—will you
let me out of heme?”

“I can't. But—" The girl's tawny
eyes lightened. “You can squeeze into
Nero's cage, en?”

That was true. The baré in the par-
tition were set further apart than the
others. Drake might conceivably
squeeze through — but what good
would that do? He told the girl as
much.

“Oh, yes. You are afraid of Nero.”
She pondered. “I know! Wait.”

Quickly she raced around the cage,
slim legs flashing. For a moment she
fumbled with the door to Nero's cage,
then swung it wide. A startled cry
rose in Drake’s throat.

The girl was walking into the carmi-
vore’s cage—fearlessly! Nor was the
lion harming her! He looked up, a low
growl rumbling in his throat. The
girl — Leeta — swung herself astride
his back. Her slim fingers entwined in
his mane.

“Up, Nero!” she commanded. “Up!™

The beast arose. At the girl's urg-
ing he moved out of the cage. Leeta
leaped from his back, swung the door
shut.

“Now come!” she cried. “Quiickiy!

Stark amazement had held Drake
motionless. But swiftly he rallied his
wits. Probably the lion was tamed,
harmless. Hastily he squeezed through
the bars into Nero's cage.

The lion burst from the girl’s grasp.
Roaring, he hurled himself at the
door. It shook under the impact. A
snarling devil-mask glared iimto
Drake's face; a hot breath was
nauseating in his nostrils. This was
no tamed, harmless beast!

He drew back, hoping the door
would hold. Leeta pulled the lion's
mane. He made a tentative cuff at her,
but she slapped his muzzle merciless-
ly. After a moment the great head
dropped.
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“Nero knows me,"” the girl said.
“You, he does not know. I'd better get
him away, so that you can come out.”

“Waiit a minute,” Drake requested.
“How is it that he doesn’t attack
you?”

Leeta seemed surprised. “But I
have grown up with them. My Eather
let me play with the cubs when 1 was
a child. They all kmow me. They
know the smell of this.” She indicated
her lion skin garment.

Drake shot a swift glance around.
The midget was nowhere in sight.
Leeta saiid:

“I’ll lead Nero away. Then you can
get out.

Something made Drake ask, “But
your fagier? Waom't he—"

“Carse?” The girl's eyes flamed
with golden fires. “He is not my
Father! My Father is dead—long ago.
Killed by the lions. He worked with
Carse in the circus, amdi—amd—"

She hesitated, went on swiftly.
“Hurry, now. Before he gets back.”

Drake watched the girl urge the lion
away. The beast could have killed her
with one blow of a steel-taloned paww;
yet the blow was not dealt. At last
the two paused beside an empty cage,
and into it Leeta coaxed the lion. She
came hurrying back, and Drake went
to meet her.

“Tihere was no lock on it,” she said,
shrugging. “But I think the bar will
hold.”

Drake looked at her in silence. She
met his gaze calmly. “You’'d better go.
At once.”

“All right,” Drake acquiesced. “But
you’re not safe here—you can't be. Not
with Carse.

“I don't fear him,” Leeta said quiet-
ly. “He fears me. Go now."

Drake turned, scanning the yard.
The walls were high and bare, broken
only at one point by the office door.
He moved in that direction.

HE girl halted him. “Let me go
first. I'll see if Carse—" She
tested the knob, swung the door open
slowly.
“Come in,” a silky voice said. “Come
in, Leeta. Bring your friend.” ’
The midget was standing near the'

doorway. He gestured with the auto-
matic in his hand. Leeta shrank back,
hesitating. Drake thrust himself be-
tween her and the gun’s menace. Then
he saw who was in the office.

Joan Kirby! She sat rigidly in a
chair, eyes wide and frightened. The
midget said peremptoniily:

“Come in! This girl came to in-
quire about your health. I had occa-
sion to tell her you had suffered a
slight accident.”

Drake moved forward, Leeta at his
heels. So Joan, too, had been trapped
by the midget! Carse's lips quirked
in a one-sided smile.

“Wait a minute,” he commanded.
“Go back. Into the yard. You, too.
Miss—eh? We can talk more freely
there—safe from imtermuption.”

Carse herded the three of them
back through the door. His doll-like
face was flushed, the black eyes un-
naturally bright,

“Pete!” he called sharply.

There was a little hut within the
compound about twenty feet away,
and from it emerged the bony, sallow
man Drake had seen before. He sham-
bled forward, dully eying the group.
A lion roared.

