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MRS. MARTHA A.
WESS, Jackson-:

Florida,
plate
s mot omly th Ipf-
foct tt, bt m bBeay:
tiful piege of werk
1 took my owm lim:
pression upder your
Inst metions  with:
out the lenst didll
suity. 1 could net
have duplicatied By

plate here for less tham four times the
price you charged me."

MR. IRAYWOND
MILLS, KIgin, N-
linolin, writes: *“It
affords me great
pleasure to imflorm
yom that I have ex
perienred no difh
culty in using this
plate with comfort
and withoot the as-
slstance off amy
dental adhesive. 1
am now alde to
masticate different
varieties of food,

as well ag raw apples and hard candy
just as well as 1 did with my matural

teeth.

During the trial

period, not a

single slgn of gum soreness dewecoped.”

UMATNL THIS COUPON NOXRY

v E

vour FREE

ctions.

oMoutth Cosrféort!

ELSIE E. BOLAND,
Norton, Kansas, writes:

“Enclosed find twe pictures.
One shows how I leoked be-
fore 1 got my teeth; the
other one, afterwards. Your
teeth are certainly beauti-
ful. They look meore natural
than seme that cost three
and four times what I paid

UNBREAKABLE ROOFLESS

for mine.”*
FIT-RITE TEETH
BY MAIL

We make to measure to fit
you individuallyy—BY MAIL
—ithe World's Ne. 1 FIT-
RITE Dental Plates for men
and women—ifirom an impres-
s'on of your own mouth taken quickly and easily by our FIT-
RITE impreved method. We have thousands of emthusiastie
satisfied customers all over the country wearing teeth we
made by mail at sensible prices.

AT ROCK-BOTTOWM PFRICES

If you And out what others have paid for thelrs, you will be astounded when you
how little ours will cost you! reading ouf calaleg, you w'll learn how to save
halt or more on dental plates for yourself. Menthly payments possible.

ON 6@ DAYS’ TTRIAL
s 0 ) R R O S

With Money-Back Guarantee of Satisfaction

No money nced be risked. We guarantee that if g@u afe net completely sstisfied with
the teeth we make for you, then sny time within 60 days we will immediately refun)!
every cent you hare psld us for them. We take your werd.
TO EAT WITHM PLEASURE , . TO LAUGH
HEARTILY . ... TO LOOK YEARS YOUNGER . .
TO GUARD YOUR HEALTH . . TO SPEAK
DISTINCTLY . ... TO ENJOY LIFE|

BUR :lentures are set with lite-like, pearly.white, renuine, porselain teeth: copstructed
from fAest materlisls with expert workmanship, fa pite Jife-long service. We make

TNBREAKRABLE PARTIAL

VNITED STATLES low price
‘hyaukes Ave.

I piates. A dentist who has hed msny years' experlenre in making emi
fiting denfal plates, that look right and At right s‘{m’éwim the making of eaeh plate.

IMPRESSION MATERIAL, catalog with new
low prices and easy directions. Don't put this
It TODAY! CLIP COUPON OR

Nowhere Else Can Yau Obtain Genuine FIT-RITE False Teetl

fmpression We Also Repair or Reproduce Old Plates—i8-Hour Service

" UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY

THE WORLD'S LARGEST LABORATORY MAKING DENTAL
PLATES ONLY

DR. G. M. COLLINS, CHIEF OF STAFF
1555-1557 MILWAUKEE AVE.. DEPT. E-82, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS



THIS BIG MONEY-MAKING OUTFIT...
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How would you like to have a flime-
paying business of your owm. -a simplo-
te-fun Food Reoute o which you can
gtart faking goed Money Yeur very
first day ? Hero's your big chanee if
you Act AEw. Te an henest, reliable
n ef wemm iﬂ ﬁH_Y,» apen leeality,

ha
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Without any previous experience,
you can now own a simple, pleasant,
dignified Food Raute--a profitable all-
yeaf 'round business of %aur own. in
which yeur heme is yeur eﬁdquﬂfteﬁ
Ne training eeurse required

Be a Food Distributor

The complete valuable Display Outfit
which 1 give you FREE is absolutely
all you need to run a fiine-paying neigh-
berhood Food Route. And I am willing
to extend liberal credit so you can
build a splendid business on my capital.

Food Distributors make good money

83""

vt Started At Once On a
Fine Paying FOOD ROWUTE

because they handle daily necessities
that geople simply must buy., You will
distribute eur guaranteed. uniferm
high quality preduets fresh from Buf
own pure feed kitehens and labera-

taries. Yau will make eails&n yeuﬁ hst

Bt FeRUIAF EUstBmers,
ake é;@ iveries, AnQ Packet a imera‘
share oY every dellaF yau take ih:

Splendid Cash Profits

You owe it to yourself to write and see
what wonderful suceess ao many ethera
have enjoyed with this simple meney-:
making Plan, Let me mail y@u mu
sameu aFs — thian yau eaa
you want 8

makmra inen@y at gnee. Y?M Eﬁﬂ EVBE@
yeur il time oF part Lime.

Everything You Need
—AREE

I will give you FREE a complete val-
uable Display Outfit, ineluding a big
assortment of regulav full-size pack-
ages. Without youfr sending me ene
peAny, 1 will als give yeu a §im%%
surecHre Plan wme anyene ean 18

low. I will give you advertising mate-
rial and aos tively everything else you
need to mn e good profits your very
first day. 1 will help you every step
of the way

In addition to your fine cash earm-
ings, you can get food producta and
over one hundred other daily household
neeessities for your own use at whole«
gale Priee—so0 you Wave money as well
as make meney.

Get Full Particulars
W

This is a sincere offer made by a bifyy,
reliable, old-established eompanv oper-
ating from Coast te Coast. Write at
once for full particulars. Unlega you
take advantage of my remarkable Free
Outfit Offer now, you may be missing
the very money-making opportunity
you have been looking for. Strike out
for yourself! Be independent! Make
money! Enjoy life! Remember—you
don't send me a penny. Just fill out
and send the coupon and I will mail
you full particulars. Do thia TODAY !

E. J. MILLE, Prealdent
7974 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, O.

E. J. MILLS, President,
7974 Monmouth Ave., Cinclnnati, Ohio,

Wiithout the slightest obligatiom on my part, please mail

80 that 1 can start making meney at once on a Local Feod

Route of my own.

|
|
i
me full particulara about your offer of a Complete Free Ouifit; |
|
I
1



» EVERY STORY BRAND-NEW -

Vel. XIl, No. 3 November, 1939 Price 10e

Three Complete Mystery Novelkis
THE HORROR IN THE CRIB - - - - - Adihor Leo Zagat 14

Besxit by Appaniftions from Beywwld, Neidia Ramdtdl! is the Victim of
Unuit¢szinlble Terrar thalt Strildess to the Rowts of Her Smul!

MXSSTER OF THE WAILKING DEAD - - Joseph J. Millard 46

Mudidigg Compses Stallk the Darlkireess, Brimging Fearsorne Homwor as
Faie Cuttss a Griim, Maraibre Jigsaw of Deastth!

THE CASE OF THE MUMMIFIED CORPSES - Ray Cummings 88

McTlure and Som, Screritiiic Detstitisms, Invesstigicte a Glhanityy Series
of Sthaekkingg Crimees whhidh Smentk of Amcisenit Egyptaan Magic!