“Pete,” the midget smiled. “You
won'’t need the horse meat today. We
have other food for the Jions.”

“You wouldn’t dare!" Drake said
hoarsely. “Tihe police—"

“The police? Wihat of the police?
They do not come here. Wiy should
they? The—er—bones will be burned,
but I scarcely think they'll be recog-
nizable after the lions—" He paused.

“Perhaps I am too forthright.” His
tone was mocking. “The girl seems
somewhat ill.”

Joan was swaying, her face paper-
white. Drake drew her close.

“It's all right, dear,” he whispered,
his mouth close to her ear. “Buck up.
We're not—not dead yet.”

“An excellent philosophy,” said the
midget approvingly. “Ne doubt it
will comfort you while belng eaten.”

Leeta cried out sharply. “Carse!
You can't do that!™

“No? But you needn’t worry, my
dear, I shall not hurt you, of course.
Merely our two uninvited guests.”
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A half-muffled oath came from Pete.
Carse glanced at the man, and Pete
shrank back, his wrinkled face fear-
ful. Drake’s muscles tensed, but be-
fore he could move the midget’s eyes
had flashed back to him.

“Careful! Keep—"

Then Pete leaped. It was hopeless,
of course. He was nearly a dozen feet
away, and before he reached Carse the
midget crouched and whirled, his gun
roaring. Flame belched from the muz-
zle.

Pete stumbled, fell. He lay face
down on the ground, writhing with a
horribly serpentine movement. The
midget smanlledi:

“No more of this! I'll put a slug in
both of you right now, and waste no
more—"

Ominously a lion growled. Then
another took it up. The smell of blood
was in the aif, and the great beasts
lifted their heads and smiffed—and
roared. A crashing impact came from
near by, and Drake, glancing around
quickly, saw a great, tawny bulk rear
against a barred door.

It was Nero—the man-killer, His
deep roar sounded again, and once
more he hurled himself against the
bars. The door shook, but held.
Abruptly Drake remembered Leeta's
words:

“Dhere was no lock on it—but I
think the bar will hold.”

Woddd it Hold?

The midget's eyes were glassy as
he stared at Drake. His cheeks were
a bright scarlet. Drake lifted him-
self on the balls of his feet, ready for
the death-signal he knew he would
read in the killer's eyes.

Two things happened simultaneous-
ly: the bark of the shot, and Leeta's
cry as she flung herself forward. Her
hand was extended to grip the gun,
but failed to touch it.

She cried out, a soft, agonized moan,
and smashed into the midget.

He was borne down under her dead
weight. Horribly the back of the
girl’s head had vanished in a ghastly
explosion, and she was a corpse before
the sound of the explosion had died
away.

Drake went suddenly sick.

N a split second he knew that there
was but one chance. Carse was too
far away for Drake to reach before the
midget should recover the gun, jarred
from his hand by the fall. Already
the tiny fingets were closing over the
weapon. But if they could reach the
office—

The roaring of the caged beasts,
frantic with blood-stench, was deafen-
ing. As Drake raced toward the door,
half carrying, half dragging Joan, he
heard a roar louder than the rest—
heard something crash and splinter
under a fearful impact.

Then he was clawing at the handle,
swinging the door open, thrusting
Joan to safety, expecting every mo-
ment to feel the shock of a bullet be-
tween his shoulder blades.

He caught one flashing glimpse as
he went through the door. The mid-
get had fought free of Leeta’s body,
was on his feet—but he was not fac-
ing Drake. Something came charging
across the yard, something that moved
with express-train speed, roaring as it
came.

Nero was free!

Carse fired point-blank. He could
not stop that terrible charge. The
lion sprang. Simultaneously Drake
saw a movement near him. A man
was staggering toward the door,
clutching a bleeding wound in his
side. It was Pete.

The midget was down now, but his
gun still thundered. The lion’s roar-
ing was edged with pain. The beast
put one great paw on Carse's back,
holding him down, and threw back the
great, shaggy head. Drake saw blood
gushing from the thick mane.

CarBe's gun was empty, but he still
squeezed the trigger. He cursed the
lion in a shrill, insane monotone. As
Drake pulled Pete through the door
and slammed it shut, he saw the most
ghastly sight of all—something that
he knew would be imprinted on his
memory for all time,

Nero's head dropped, very slowly.
The midget began to scream as the
great jaws opened, and closed very
gently upon the man's head.

The shrieking grew to a crescendo.
It shrilled out in frightful, ear-pierc-
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ing agony. And—it stopped!

There came a brittle crunching
sound that turned Drake sick and
giddy. Blood spurted suddenly,
splashing the lion's muzzle. The great
beast lifted its head, something dan-
gling from blood-smeared jaws—
something that dangled grotesquely,
like a broken doll.

The lion’s head dropped. He gave
a bubbling cough, and quieted. Ab-
ruptly he fell over on his side, his
legs contracting in a spasm of agony.
Then he lay without movement.

Drake shut the door and barred it.
Then he turned and leaned against
the wall, breathing heavily. Joan
faced him, her eyes wide. Slumped in
a chair lay Pete, his hand pressed to
his wounded side.

“Carse is dead,"” Drake said toneless-
ly. Pete modded.

“Yes,” he whispered. “He got me
first, though. I—I1—"
“Forget it, Petrie,” Drake said.

Wiith a stride he reached the wounded
man, and was busy staunching the
blood. “Youw'll live to be eighty.”

*No—no—"

Joan Kirby was staring in amaze-
ment, her lips parted. “Petrie—but
Ken! That isn't John Petriie!”

Pete shook his head wearily. “Yes,
I am, my dear. Drake—you are Drake,
aren't you?—guessed the truth,
How—"

“Don't talk,” Drake said, his fingers
working swiftly. “Just take it easy.
Wihen Joan told me about your medi-
cines—how you insisted on taking
them so regularly—I had a clue.

“Tien, when you tried to save our
lives—well, I guessed who you were.
Hypothyroidism, isn't it?"

The other nodded. “Yes. Nobody
knew—but my doctor. Since I was a
child—"

“I know. It's a glandular disorder,”
Drake said over his shoulder to Joan.
“The thyroid gland doesn't work
right, doesn't secrete as it should. Un-
less Petrie get his thyroxin regularly,
he suffers the natural results of hypo-
thyroidism. He loses fiksih. His eyes
get dull, his skin gets wrinkled and
sallow, his hair gets dry and brittle,
A perfect disguise, el®’

“Tien you've guessed that, tog, ehd"
Petrie whispered.

WARAKE nodded. “I think so. You
SW knew the formula fof making
flexiitre glass, but you didn't have
mueh stock in the company, did you?
S6 you simply decided to disappear—
the only one who knew how to make
flexiibte glass. Wihen the news leaked
out, the stoek dropped. It's way down
today. Wihen it hit bottom—"

Drake hesitated. “Wien it did, you
were going to buy up enough shares
to get a controlling interest—and then
reappear. Is that it»”

Joan gasped. “Mr. Petrie!
didn't—"

“But I did,” Petrie said, his lips
twisted wryly. “I got a just reward,
too. I used to know Carse, a long time
ago. He offered to let me hide out
here, and I did. I dida’t want to be
recognized by any chance visitors, so
I stopped using the thyroxin.”

“Carse doublecrossed me. He kept
me prisoner, and tried to make me tell
him the formula. I managed to escape
this morning, and telephoned from the
grocery—but Carse caught me before
I could say more than a few words.
He threatened the grocer to keep him
silent.

“I—I'd have spoken before, but I
knew Carse would kill you if he
thought you'd guessed the truth™
Petrie reached for a pencil and pad
that lay on a table beside him. He
scribbled something hastily.

“There’s the formula. It's for you,
Joan—and you, Drake. It will make
both of you rich. As for me—I'll be
dead very soon.”

“No!” Joan gripped Petrie’s wrin-
kled hand in her own. “You're fiot go-
ing to die. Don't—"

She stopped as she saw Drake's face,

“It’s all right,” Petrie whispered.
“The bullet—went toe far in, Carse
deserved to die—but fiot Leeta. I'm
paying—for—that—""

Joan caught her breath, and Drake's
arm went around her, drawlng her
close. Petrie's jaw dropped; a glaze
suddenly filmed his staring eyes.

Within the yard a lion reared, as
though in requiem.