Five Thuilling Short Stories
CORPSE CASTLE- - - - - - - - - - - H&lanyuttnei 27

In an Eeviie Desatt Fornteess Deatth Thuatts the Plans of a ‘' Geene’

THE DEATH SONG - - - - - - - - - . - RsyKing 38

Thaloaaee of a Murideedd Wionaan Pierasss, Thraughh the Veill of Mytstery

THE SECOND COUMT BAKONYI - - -  Fed Engelhardt 64

Vampiirasrn in the Carpabhhians Mersaess Two Youryg Afmeicans

DEATH FROM BBYOND - - - - - - - . Joe Aichibald 74

A Latbyiitith of Gresst and Murider is Edweaaxtd Bramweblf's Legiasy!

THE SHADOWY CURSE - - - - - - - Hemry S Lewis 84

Whieeee Porrteatits Stare and Spesk, Matiress Lunks!

Special Feature
HORRORSCORES - - - - - - - - - - . . . Chaka 163

Spexitd] FIREE CrysttaSSqmpe Reantiimyg Offer! Coupon om Page 106

FMILLING ublished bi-monthiy by Better Publications, Inc., at 32 W. 48th St., New Yul
Pines, Pruldant. Subscrlpg on yearly, $.60; llzlle,cogles $.10. Forelgn and ‘Canadian pocu o exlri
oF Ju.l)‘ 12, 1985, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y.. under the Aet of areh BYH
b‘ Inc. Manuscripts will not be returned unless nwom nled b g% 2
us;
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training Naticnal Radio Instituta
Te mo was i0 practical 1 was soon resdy
make $5 to flo a week In spare time .

S

5 L SRiTH, Prealdsat
National Radie lmstituts
Established 25 Years

RADIO 18 A YOUNG, growing fleld with
a future, offering many good pay spare
time and full time job opportunities.
And you don’t have to give up your
present job to become a Radio Techni-
clan. I train you right at home in your
spare time,

Why Many Radic Techniclans
Make $30, $40, $50 a Week

Radlo broadcasting stations employ en-
gineers, operators, station managers.
Radio manufacturers employ testers,
inspectors, foremen, servicemen In
good-pay jobs. Radio jobbers, deslers,
employ installation and service men.
Many Radio Technicians open their
own Radle sales and repalr businesses
and make $80, $40, $50 a week. Ofhers
held their regulaF jobs and make §5 €9
§i0 a week fixing Radies in spare tifme.
Auk e, peliee, aviation, Ceminer:
eial Radie : lsdspeaker systerns, elee:
trenie deviees if@ Qéhﬁbf flelds Sﬁeﬂﬂﬁ

&
(B%uu—e‘&i Kﬂewlﬁdﬁ% af Raaia %’ele-
viaion Promiaes to oped geed jobe 3864:

how | Train You at Home
to BEFA°RABIO TECHNIGAN\

Moay Moke $5, $10 a Wask Extra
la Sparé Timé Whils Learning
The day you enroll, I start sending yonu

Extea Money Job Sheets which start
shem% you hew te de Radie repai
gheut yeur Ef ig

al?ﬁ and d

QIVE YOU A MODENX PROFE
ALL-WAVE. ALL-PURPOS
ING INSTRUMENT to help you make monsy

Radios while learning and equip you
1 time work after you graduate.

Hod Oat What Radic Offers Yop

Aet Today! Mall the coupon for my 64-page

h Rewards in Radio.” lt peints
out Badlo- spare time and full time oppar-
tunities and those coming in Tolovl.slm tells
sbout my course in Radio and Televisiom:
shows many letters from men 1 have trsimed,
telling what thw are dolng and earning. Resd
my meney b agresment. MAIL UPON
lﬂNig wqﬂvc\eee oF piste oA 4 penny pesteard

lw

J. E. SMITH, President
Dest. 8M 09, Natiesal Radia lsstitute
Washiagten. D. C.

& B. SMITH, Prasidont. Dsst. PEOR,
Natiomal Radia institute, Washiugten, D. @,

64-page

[ ]
[ 4
Dear Mr. Bith: ﬁeﬂa s FREE t obligati gﬁui' ¢
wk mmt.olxlila hawi [ Bﬁ-“lfh %EHE%H e?gﬁueuta%i 9'8 :
oa men
Fonnicians, (Wee Blang.) .

ofte to be Radie



A Money-Making Opportunity
| ffor Men of Chemasterr

EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR

' AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE

A MULTI-MILLION-ROILAR INDUSTRY

Costly Wark Eormerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

Thhis is a call for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the meost
unique business Inventions of the day.

Porty years ago the home and buggy businsss was sepreme—today
almost oxtinct. Twenty ysars ago the ph aph industry ran int0
many millions—today practically a relis. iy a comparativoly few
foresighted men saw the fortuncs ahcad in the autemobile and the
radio. Yet irresistible waves of public buying swept these men to
fortune, and sent the boggy and tric phonograph into the discard. So
are great successes made by men able to detect the shift in public favor
from one industry to amother.

EARNINGS

©One maa in California carned over §1,600 per month for three
months—clase to $5,000 in 90 days’ tims. Aaocshsr writss
from Delaware="Since | have been opsrating (just a little
less than a moath of actual sclling) and not the full day at
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half the day in the office; counting what I have sold
outright and on trial, I have made just a little in excess of one
thousand dollars profit for one month.” A Connecticut man
wriiites he his mide $55.00 io a single day’s time. Texias man
nets ower $300 in less thin a week's time. Spice does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, (hey ire sufficient to indicate that the worthwhille future
in this busi is led with | diate earnings for the
right kind of maa. Onc man with us his ilrcady made over
a thousand siles on which his cirnings ran from $5 to $60
Eer sale and more. A greit deil of this busioess wis repeit

usiness. Yet he hid never done smything like this before
coming with us. Thit is the kind of oppextunity this business
offers. The fact that this business his attracted to it sech

ansther o uiking place. An old lished indmitiy=afl integral men as former bankers, executives of bBusinessep—
&nd important part of the nation’s m-ucmn—m which mll.::m of ;&l'lu: :;;; e hands men who demind only the highest type of aity ind
every year—ia in thet preep e tioln s of udlags ioaeds | jacome—gives a fairl icture of th
o S A e Dokt Eﬁﬁﬁﬁ%ﬂ«mm&?ﬁﬂ%"“ﬁ '? Our dg@" "E°P°ﬂ»y hgm:s to. ‘gfe y;ukmd Zﬂbﬁ@%ﬁ o
ABOYa@Fakehi P recr the right field iawhich to make bis start inddevclophiis fu ufe
xeidoshave talcen gyew Nichrighthte: thi dciol doerrbx

tad show earnings which in these times arc almost unheard of for the average man.

Not o2 Gaditpet*—
Nov a ' KeolodicKmaahl®—
but a valuaibile, prosed wivich i
a3 ;m mg smnsaﬂlily by thusi- Cain
nen nositcer az a3 secasoved instance, when yoa take
wetrams.
Make 0o coistake—this is 00 ovelty—ro thmy doitar's worth of

hit office instead of a gas lamp. Nor do voo have to sel)
the seme business man the idea that some day he mer meodl
samething like this invemtico. The need is there—
the mosey s usuelly bcmllpemnlhtlt!hl!vrry
moment —aind the desirshility of saving the greatest
pen of this expense is obvicus immetiistdly.