You
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Crowded Theatre Goes
Dark as Fuse Blows

*“The dog-and-pony number was flinishing,” writea flashlight had lighted my
Stage Manager Frank M. Pellamiiusm,Jr., of 195 Fuller way around dark theatrea
Lane, Winnetka, l11,, “wihen an overloaded main fuse for manyweekabeforethey
blew aut. As the stage went black, panic thieatened  were called upon to meet this spine-chilling emer-
the lives ot thousands erowding the full heuse. gency. So you can bet I realized in these enﬁegl
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could sense that anything was wrong, | called for  of life. Ne one ean ever
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flashlight on the apron of the stage like a baby spott  saved by BATE ‘Eveready*

“Fortunately, a dance team was ready to go on. batieries that might:

Jn a split second they were on the stage and going (SlyrmdD
threugh their routine in the spot furnished by my
flashlight. DATED ‘Eveready’ batteries in that

“EVEREADY"™ BATTERIES
ARE FRESH BATTERIES

The DATE-LINE guarantans FRESHNESS
NATIONAL CARBON CO., INC., 30 East 42nd Street, New York, N1 Y.

IT SURE WAS LUCKY THOSE BATTERIES
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DEAD TONGUES
OF TERROR

With Fiendish Precision, a Calld-blooded Killer Builds a Murder
Machine to Whing Agonized Grraams from the Gore-
choked Throats of Tortured Victims!

G. T. FLEMING-ROBERTS

Awthor of “The Coffm Dwallers,” “Fhe Dead Stand Gmard,” e¢ic.

CHAPTER 1
Death Screams Out

GRAVELIKE narrowness be-
A tween brick walls, a door of un-

certain outline because the at-
mosphere was a smoky blanket, a
round smear of light from a dingy
globe above a door, soot balls on the
brick pavement swirling silently in
the night wind—

Once I had gone to the morgue to
identify the body of a man who had
drowned, and approaching that sad
doorway was very much like ap-
proaching the stage entrance of the
Royale Theatre.

D

T

A man hurded down upon the fiend.
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No doubt I shivered, for Janet cud-
dled my arm.

“Cold, hon?" she asked.

I wasn't cold. It was just the direari-
ness behind the glamour you usually
associate with the stage, the dreari-
ness and the all-too-distinct memory
of the morgue. I would never get used
te it. 1 didn't like the theater. I didn't
like having te wateh Janet kiss the
juvenile man.

It was too damn much as though I
was the moon, destined to create a
lovers’ atmosphere, to watch jeal-
ously from thousands of miles of cold
and empty space.

You see, 1 was the master electri-
cian, and Janet the highly successful
ingénue. 1 had forty dollars in my
poeket, and if it hadn't been for Janet,
I'd have been in the bread line. She

had got me my job.

Then she made love to me with her
bright, dark eyes and her clear, school-
girl's voice. She kept playing she was
taking care of me, until 1 hated her
simply because I loved her. I had al-
ways leved her since scheol days. New
1 was being paid fer making meen-
light for her and a glossy-headed per-
senality bey.

A shadow fell across the doorway in
front of us. That was old Pedro, six
feet of menace to stage-door Johnnys,
a man who wore his overalls with more
dignity than many could wear eve-
ning elethes.

He always wore a black felt hat that
accented the smooth whiteness of his
face. I thought of the morgue again,
when I looked at old Pedro. That face
of his—it would have been lost on a

A Complete Novelette of Phantom Doom!
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slab, it was that white and cold and
emotionless, except for the eyes.

You couldn’t miss the eyes. Small
as the brown irises seemed in their
jaundiced whites, they were alive; so
keen, sometimes, that they hurt you.
And then again they softened with a
sadness you never heard about.

But he always had a cheerful word
for Janet. Wihen he saw us coming,
he picked up that white pad that hung
from a string about his neck, wrote
with remarkable speed upon it, tore off
the slip of paper, and handed it to
Janet. On it was writtem:

“Good evening, Miss Reis! And you,
too, Mr. Lacroés.”

I didn't rate an exclamation point,
you see. Old Pedro was stingy with
exclamation points. They were his
orchids. Some of the actors who
earned them, kept them always for
luck.

Perhaps that was why I always
thought of Pedro as something out of
the morgue. Vocally, he was as si-
lent as a corpse. Seeing his lips, you
never supposed he could eat. As we
slid through his jealously guarded
portal, I shuddered just a little. Some-
how, I never wanted to see old Pedro
eat.

We crossed the stage behind the old
backdrop they were using until after
Director Lynn Barclay had blocked
out Clem Marsden’s new play. Bar-
clay and Marsden were having a row
in front of Janet's dressing room.

Marsden, a young, earnest man with
sensitive features and a mop of black
hair, was trying to wedge a word in
here and there. I got it that things
were not moving fast enough to suit
him.

ARCLAY, who suffered through
a hell of indigestion, was edgy,
nervous, and vitrielie. His gaunt
hands were doing things with Mars-
den's script that threatened to put an
end to it and the play aB well.
“Don’t you imply,"” he shouted, “that
I ain't bright.”
“I—" began Marsden.
“Berause I've been in this business
so long I know there ain't a thing
gained by pushing and shoving and

pushing. Maybe I ain't bright when I
said we'd open on the fifteemth, Well,
maybe we don't.

“Wihen I'm producing, I'm predue-
ing right. It's abum play, and you get
to rewrite a thirty side part. And you
kick, with me trying tq whip these
hams through the whole business!
You don’t know what work is.”

“But that forfeiture clause in the
contract,” Marsden recalled. “You
lose a thousand a night, for every day
you delay the opening.”

Barclay raised angular shoulders.
“I'm producing right, and if we don't
open till Christmas, we still open

right. Always, 1 got trouble with
you. Now, for the love of— Hey,
Reis!”

Barclay’s hooks of fingers got into
the fur of Janet's coat before she
could open the door of her dressing
room. She turned, a little frightened,
to partake of the vinegar of Barclay's
lean face.

“Yom got a new dressing room,”
Barclay told her. He jerked his head
in the direction of the next room.

“Demette says she won’t dress in
Number Tihree. She's crazy, but she's
an actress. If this lousy script is to
have any box office at all, we got to
have Demette. And she won't dress
in Number Three. So you're taking
her dressing room. Get #t?"

Then he turned oa Marsden, who
was trying to slip away,

“Hey, I ain’t showed you what you
got to rewrite. It may be art to you,
but unless we’re going into the green-
grocery business, you got to change
it.”

Janet looked up at me. “Huh! So
the war is on. I can always tell, when
they start pushing me around.”

She led the way to the next room.
There was a star painted on the doot.
Janet saw it, elevated her diminutive
nose, put one hand on her hip, and ex-
tended her right hand as though she
expected me to kiss it,

“Dick, deah,” she drawled, “so sorry
I shawn't be able to go to dinnah after
the performance. I'm a star now, you
understand.”

Then she broke into a peal of infee-
tious laughter, threw open the deoeft,-
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and dragged me into the room. Her
laughter stopped. She dropped my
hand. Standing directly in froat of
Janet, her gloved hands folded, was
another woman.

“Katie!” exclaimed Janet. “I don’t
need you. This is simply a walk-
through we’re doing tonight.”

So this woman in her plain, brown
cloth coat, was Katie, Janet’'s maid.
I had seen her in Janet’s dressing
room before this, but always she had
appeared as a poorly stuffed, black sa-
tin pincushion, thrust full of needles
with silk threads of various hues
streaming from them. Even now, those
tight nippers that were her lips
seemed clutching pins.

“Beg pardon, Miss Reis, you're
wrong. You need me tonight, if you
ever did.” Katie spoke very rapidly,
without inflection.

“I heard what they were doing to
you, and won't stand for it. So here
I am. And you tell that horseradish-
faced Lynn Barclay that you won't
have that Number Three dressing
room any more than that Demette
hussy.” She looked at me then. “Good
evening, Mr. Lacross. Now, Miss
Reis, I've said my say, but don't let
them shove you into this room, be-
cause it's bad luck and sudden death.

“Tihat’s why Demette and none of
the old troupers won’t have it. They
think you're young and innocent and
don’t know about it. 1 don’t want to
scare you, but—"

AT out of her system, Katie
gripped her pocketbook and
started for the door. There she
stopped, whitened, and pointed a
trembling finger at a gouge in the
broad, palnted surface of the panel.

“You see, the night Mrs. Renaldo
was killed and Renaldo was worse
than killed, that happened. Not a per-
son who's been on the stage or about
it for ten years don’t know about this
room.

“That selfsame gouge was made by
the bomb that ruined the great Re-
naldo and killed his wife. It was in
a bottle, like his favorite wine, that
infernal machine. Piece of the bottle
made that mark on the door. See."