Some of the Saxingys
You Can Show

Yoo walk inm an office and pot down before roar :
a letter from = sslits organistion shpwing that did
work in their m;mgﬁoifgruﬁ’l which formerly have
cost them over . ilding supply corporation

Gur man $70, whereas the bill could have been for $18001
An sciomobile dealer ive $1 vrhersas
the expense conld have over $1,000. A deparement
store has of $88.60, possible cout if done ouside
the business neing well over $2000. And 0 on. We couldl
not pouibly list all cases here. These arc just & few of
the many scrual cases which we place in your hinds to
work with. Prectically every line of business and every
section of the country by these fieldi reports

Profits Tygiahbpt
the Young, Growimg Miuting

into this business is aot like selling something
off; in every |focery drug or department store. For
2.$7-50 order, 3>.5 can be your
share. OﬁSlsmwmhdbunmymrshmmh
$1,167.00. The very least you get as your pert of every
business you do is 67 ceats—on ten
dollars’ worth $6.70, 0o & hundred dollars' worth $67.00
—iB other words two thirds of every order you get is
yours. Net enly oo thefhrstorder—but oo repest orders
—and you have the opportunity of earning an even larger
percentage.

= Thiss BurdimesssHéas
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvaasingg

Nor do you have to know anyihing sbout highpeenure
selling “Selling” is unpecessary in ihe ordinary sense of
ihe word. Instead of hammering swaiy ai ihe customer
and #yi &eta “force” 2 sale, yod miake a digaified,
business-lilee eall, feave the insisllation—swihalpver
theeusmevsaysbe will sceept—at eur Hsk, let the
eustomer sefl himselt after the device Is in and workmi
This dees iiway wuthgeh?;d faia' o pressure 66 ik tho
tomer—it elimlaates n-:ap tfy g 0 t

ooy before {he customer bas reall gﬂiﬁi
lﬁ@% Yeu simply tell what yod aﬂ'er, sbewmg

B that cusiomer's particular lise of buslﬂess

ma leive ibe ipveniioa without a dollar dowa. It

fars workiag at anee. 1n a fow el diive, dhie el s
Haﬁsﬁeuldierudl uee enough eash sieaey to pay
fer ihe deal, with profits sbewe the IBvestdient eaming ia
mﬂsmnm& aumeasall baek, ealloet your

3 3 wraﬁermlstmsadsﬂ?é?k
%slvsswmem 1k 18 the eksdoman Whle sihery

1o yei B @ heakny o e are maklny o
s feiaiine g,
a1 204

tlea
by ihe th

analiest DU§I

No Money Need Be Risked

in trying this busess out. Yed ca Beasue the pasyj:
bilities and not be out & dollar, Jf rew 3R LlaleiYerlir s
kmbrnrbik g |mwm 4 Basitie BUIRRES i lpelt just
coming inio its ews—o8 ade, insiead of the

P
business ihat the
Bt e B m&%’“ﬁ b
v
into whlegm o faat—cegaidm it 4 36‘6 ﬁ*??ﬁ

L Nmtdmsnmthhave
mmw?;/ other fecessities dﬂ 3t :@c@ﬂw

the sales in HQIUSIVE teri i$
W 5y mivn 0 b mﬁ“)’

-amwwm‘ in s dourh’ nm:tilfuen
looks &5 if it is worth iBvesligalin nmﬁ. mﬁm'
Ll i bde reeeri plod Sidny ol ¢
because the ehanees P mat ﬂ yau da
will bave writtea 6 us in th
ot that yeu wer the m; mia—wedb
ToF coaveBieBes, bk nb il beso—tdile
away—oF wire if yod wiih. But d8 it Bow:

F. E ARMSTRONG, Prerideni
Depi. 4047 M. Mebile, Ala.

K RU‘S renm%m;wwgomsmm |

| EARRONG e et SORTML Maaiti Ak |
Without obligation te ba. wect m (all inf e

L] sation on youo progoeition. '
Nowu__ o _——————— |
Siirt &F Romi].

| B _ - I
O . e ——————— e

o |

l_%sn m*mj m



is the timed/

Business is Searching

cesese.. frYOU, if ... .

IGHT now, in many lines, there is a search
. for really gwed men—managers, leadédess-
men who can take charge of departments, busi-
nesses, branch offices, and get tiimgs Hummminmg;.

As always, there are not enough ordinary
jobs to go 'round—but rarely before, in the
history of American business, has there been
so much room at the top! And new jobs are
being created by the business pick-up in many
lines—jobs that pay splendidly and that open
the way te lifetife suceess.

Ordinarily, there would be plenty of men to
fill these jobs—men in junior positions who
had been studying in spare time. But most men
have been letting their training slide during
these dark years of depression . .. “Wihat'’s the
Us€?"—You have heard them say. Perhaps
there has been some excuse for sticking to any
old kind of a job one could get the past few
years—but the door is wide open for the man
with ambition and ability MOW!

And don't let anyone tell you that “Oppor-
tunity Only Knocks Once”—that’s one of the
most untruthful sayings ever circulated. Op-

portunities flourish for every American every
day of his life.

Far more to the point is to be ready—to be
prepared—to make yourself interesting to the
big-time employer—and LaSalle offers you a
short-cut method of qualifying for opportunity
jobs in accounting, law, traffic, executive man-
agement, and kindred occupations.

LaSalle Extension is 30 years old—averages
over 30,000 enrollments a year—60 American
firms each employ 500 or more LaSalle-tralned
men—surveys show that many LaSalle stu-
dents attain 409, salary inerease after gradu-
ation—109 of all C.P.A.’s in the U.S.A. are
LaSalle-alumnl.

Why not find out what LaSalle has done and
is doing for men in your position? Send and get
the facts; see what LaSalle can do for you,
personally!

There's no question about it—business is
E:::sking up—jobs are looking for men—the time

come for you to qualify for prosperity.
Mail this coupon today!

for one of these

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIMERSITY/] s = o

A CORRESPOMNDENCE INSTITUTION

]
oBe 66 your own fieldiof
busigess. Tbey are (reel

4101 S. Michigan Ave., Dept. 11826-R Chicags §
1 am in eamgt about my ¢ w@esggl _ag%; v:gyld m; to %gvs YOUr ml ]
booklet—wi " —

and vn:ir ::m::tt:;;ifu mgt'hc be'ngamsg feld | have € : !

Bush Memagy B Itdustrial Mscoweggamentt
Sm Acocountancy B Modern Foncanwenrsdilip

Traflic Mensgrmment B Business (ﬂornxullw )
8 Modern Ssllomenchip B Busiiess Emgflisl
D Commercial Lew gfﬂkmﬂm Sipesiiing
0 Law— Degpese of LIL.B. C. P. A. Cosching
B Eapwrt Bookierping B Stemotypy



— "BIGPRIZES

. BOY! What a b(kol
- ong. low, silvery bea
made of atmnlm nnt—-pto
aluminum alloy. Light in
weight, yet stronger (weight
for welght) than steal. Com-
?letely itreimllned bow-areh
ree— fime. 19" high. Fullv
edulpped with Hernlite with
e — i_iae ﬂivmtiaﬁ lwéats‘ mmm—

Mail %g:%% E H? %WBB?@&(E{

Coupon Braga. Masl t ESBHB%

HOW proud you'll be to own this swift new bike or any of our 300
other big prises. Youlll MAKE MONEY while you earn them,
too. It's easy to start. Need not interfere with school. Just deliver
our popular magazines to people whom you secure as customers in
your ﬂelgbborhwd Some boys earn aj &nne such as 8 model sirplane
oF A eompo-prar] knife the first day. Perhaps you oan, too. Hurry!
Mail the esuipon NOW,

Mr. Jim Thayer, Dept. 90
The Crowsil-Collier PMD’I“;M#‘ €9., 8pringficld, Ohlo

Dear Jim: Start me earning MONE\Y and PRIZES at once.

1

u'

Name.. Age........

Address

W!