“f don't,” I said. “Wimat is it all
about?”

Janet flung her hat on an old couch.
“Oh, it's a silly Superstition. Some-
body tried to kill Renaldo, the opera
singer—somebody who was in Jove
with Renaldo’s wife. It's been ages
ago that it happened.

“Tthe murderer sent Renaldo a bomb
concealed in a bottle of wine, and sup-
posed to be a present from an admirer.

It was the night of Renaldo’s greatest
triumph. He and his wife were in this
room. Renaldo opened the bottle.
The bomb exploded. His wife was
killed almost instamtly.

“But the greater tragedy was what
occurred to Renaldo. He lost his voice.
Never was he able to sing again.”

“He cursed this place,” Katie butted
in. “That's what he did. And it’s all
a body can do to keep her scalp on,
just sitting in here alone where mur-
der's been done. And it ain't imagina-
tion that sometimes you hear stranmge
noises and screechings.

“They say it's Renaldo’s ghost, try-
ing to sing, and him with his throat
slashed to pieces by that flying glass.”

Katie's eyebrows went up under her
hat. Eyes, like the black heads of her
pins, rolled around in deep sockets.

“You hear screaming in the dark,
and it’s Renaldo practicing to sing for
Satam!" Katie's jaw sagged. Then she
closed her mouth, seemed to listen.

“Holy heawem!" she screamed.

She stumbled toward me, fell for-
ward. I caught her in my arms. Her
body was convulsively rigid. I held
her like a log of wood for a few sec-
onds, because I was something of a
log myself. I couldn’t move. No one
could have moved.

From somewhere in the vast world
of basement beneath the theater, came
a high, stramgled note—a cry that the
madness of stark agony had retched
from a gore-choked throat.
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CHAPTER 11

Choking Horror

ELL, I don’t remember just

what I did with Katie. I don’t
remember why I dida't have sense
efiough to prevent Janet frem going
dewn inte the basement.

All T seem to remember was that
world of darkness beyond the light
globe that swayed near the door of
the furnace room. Janet was with
me, clinging so close to me that I had
trouble moving forward. Or perhaps
I was too terrified to move at my us-
ual gait.

There were voices behind us, a
frightened babel of voices. Amnd there
were things of human shape in the
half-light behind us. But ahead, there
was nothing but darkness and the hid-

eous coughing sound. Then there
was a smell.
“Dick,” Janet whispered. ‘“Can't

stand this darkness. Going to scream.”

“You do and I'll choke you,” I
grated. You say queer things you don't
mean at a time like this. I like to
think this was tougher on my nerves
than on Janet’s. I don’t think she has
ever been to a slaughter house.

Once, a few years before, 1 had been
to the Chicago stock yards. So I knew
what the smell was—new-let blood!
And over there in the corner, some-
thing was dying. Something was
choking on blood that was bubbling
up into its mouth.

I thought of Renaldo and the bomb
that had ripped his throat wide open.
And I thought maybe this was all a
dream. A nightmare, perhaps, con-
jured up by Katie's talk of curses and
hauntings.

Then, suddenly, there was light and
reality, and for the moment there was
nothing to terrify anybody. Old Pe-
dro was shuffling up behind us with a
flashligttt.

Beldon Soemes, the male lead in the
show, was with him. Coming down
the stairs were more of the stage peo-
ple. Somewhere Lynn Barclay could
be heard, cursing.

The choking sound had stopped. |
had sense enough to say to Jamet:

“You'd better get back upstairs.
Something pretty ugly has hap-
pened.”

And I had sense enough to kmew
that Janet couldn’t go back upstairs,
because she was in about the same
stRte that I was when Katie had
fainted in my arms.

Janet’s arm in mine felt as stiff as
the arm of a wooden woman. Her
eyeballs seemed to have the same
stiffness, and they were so glassy they
didn’t seem to be seeing.

That was because of what was on
the ftour. There was blood, blacken-
ing against the concrete. And some-
thing else I couldn’t name, at first.
I remember thinking then that it was
a slug or leach of enormous propor-
tions.

It was as wide as three fingers, and
nearly six inches long, moist and pink
and with one end. The other end was
torn and ragged, and seeped blood
sluggishly from severed awteries.

Then truth, ugly, unbelievable
truth, struck me squarely between the
eyes. I swung around so suddenly
that I startled a frightened cry from
Janet.

1 seized her shoulders, tried to push
her back. That failing, I picked her
up bodily and carried her back to the
stairs. Fred Kraus, the male juvenile
who was to play opposite Janet, was
just coming down the steps. His
pretty-teatured face was spoeiled by a
sick, greenish hue that spread acress
cheeks and livid lips. I thrust janet
into his arms.

“Hang on to her, damn yeu!"” I
cracked out. Then 1 raced back te
where old Pedro and Belden Seefes
discovered the bedy.

Yes, there was a body. Huddied
down inside an old packing case was
what had once been a weoman. Her
head was thrown back over the edge
of the box, and her face was a masi
of clotting crimson. The meuth was
undefinable—a gash, a hele, a shape:
less well of bleed.

It seemed impossible that such a
mouth had uttered even the ehelked
cry Janet and I had heard iA the
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dressing room. It was— But I don't
want to describe it. That ghastly mess
of a face, if you could have seen it as
I saw it, gets down under brain tissue
and stays there.

You don't forget. You want to, but
you can't.

DON'T think I have to say amy-

thing more than that the moist
red thing on the basement floor was a
human tongue. It had once been a
part of the lovely body of Fran De-
mette, star of Marsden’s new play.

“My God, it's Fran Demette!"” That
was Soemes speaking.

Was Fran Demette, my mind cor-
rected sharply. She had bled to death.
That blood all over the floor was her
blood. And that tongue—

My eyes clawed for something that
they could cling to besides that hor-
ror in the box and those crimson
splashes on the ffbmr. Something cool
and white was what I wanted. And I
found it. Mooning out of the half-
light, calm and smooth, was old Pe-
dro’s face.

Only his eyes lived—flickering
tongues of reflected light. He was
looking steadily at me. You've seen
a dog staring so eloquently it seemed
about to speak. Pedro was like that.
And deep down in his throat I
thought I heard a seund like the tur-
bulent growl of an angry torreat im-
prisoned under a sheet of ice.

Then Pedro turned sharply. His
flashligiitt turned, too. It was like fall-
ing into a pit of black feathers to
Soemes and me. We turned, stumbled
into each other, grabbed each other’s
armg for the sole purpose of feeling
living flesh under our fimggars. Then
we raced for Pedro’s light until we
were back to the stairway.

Clem Marsden and Lynn Barclay
were standing there. For once, they
weren't fifgditimg. Marsden looked as
though he would never fight again, or
write another play to fight over, for
that matter.

Barclay's jaw had sagged, pulling
all the deep wrinkles down with it.
He had heard us say that something
had happened to Fran Demette. He
got his hooks of fingers into my coat

lapels. He shook me and shoutedi:

“Get a doctor, you knot-head I How
the hell can we open without a lead?
Demette's the star. We can’t swing
this without her.”

Soemes knocked down one of Bar-
clay’s arms. Soemes was old emough
to have a level head. If this had been
any ordinary kind of accident, he
would have been stoical about it, for
he had long since learned all there
was to know about the show going on.
Now, he simply said in a leaden voice:

“Demette is dead. You'd better get
the police.”

— ——

CHAPTER III

Melody of Death

R

WANET said: “It’s insanity.” She
e sat on the bench in front of the
mifror in her dressing room.

“Someone in this theater is cra2y,
Dick. There’s no motive behind a
thing like this. If Fran Demette had
just been murdered—"

She shook her dark curls bewil-
deredly and gathered the collar of her
coat up tight about her throat. It was
draughty within the theater, but I felt
certain the cold we felt was born from
terror.

I trod out a cigarette, the tenth
since the police had taken charge of
things.

“Insanity,” 1 agreed. "“A panrtic-
ularly rotten sort. But still, it's mur-
der.”

From the couch, Katie, the maid,
put in her croaking two cent's worth.

“It's no such thing! It's the curse,
that’s what. Guess I saw what was
Renaldo when they took him on a
stretcher! His face was all bloody,
like they say Demette’s was.”

I gave the woman a look which was
optimistically intended to silence her.

“Ghaosts don’t go around tearing out
—well, killing people. Ghosts groan
and clank chains.”

Katie looked as though she would
scream. “Dom’t talk so, Mr. La-
cross!”