City State.. ... MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY

CANDID CAMERA
W ek CATCHES CO-EDS

work of much h-r\gﬂcnd pen. Miie -lTAIL\
Bih ’aﬁ.g ﬂgﬁ Tanks, é m

St et o, o 5 Brase. gt In Every lssuiee off
per .:id all other mhuli 'Man withu.gt oanvlo:. " y

° ence ean make as m a

he’i?? Fopait 105, A vear's tire & Ovinasiec Wotder

‘youl LESS THAN 6 CENTS A DAY CO I I E GE
Go into business—Open a welding shop now. AGENTS—iake big
profits selling to garages, factories, jmmitors and machine shops. Write

today for our 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. DYNAMIC WEI.D ER
COMPANY, 2226-H8 SILVERTON ROAD, CHICAGO, ILLINO1S.

WANTED AT ONCEI1
Mother, Home, hLowa,
Patriotle, Smerad,
Comle or any subjeet.
Don't delay — iéod
lmmcdmu consideration.
IIIOHA mﬁ"g ood- Bida.. emcmo ILLINOII

GAWER AND GRANDER
THAN EVER

15¢
AT ALL STANDS




If This Were You-
Laid Up By |

SNENESESS
OR ALLAPENT-

What Would It Mean
To YOU To Get Up To

$1150.00
A MONTH?

Amazing New Policy
COSTS ONLY 3¢ A DAY

If sickness or accident should strike YOU—llmy you up, dis-
abled—stop your income, perhaps for months—don’t face the
additional worry of money for bills and expenses! Proteet
yourself and your loved ones with the remarkable low cost
Sterling Siekness and Aecident Peliey! Feor enly 3e a day this
amazing peliey prevides ACTUAL CASH=u» help pay bills
and expenses! Pays yeu up te $150.00 a menth fer sickness,
lieingg Feepalal Bunbfts; $100.00 a month for accident;
pays as mueh as $2,500.00 fof less of limbs, sight, of accidental
death, plus many ether liberal Benefits, as provided in poHey:

Pays CashFanr(onmwnSiebressess

And AW Types Of Accidents

This policy covers sicknesses common to men and women,
covers all types of accidents as happen every day in or by
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THE HORROR IN
THE CRIB

Beset by Apparitions From Beyond, Neila
Randall |s the Yistim of Unutterable Terror
That Strikes to the Roeots of Her Soull

By ARTHUR LEO ZAGAT

Auwttharr of “By Subway to Hell,” “bReath Eog,” etc.

CHAPTER I

Hallaiinati

EILA could not sleep. She kept
seeing on the screen of her
closed lids the gaping dark

grave into which she had watched the
bronze casket descend that aftermoon.
She kept hearing the hollow, dreadful
thud of the clods that had piled, drab
and dank, an eternal blanket over Jim
Randall, her husband and lover.
Amos Foster had said that she must

try to sleep, that for the sake of Baby
Ralph she must get herself back to
normalcy. But Neila could not sleep.
She could only lie there, thinking of
Jim, of Jim's mother and the hate Lu-
cretia Randall bore for her, and the
conflict between them that must reach
its erlsls very seen.

She tried to plan what she would say
to the grim old harridan, but her
thoughts blurred into panic. She
opened her eyes and looked across the
dim room to whete her son’s crib was
outlined against the open window's
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moonlit oblong, and the panic was a
little eased.

Neila pushed herself up on her pil-
low. She could not sleep and she
dared not think.

“I you can't sleep, read,” Amos had
said. “Don't brood."

She reached overhead and switched
on the lamp fastened there. Its light
was so focused as to be confined to the
book she took from the shelf of the
night table beside her bed. She ad-
justed the dark glasses Amos had
brought her to wear at the funeral, so
that she might hide her tear-reddened
eyes from curious glances, one more
reminder of the kindly old lawyer's
thoughtfulness.

The,print ran together on the page,
an undecipherable blur. “Neilal” her
name came out of the gloom. “N\eéitat"
It was Jim's voice that called her name
as if from a limitless distance! “Neila!"
It was loud now! It was in the room!
“The baby! Quick, Neila. The hbatoy!"

She was out of the bed and across
the room. Her hands clutched the
crib’s top bar and her eyes stared down
into it. Her slim body was sheathed
with ice and a scream ripped from her
throat,

NY reptilian eyes blinked up at

her from the beribboned pillow,

hooded eyes in a green, grotesque head

that was long and flat and triangular, a

head split by a fang-serried, malignant
grin. A crocedile!

“Kiill it!" Jim’s voice husked in her
ears. “Neila! Kill it!”

Wiith what? The mother whipped
about, looked frantically for a weapon,
caught a gleam of metal on the dresser.
She darted to it, snatched up the long,
keen shears, whirled again, started
back. Her feet caught in the silk hem
of her nightgown and she fell headlong.
Her hands thrust at the fibaar. She lift-
ed, heard the bedroom door opening be-
hind her as she sprang to the c¢rib. Fin-
gers grabbed her arm, bruising filijgers.
A frightened little ery eame frem the
crib.

Baby Ralph was looking up at her,
the corners of his blue eyes crinkling
with recognition, his chubby little
hands wavimg!

“Neila Randall, what on earth are
you doimg?"

Neila twisted, stared into the face of
the woman whose dry voice had asked
that. It was Lucretia Randall. Jim's
mother was stiff-backed, dour even in
her old-fashioned flannel mightgown.
“Wimt’s the matter with you?” she
demanded.

Priscilla Slade, Lucretia’s aged com-
panion, picked up Neila's glasses for
her. “Looked like she was going to
stab her baby with those shears,” the
wizened woman cackled.

Not her baby, the— But she couldn't
tell them about the crocodile; they
would think her mad.

“WHmt an awful thing to say!” she
exclaimed, turning back to the crib and
reaching into it. “I was cutting off
this torn binding from Baby’s blamket.”
She felt only the warm infant’s body,
nothing else. “Look.” She held up the
blanket for them to see.

“But you screamed,” said the grand-
mother, disbelief in the chilled, steel-
gray of her eyes. “We heard you
scream, and came mummimg.”

There was nothing in the crib, noth-
ing on the floor, anywhere in the room.
The window was screened so that noth-
ing could possibly have got out through
it. Impossible that little Ralph weuld
be crowing so happily if the=thln% -
tually had been in there with him.
Neila made her face expressionless.

“Did I scream?” she asked dully.
“Perhaps I did. I had a nightmare and
I may have screamed in my sleep. It
woke me and I remembered about the
torn binding—" She turned away frem
them, cuddling her eight1menths-eld
son.

He reached his little hands up te her
face, gurgling happily, unaware that he
would never know a fathef's care, a
father’s love. “Humgry, heney?” Neila
cooed. “Matther will fix your bettle="

“It isn't time yet for his feeding,”
Lucretia objected.

“He’s getting one right now,” Nella
replied through lips abruptly tight,
“Mrs. Randall.” Calling the weman
“Mother” had alwaiég anneyed her, and
now there was fie lenger any need for
it, no longer any need fer Jirm's sale {8
vell the antagenism that lay befween
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them. “I shall take care of my baby in
my own way, whether you Wke It or
not.”

RISSIE snorted. “The impw—"
“Quiet, Priscilla,” her mistress
snapped. “let me handle this.” And
then, “Neila Randall, I will not permit
you to speak to me in that manner, in
my own house.”

“It may be your house,” Neila said
passionately, “but this is my room. I
ask you to remember that I am entitled
to its privacy, as long as I remain here.”
She gulped, decided to say now what
she had intended to wait to say till
Lucretia’s first griet had dulled. “That
won’t be fer leng. 1 have lived here
with you fer twe years beeause I did
fiet wish te malke it impossible for Jif
te Be beth a deveted sen 6 yeu and a
leyal Husband te me. New that he is
gone, I am released. Ralph and I shall
fReve eHt a§ seen as 1 ean make &f-
fangements.”

Hate made a gray and twitching mask
of the old woman’s face. “Wou cannot
leave soon enough to suit me,” she said
thinly. "“But the child will remain. If
you think that I will allow my grand-
son to be brought up by a commeon drab
from the slums—"

“Get out!” Neila's command was
low-toned, but there was a virulence
in it, a pent fury, that silenced Lucretia
Randall and drove her back, step by un-
willing step, across the moon-silvered
floor to the open door and out through
it. Her wizened cormpanion retreated
with her, but paused in the deorway,
her sharp-featured profile parretlike.

“You're a fool, young lady,” Prissie
cackled, “if you think she’ll ever let you
take the baby away from her. She’s
always got everything she wanted.
She’ll find a way to get that, €09.”

The door closed, and Neila was alone.
All her control fl#e. Shudders ran
through her girlish frame. Jim Ran-
dall, jaded and seeking some new thrill
in the teeming East Side slum street,
had spied her trudging home from
work and wen her heart at enee with
his flleshing, beyish smile. Her teeth
ehattered. Her knees buekled so that
ghe had te held en te the erib to keep
frem sliding te the fber.

She had not dreamed what had hap-
pened here moments ago. She'd been
awake, fully awake. But it could not
have happened. It was beyond all rea-
son that Jim had called to her from the
grave, that a green-scaled moaster had
taken the baby’s place.

Neila moaned. The terror which
squeezed her heart was of a different
kind now, different and worse. People
who had hallucinations were madi!

A thin cry came from the crib. “Yes,
honey,” Neila cooed. “Yes, my love.
Mother's getting your bottle.”

The warm confiding little body in her
arms, her lips on the satin skin of
Ralph’s cheek, Neila Randall sat
through the long night, staring into
the dreadful shadows.

“She won’t take you from me.”
Dawn’s chill gray was stealing into the
room when Neila's cold lips whispered
that, “Newver. I won't let her.”

O, MY DEAR,” Amos Foster

said, the next evening. “I
haven't done anything abeut fiinding
other guarters for you.” His eerpulent
form filled the armehair in the little sit:
ting reem that epened frem the bed-
ehamber. “I wanted te talk ever yeur
deeision fi#stl” He smiled, his bright
eyes kindly in the light ot the ﬁﬂgﬁl@
table 1amp, Ris sparse hair gray at the
temples. "“New that yew've had time
s beceme mere nearly normal”

“Normal?” Neila caught up the word.
"“Witat do you meam?”

The lawyer’s pudgy hand made a
deprecating gesture. “It wouldn’t be
natural if Jim’s terrible accident, the
shock of his sudden death, had left you
able to see things straight.”

No, Neila thought, it woulda’t be
natural.

“Neila,” Foster’s voice was low and
persuasive. “I am more than twice
your age. I was Jim's father’s friend
before you were born, and since Henry
Randall's death I have been trustee of
his estate. Surely, I sheuld know Lu-
cretia better than you. Won't yeu lis-
ten to me when I tell you that her hard-
ness is all en the surtaee, that beneath
it there is as warm and affectionate a
woman as afy iA the werld? WeR't
you let me plead with yeu te give that
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real Lucretia Randall a chance? It
would be cruel, to take her grandsen
from her, to cut her off from the last
one in the world left to her to love.”

“Cruel!” Neila paced the flioor, slap-
ping her arm against her side. “Not
as cruel as she has been to me, using
her power over Jim to keep us here in
her house. Making me feel like an in-
terloper, a—a thief. She doesn’t want
me here. She hates me as only a
woman can hate another woman. It's
only the baby she wants. But she can't
have him. She can't have him, I tell
you—" A sob choked her.

“Yaouw're hysterical, Neila—"

Darkness smashed into the room,
cutting off the lawyer's words. The
girl whirled to the lamp.

A fleshless skull grinned at her from
out of a bluish, man-form glow! It
topped a bony skeleton that moved to-
ward her, its bony fingers reaching out
to clutch her, its curving ribs plain
against the pale oblong of the window.

“Not hysterical, Neila." Horribly,
there were some of the intonations of
Jim's voice in those rasping accents.
“Imsane, Neila. Madi!"

CHAPTER 11

A Cry for Help

ND then there was light in the

room again, light ot the lamp on
the table beside which Amos Foster
had been sitting. He was en his feet,
fumbling at the lamp.

“Tthhe bulb must have come Joose,”
he said, turning to Neila. “I tight-
ened— Wihat's the matter, child? Are
you illl?”

Neila stared at him, her pupils di-
lated, her lips writhing.

“You look like you've seen a ghost,”
he said.

“I have,” the girl contrived to whis-
per. “I saw Jim, already a death’s
head. I heard hiro—"

The lawyer’s hand was on her arm.
“Child!!"™ he exclaimed anxiously.
“Wtmt are you sawing?”

“Didn’t you see him?”
was thin and strained,

Her voice
frightened.

“Didn't you hear him?" she gasped.

“Of course net!" Foster's fngprs
were under her chin, WeFe _Bﬂﬁgiﬁﬁ REF
eyes up to meet his. “iListen, Neila:
Listen to me. Yowre still over:
wrought, and 1 understand: I had Rg
right to upset you as 1 have, and |
won’t do it again. But I've got te tell
you this. I've got to warR ysy. YeH
must not say anything like this te any-
one else. You must pet! B you UR-
derstand?" ) ,

“No,” Neila whimpersd. “I don't un-
derstand, Ames. Wihy sheuildn't 13"

“Because if you do, you will give
your mother-in-law the pretext she
needs to take your baby from you, and
in her present mood she will use it.
Wiith witnesses to any story like that,
she could have you declared—"

“Insane,” Neila gasped, her shudders
abruptly stilled. “Crazy!"

“Exactly,” Foster shrugged.
then—"

“She could take Ralph away from
me. But I'm not insane, Amos—"

“Of course you're not, my dear.
You're just overwrought, and that's
where the danger lies. Take the advice
of one who wishes you well, of one old
enough to be your father. Go to bed
right now, even if it is very early. Get
a good night's sleep, a good rest. You
will be surprised hew fueh that will
do for you, By tomerrew evenlng yeu
will be able te think elearly and €6m-
pesedly, and I'll come baelk then te tall
all this ever with you. Geed night
Neila.”

He went out and she went slowly
into the bedroom of the little suite that
for two years had been her only sane-
tuary from Lueretia Randall’s hatin
eyes. She glimpsed movement eut 8
the corner of Her eyes, whirled te it
Amos Foster was Fright, Her RAerves
were at the breaking peint. What had
startled her Had Been merely Rer swh
refleetlon, in the great mirrer that
formed the whele inRer surface 8f the
deor t6 the €BrFider:

She went to this. The lunaf lumi-
nance filtering in through the epen win-
dow, gave light enough for her te see
herself. ~Hee tousled hair made a
tawny frame for the pallid eval of her
face. Her cheeks were sunken, her lips

“And
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quivering. Blue shadows lived under
her hazel eyes, and in those eyes
crawled the little light woems of a ter-
rible fear,

Neila turned away, undressed, drew
on the misty chiffon of her nightrobe,
slid her icy feet into the frivolously
pomponed mules that once had so
amused Jim. She went into the bath-
room., After awhile she returned, car-
rying a large box of perfumed bath
powder. Taking the cover from this,
she blew acress the surface of 1ts ¢on-
tents, walking about the chamber as
she did se.

E air filled with the fragrant

dust. It settled slowly, but when

Neila had fimished, and was sitting on

the edge of her bed, an unbroken film

of the fine powder covered the filvor
from wall to wall,

She kicked off her mules, slid under
the sheets, adjusted the pillows so that
they would support her, half sitting,
half reclining. She could see the door
from the hall, the door into the sitting
room and the window above little
Ralph’s crib. Wiide-eyed, she waited.