I didn’t say anything more. But 1
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had my own ideas. Some man in that
theater was the worst sort of end. If
he was an actor, he'd conceal his
crazy lusts so cleverly that the police
wouldn't have a ehance to trap him.

Every time I looked at Janet, I got
cold all over; because, somehow, I felt
the hellish fiend would be at large a
long time, and I feared his abnormal
appetite would not be appeased with
a single blood orgy.

A knock at the door brought the
usual scream from Katie. Janet
stood up and hugged herself more
closely with her coat. I went over to
the door, opened it, and saw Lieuten-
ant Flinch, of the Homicide Depart-
ment, outside. He grinned, Lord
knowiza how.

“Everybody on stage," he said. “A
sort of collective guestioning."

Katie started to cry, and the lieuten-
ant came into the room and put a
hand on her shoulder.

“Nix, sister,” he said kindly. “If
you've got nothing to hide, as I always
say, we won't find it out.”

Then he went on to corral the other
suspects. Suspects? That seemed the
craziest part of the nightmare! Janet
and I were suspects, involved in a
murder that, as far as method was con-
cerned, belonged somewhere back in
the dark ages.

We got out on the stage, Janet,
Katie and I. Barclay and Marsden
were there, together with the property
man and carpenter. Lights were on,
white, hot and blinding. Fred Kraus
was over at the left side of the
orchestra pit, picking nervously at the
stops of the organ console.

There were three policemen on the
stage. Out in front were a couple of
plainclotihesmen and a police stemog-
rapher. It promised to be a good show
when they got started.

Wihhille we waited for the police to
round up the rest, Fred Kraus started
the organ. The air shuddered. Deep
notes seemed reverberating in the pit
ot my stomach.

Kraus improvised a little. The
police moved over toward the console
to watch him play. They seemed to
welcome any break in monotonous
routine. A couple of members of the

deck crew came out on the stage
looked bewilderedly abeut:

Janet’s hand crept inte mine: It was
a very cold hand. "I wish he weuldn't
play, Dick. Or if he plays, I Wwish
he'd do something lively."

HADN'T paid much attention to

Fred Kraus’ music. In fact, I
don't know much about music. But
now that Janet mentioned it, there
was something about the melody
Kraus was playing that made my
joints ache. I felt as though I'd just
erawled out of a sickbed to find my
best girl stolen, my house on fire, and
an undertaker’s advertisement under
the door.

Lieutenant Flinch came omn stage
with the last of the deck crew., He
looked cheerfully around.

“Everybody here?” he asked, just
as though his next remark would be:
“We're going to play games."”

Clem Marsden moistened his lips.
“Beldon Soemes isn't here. Neither
is Pedro. You can find Pedro out at
the stage door. But you'll never get
him to talk. He’s dumb.”

Flinch rubbed his chin and frowned
a little. He turned to one of his men.

“Go get Soemes and Pedro. They're
around somewhere. No way out of the
building without stumbling over one
of my men.”

“C-captain,” stuttered Katie. She
was addressing Flinch. “You ought to
get him to stop. You ought to get
him to play something else, anyway.”

She bobbed her head at Fred Kraus,
who was weaving a shroud of melody
that erased even Flinch's indelible
smile.

Beside me, Janet whispered: “Yes,
stop him! That's Renaldo’s musle, his
‘Epitegph’ It was written after his
wife was killed.”

Kraus seemed carrled away By his
music. He swayed back and forth en
the console stool. And sad as the
music was, there was semething of a
dark, poetic beauty abeut it. N%Bedy
ggt a vandal would have interrupted

im.

Lynn Barclay jerked eut His hand-
kerchief and mopped his brew. He
turned womaird the baek of the stage,
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lips parted, teeth on edge. Then he
whipped around and lunged toward
the footlights.

“Cut that, Kraus, for the love of
God!” he shouted.

Fred Kraus looked up quickly. The
green shade of the lamp on the con-
sole lent a hellish hue to his hand-
some face. The music rose in a
triumphant crescendo, then broke off
sharply as Kraus stood up. And &
the quivering tones died, the very
walls of th§ building breathed an
agonized wail that was scarcely
human.

A policeman jumped from the
wings as though he was anxious to
get to the brighter light. He started
to say something, but didn’t.

Then— “Wihat in hell was thatt?
Lieutenant Flinch said huskily. “The
organ?”

It wasn't the organ. Kraus had cut
the motor, and was standing away
from the console. The