The moonlight slid slowly across the
floor, the shadows retreating from it.
The silver radiance on the white dust
was eerie at first, but when Neila be-
came accustomed to it, it was dream-
like. Lowvely. The whisper of the
baby’s breathing was soft, soporific.
This room was at the rear side of the
house, and there were no near street
sounds to disturb the gathering silence.
Sleep tugged at Neila's lids.

She must not let herself sleep. Dared
not. She reached out to a small radio
on the night table beside the bed, ad-
justed its volume knob to almost the
lowest notch, clicked on the switch.
The lighted disk with its black mark-
ings seemed friendly. In an instant it
would give her music to keep her
awake, swing music, lilting and merry.

Not music but speech tuned down to
the merest whisper of sound, came into
the room. “©Omee more it is seven-forty-
five. Once more it is our privilege to
bring you Zingar for a quarter-hour of
Weird Wisdom—" Neila's hand went
out to switch that program off, to tune
to another station—and froze on the

knurled knob.

The door to the corridor had van-
ished! There was only blank wall
where it had been, and out of this blank
wall was growing a thing of dread. The
shape was entirely cloaked by dark
draperies, but somehow its outline
came through these, a form of pure,
helalft-stopping horror, leathsome and
évil,

It detached itself from the wall.
Soundless and stealthily, it drifted
across the room toward the baby's crib.
As it passed her bed an odor reached
Neila's nostrils, fetid, as if from some
opened sepulcher,

Neila could not move, could not cry
out. The Thing seemed to be peering
into the crib. Its draperies undulated,
and Neila perceived that it was about
to reach down for Ralph. That brought
her out of her bed, rasping a wordless
protest. She rushed to the defense of
her child.

The Shape turned, its dark veils out-
spread like the wings of some gigantic
bat. “Yow have no right to him,” Jim
Randall’'s voice husked. “You must
give him wp.”

“Never!” Neila cried, clawing at the
dark swirl of draperies. They envel-
oped her and she fell—down and down
into a Stygian abyss, down into a bot-
tomless chasm.

Abruptly the blinding veil was gone.
Neila was sprawled on the flioor, and
the dark, incredible Shape had van-
ished. She pushed up on her hands,
saw that the corridoe door again broke
the wall, as it always had. She came
erect, twisting. Little Ralph, un-
teueched, unharmed, lay peacefully
asleep in his erib. Neila turned again.

The dust film on the floor was no
longer unmarred. There were the
marks of her feet on it, as she had
dashed from the bed, the mark of her
body where it had sprawled. Awnd
theee waiee odlier mapkimgs.

They came across from the corridor
door, and they went back to that door.
They were blurred, but they were
formed like no man's, or worman’s, feet
were ever shaped|

ER plan had succeeded. T erritblyy!
There, in those markings on the
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floor was proof that what had come
into this room was not a figment of her
disordered brain, indisputable proof
that what had leaned over her baby's
crib was something physical, some-
thing that had materialized from be-
yond the curtain that divides the kmown
from the unknowable. This, and the
skeleton and the saurian monster all
were real, though they were manifest
only to her.

“Tihere is no Outer Wurlld of Dark-
ness,” a voice intoned, low but deep-
chested and hollow, and edged with a
peculiar huskiness. “No ghost, no ele-
mental, no apparently supernatural
manifestation, has ever appeared or
ever will appear except through the
operation—acdidemtal, willful or ma-
licious—of the laws of nature and of
science.” The statement, so pat to the
spinning, terrified chaos in Neila Ran-
dall's brain, came from the radio that
all this time had remained en. "This is
fy rmessage, and if its truth be chal-
lenged 1 will ge any plaee, at any time,
te meet that challemge.”

There was an instant of rasping si-
lence, during which Neila did not move,
and then the cool, professional tones of
a network announcer were sayimg,
“WMith his now famous defiance, Zin-
gar concludes his twenty-ninth broad-
cast. If any of you wish to dispute the
assertion he has just made, or desire his
help, you may commmumnicate with him
in weiting addressed to this statien,
or, if the matter is urgent, b? telephene
direetly te Zingae's studle, frem whieh
this broadeast efiginated. The Aumber
Is Acadery, seven-nine-feur-Rundred.
Zingar's Welird Wisdem will be heard
again at="

Neila Randall managed to switch off
that radio. Somehow her left hand was
grasping the base of the telephone that
stood on the night-table beside it, and
the forefinger of her right hand was
twirling its dial. A. .C. 7. .9..4..0. .0.

* * * * *

Zingar’'s hand, white and slender,
each finger seemingly imbued with a
separate life of its own, set the micro-
phone into which he had been talking
down on the floot beside the divan en
which he was outstretched. He lay
wearily back among the cushiens piled

on the divan, his eyes glowing like som:-
bre coals in their deep soekets:

Zingar's body was very thin and very
long. It was clad, as always, iR a lus-
terless black suit so fashioned with the
vest high and squarely cut at the top as
to be almost clerical. Zingar's face was
narrow. The skin was tightly drawn
over the high forehead, the knife-
bridged nose and sharp chin were dead
white. His hair was a smooth skull-
eap as lusterless and black as his suit.

Theatrically as Zingar was clad, the-
atrical as was the great, high-ceiled
room with its curtained walls, its trap-
pings of skulls and naked swords and
crystal globes, stagey though the flam-
ing brazier that was its only illumina-
tion, there was something more than
the melodearmatic about him. A dis-
comforting sense of the uncanny that
was very real, an inescapable feel of in-
ner pewer that transeended mundane
things. As familiar as Riehard Wayne,
his friend and assistant, was with his
trieks of mannAer and eestume and
veiee, as well as @ knew these {8
be false as the tricks 8t magie for whieh
Zingar was fameus, he esuld never fid
himself ef this spiRe-priekling aware:
Hess:

“You are exhausted tonight, Zingar,”
Wayne said, from a deep-seated chair
far across the room. “Ywou've been go-
ing it too strong. If you don't rest="

A soft buzzing interrupted him. He
reached out to a marble model of the
Ternple of Astaris at Pilae that steed
on a platform beside him, opened its
ornate bronze portal and exiracted
from jt—a telephene! The buzzing
ended as he plueked the reeeiver from
its eradle.

“Hello,” he said. “Zinga¥'s assistant
speaking. Wit is it?”

AYNE himself seemed as mueh

out of plaece in these secult eRn-
virons as the instrurment itself. Sturdy.
well set-up, blond-haired, Blye-eyed
and blunat of jaw, he might have BeeR
a football here of a bend salesman; 6f
anything at all rather than AdRLses {8
the feremest §fa§% _fAagician 8f th
time. The lines of his Bradly mslde
saunateﬂaﬂ% hardened while He 1is:
ened.
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On the divan, Zingar’s lids closed.

The voice in the telephone ended its
long tale of a dead voice speaking, of
manifestations beyond the pale of hu-
man experience,

“I quite understand how perturbed
you must be,” Wayme said soothingly.
“But I'm sorry, I cannot disturb Zingar
tonight. He has just gone to sleep, and
if I were to awaken him he would be ill.
I shall tell him about your case in the
morning and will let you know if it in-
terests him. . . . No, I am very sorry
but I dare net. . ... In the morning, I
prorise, I'll tell him, but that's the best
I ean de for you.”

He put the phone back into its hid-
ing place.

“All right, Richard,” Zingar said.
“Get busy looking up Jim Randall and
his motheer. That ought to be easy,
they‘re a Social Register family, and I
recall that Jim hit the high spots be-
fore he married. Our ne per files
and other usual contacts ought te give
you all we'll need to get at the bettem
of this thing. It sheulda't take yeu
fere than a Ralf-Reur te get the infer-
fiatien, and the Randall Heuse isn't
fmere than ten minutes from here. We
ean get en the jeb there By Rine.”

Wayne's jaw dropped. “How—how
do you lkmww—"

“No questions, Richard.” The cor-
ners of Zingar’s thin lips twitched in
what might have been a smile. “That
is our agreement, if you recall.” There
was no harm in impressing Wayne with
his idol's omniscience. There was no
need to tell him ot the induction coil
that, without any material connection
te the telephone, had brought te the
diaphragm hidden in the eushien 6n
which the magician's head lay every
word of Neila Randall's detailed stery,
of her desperate plea fer help.

CHAPTER 1II

The Strange Dv. Awthomy

E powder film on the rug and

floor in Neila Randall’'s bedroom
was marked now by many zigzagging
lines of footprints. Back and forth,
back and forth she prowled, a mother
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distraught, a tigress whose whelp was
threatened by a peril she did not com-
prehend, a woman terrified.

Fifty times she had gone to the door
to call to Lucretia Randall. Fifty times
recollection of Amos Foster’'s warning
had checked the cry in her throat.
Who, hearing what she had to tell,
would believe it? What alienist would
not say at once that she was driven in-
sane by grief? Wihat court would not
declare her unfit te take care of her
babe, send her to sorme madhouse and
give contrel over Ralph te his grand-
mother?

But Neila Randall knew she was not
insane. Some eerie menace overhung
her, overhung her tiny son. Alone, she
could not continue much longer to fiight
that threat from beyond the veil, and in
all the world there was no one she could
call upon to help her fight it.

Once more she had gone to the
phone, to call Amos Foster, and as her
hand touched the instrument she had
realized that not even to him, who was
her only friend, dared she speak out.
He would not, coulfd not, again dismiss
her assertions lightly. Net Ia cen-
seience could even he justify himself in
leaving an infant in eharge of a mether
whe saw, and heard, the things she had
seen and heard. He wowuld insist en in-
vestigating, on asking questions of the
heusehold. Lueretia would tell him ef
finding Neila bending ever Ralph's erib
with a2 sharp-peinted shears IR Her
hand, evidently abeut te stap the ehild.
He weould turA harshly 2gainst her

As for Zingar— “Tomorrow,” his
assistant had said. “In the morning.”
The hands of the little clock on Neila's
dresser pointed to five after nine. The
morning was ten hours away. In those
hours what might not happen, here in
this roern, to her and te Ralph? Wihat
erowning horror—

Neila whirled to a rap on the hall
door. Her mouth opened and she was
a rigid statue of terror staring at it, her
heart stilled in the clutch of a gelid
hand. The rap came again and a
voice through it.

“Mrs. Randall. Mrs. Randall

Held breath gushed from between
Neila’s white lips. It was only Haw-
kins who had rapped, the Randall's
aged butler. “Mis. Randall,” he called
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again, rapping iimperatively.

“Just a minute,” the girl answered,
snatching a filmy negligee out of a
closet, slipping into it as she slid her
feet into her discarded mules. Then
she was at the door. “I was in bed,”
she said. “What is it, Hawkins?"

The wizened old man in livery
blinked at her, his pale eyes watering.
“Beg your pardon, madam, but there is
a gentleman here to see you, sent by
Mr. Foster. He intimates that it is im-
portant that he speak with you imme-
diately.”

God bless Amos! He had sensed
that she needed help, had sent someone.
But who? Wty had he not come him-
self?

“Show him into my sitting room,
Hawkins. I will join him there as soon
as I make myself presemntable.”

Trembling, Neila closed the door to
the other room, darted to her dresser.
She ran a comb through her tangled
mop of tawny hair, deftly applied rouge
and powder to her pallid cheeks. Lip-
stick hid the grayness of her lips, Back
at the sitting room door, she hesitated
an instant, gathering her reserves, went
thf@uaglh, leaving 1t epen se that she
would net for a merent be eut off frem
Ralph.

The man standing by the window
and peering out was tall, spare to
gauntness. Hearing her enter, he
turned, and Neila saw a narrow face
that seemed all sharpness, pointed
nose, pointed chin, black, piereing eyes.
The voluminous folds of a sleeveless
black cloak hung abeut him.

ee 00D EVENING?"
tered questioningly.

“Good evening, Mrs. Randall.” There
was something familiar about his tones,
deeply resonant and edged with a
strange huskiness. “I am Dector Af-
theny. Your friend, Mr. Amos Foster,
suggested that I might be of ald te
y°u="

“Amos—,” Neila gulped. The old
lawyer had not taken what she had said
as lightly as he had pretended. “But I
am not ill.” Why had he sent a doctor
without consulting her? Wiy had he
not come himself? “I—" she managed
a laugh—"I am quite healkihy.”

she fal-

Doctor Anthony did net smile. “I
am not a physician of the bedy,” he
responded. “My province is the mind."

The mind! No, Ames hadn't taken
her lightly at all. He thought she was
going insane. .

“It is better that you willingly un-
burden yourself to one who is friendl
disposed,” the physician continued,
“than be compelled to speak out to an-
other who may be influenced in his
judgment by—er—ailigation to an em-
ployer.” Those black eyes of his were
on hers and they seemed to be boring
into her brain, to be dissecting her soul.
“Mrs. Randall, you were not frank with
Amos Foster. The strange incident
that eceurted while he was in this room
is net the éﬂl? ene of the same nature
that has appalled you. There was one
Befere, and there Has been one simce="

The girl gasped. “How do you
know?"

“I read it on the screen of your mind.
I read horror there, and fear, and the
cry for help you dare not utter. I can
help you.” Anthony’s voice had a lift
in it now, a certainty that lent assur-
ance to Neila, that gave her hope.
“But only if you have confidence in me.
Full eonfidence, ne matter what I may
say of do. De you trust me, Neila
Randall?”

“[ trust you,” Neila whispered, but it
was as if someone other than she were
speaking. “I have confidence in you,
De. Anthony.”

“Very well,” the strange man said.
“Take me into the other room. Show
me the door that becarme a blank wall
out of which grew a Thing that left
footmarks In the dust with whieh yeu
powdered the flbwyr. Shew me the &rib
in whieh yoeur sen was metamerphesed
inte a saurian, and then baek iRt a
babe. Shew e these thiRgs and tell
fie exaetly hew they appeared o you;
and then I shall be able te help ysy:"

“Come,” Neila breathed.

His tread was curiously silent as he
followed her into the bedroom. She
reached for the switch in the deerjamb.
His hand caught her weist and his fin-
gers were cold on her skin, as eeld as
though there were e bleed in them.

“No. I want everything to be as it
was when you heard your dead hus-
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band's voice and saw the manifesta-
tions that so terrified you.”

He went noiselessly across to the
mirrored door, touched its knob, Now
he was prowling back toward her bed.
He paused at the little night table next
to it, picked up the glasses Prissie Slade
had put down there, lifted them te his
eyes. The pale green lenses seemed to
merge inte the edd paller of his skin,
to becorne empty seckets In his skull.

Anthony put down the glasses again,
was moving toward the crib. His long,
black cloak billowed about him, undu-
lated. The marks of his feet on the
powdered floor were blurred and shape-
less! He reached the crib and bent
over it, His cloak billowed out as he
reached down to the sleeping infant,
and its black swirl was like the out-
spread wings of some gigantic bat!

EILA'S breath was an icy bubble
caught between her frozen lips!
This was no physician! This was the—
“Hands up!” a hoarse voice com-
manded. “Hands up or I'll sthoot!™
Neila's head jerked to it. Old Haw-
kins was in the doorway from the sit-
ting room, a blunderbuss of a revolver
in his palsied hand. Behind Hawkins
were Lucretia Randall’s twitching face
and the colotless, parrotlike visage of
Priscilla Slade.
“You dare not fire," Dr. Anthony said
quietly. He had straightened and he
was holding little Ralph in front of him,
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the blanket-wrapped babe a shield.
“Not unless you are more expert a shot
than I think you.” His free arm was
behind him, and from her vantage point
Neila could see its long white flirgers
writhing curiously, as though each had
a separate, evil life of its own.

There was a little flurry in the door-
way, and Amos Foster pushed through,
livid with rage.

“I don’t know this man,” he smapped.
“I never saw him before—"

A scream shrilled through his words,
Lucretia Randall’'s scream. Her shak-
ing finger was pointing at the infant—
at a timy squiirniigg skeféeon ddenvdled
of flesh, that was In the crekk of Dr.
Anthhoyiy’s artm!

“Ralph!” Neila cried. “My batoy! " —
and sprang to the infant, mother-love
striking terror from her, striking fear
from her. She clutched the wee skele-
ton, snatched it from the man’s held,
sprang away. A frightened little ery
dragged her eyes down te that which
ghe held. It was Ralph, little Ralph,
his blue eyes frightened, his resebud
lips epening te vent anether yell.

The group in the doorway was dis-
rupted. Lucretia Randall fell to the
floar in a dead faint. Priscilla was go-
ing down after her. Hawkins had
reeled against the doorjamb, gray-
faced and pop-eyed. Foster snatched

the revolver froem his lax hand. “You
fiend,” he yelled. “You fiend from
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Hell!” The gun jerked up.

Anthony leaped, jabbed a stiff fore-
finger expertly into Foster's neck. The
lawyer stiffened, paralyzed by the jolt
on a certain nerve ganglion. Anthony
caught the revolver dropping from his
numbed fingers, swung to Neila.

“It’s all right, my dear,” came his
amazing reassurance. “Youtre safe
now and your baby is safe. I told you
that if you trusted me I would help
you.” He turned back to Foster.
“She’s quite safe now, Ameos, isn't
she?”

“Safe?” the lawyer mouthed, staring
at the black-cloaked man whose white
fingens held the revolver so that it
seemed to cover no one and everyone.
“Witat—wihat do you mean? Wiho are
you?”

CHAPTER 1V

Zingar’s Triumph

NTHONY was looking at the two
wornen on the fltwr. They were
stirring. They were sitting up.

“Wiho am I?” he said softly. “Why
don’t you tell your clients who I am,
Amos Foster?"

“I never saw you before.”

“Perhaps not. But I am sure you
have heard me. Remember? ‘There is
no Quter Warild of Darkness,”” he in-
toned, his voice deep-chested and hol-
low and edged with a peculiar huski-
ness. “Swurely you have heard me, Lu-
eretia Randall, and yew, butler. “This
is my message, and if its truth be chal-
lenged 1 will ge any place, at any time,
te meet that ehallenge.’ ”

“Zingar!” Priscilla Slade gasped.
“He's Zimgaur?™

The tall man nodded. “I am Zin-
gar,” he agreed, “and I am here because
I was challenged.” His eyes were
bleak now, and deadly, but like his gun
they seemed to rest on no one and on
everyone. “By a schemer as ingenious
and as darkly evil as any I have been
called upon to thwart.”

“Wihat—" Foster sputtered. “What
in the name of all that's holy—"

“Naotthing holy about it. Dark things

have come to pass here, and malies
gave them life, or greed. Do yeou kpew
which?”

“I? How should I know?" ~

“Do you, Lucretia Randall?” ,

The old woman had risen. “[ den‘t
know what you are talking abeut,” she
snapped. “And furthermore, | am net
interested in the tricks of a meunte-
bank. Hawkins! Please shew this
man to the door.”

“Wait, Hawkins,” Zingar said, and
there was the faintest shadow of a smile
on his thin lips. “I shall have to im-
pose on your mistress’ patience a mo-
ment or two longer. Mrs. Randall, at-
tend me. It is true, is it not, that your
husband's will left his estate in trust,
its ineotne to provide for you for life
and for your son James until James
farrled? Wien the young man did so,
the trust estate set aside for him was
te cease, and the prineipal to become
his e de with as he pleased. Ceorrest?”

“Yees, but—"

“Influenced by you, James Randall
did not claim his inheritance when he
married, but left it in the hands of the
previous trustee to manage. Then Jim
died, and his wife determined te leave
your house, and requested a settlement
of the estate.

“Tiis had to be avoided, and it could
be avoided only if Neila Randall also
died, or if she were adjudged insane
and her child's grandmether appelnted
his legal guardian. If she were ad-
judged insane, Mrs. Randall, beeause 6f
certain wildly ineredible tales she told!!
Because of hallueinatiens she had, and
her apparent attempt t8 murder her
babe, amdl="

“Hallucinations?” Luctretia broke in.
“What hallhecimet onns?"

“Dom’t you know?” That piercing
gaze of Zingar’s was on her gray éyes.
“Are you certain you dom't?”’

“The man's insane,” Prissie Slade
blurted indignantly. “He's €lean, Fav-
ing mad.”

"Perhaps,” Zingar sighed. “But Aet
too mad yet to read the truth iR a
worman’s eyes. So it was yeu aloReg,
Amos Foster.”

“Yes,” the lawyer said thickly. He
was holding on to the desrpest with
both hands, as theugh suddenly his legs
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were too weak to support him, “1-—="
He broke off and averted his face.

INGAR took up the conversation.
“You were consistently steah
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K oaling ms gila _exelaimed:
“But | saw these thm%§ We all saw
Raléph tuFR inte Et6R just new:
I §aw a skeleten iR that sitting
reem, Jim's skelnton—"

"Net Jim's, Neila,” Zingar corrected.

“Foster's.”
“Wihat!” ]

"Yes. There is a vacant house aeress
the areaway outside these windews, a
house that belongs to the Randali es-
tate. Foster installed an X-ray ma-
chine in there, its beam focused
through the sitting room window.
Wihen he called on you, earlier this
evening, he wore clothing saturated
with fluorescent salts, had painted his
face and hands with a solution of the
same. He was between you and the
window when he turned out the lamp,
and since he had to all intents and pur-
poses made himself into a flilorossmpe,
you saw his skull and his bones as you
would on a flilerwscopess screen.”

“But my baby? He didn't paint
Ralph—"

“No. But when I bent over his crib

I wrapped him, head and all, in a sheet
similarly prepared that I'd brought
with me, and when our friends burst in
on us, I dropped the blanket. I sig-
naled behind my back to my assistant,
who remained in that othee house while
I came to this one. He switched on the
X-ray machine and, presto, little Ralph
was a skeleten. By the way, Hawkins,
hew did it happen that Foster eame in
on us this way?”

“Mr. Foster returned to the house,
sir, claiming he had left his cane. I re-
marked to him that his friend, meaning
you, was here, and he got excited. He
said you must be a kidnaper after the
child. So I grabbed a gun and came
running up, Mes. Randall and Priscilla
following me—"

“Zingar,” Neila interrupted. “You
haven't explained the Shape that came
into this room. X-rays don't leave
footprints.”

“Nor do doors vanish. That, my
dear, is the oldest stunt of stage ma-
gicians. Look.” He walked across to
the entrance from the hall. “Move
over, all of you, to the head of Neila’s
bed. You are on the hinge side of this
door and it is a mirror. Now watch.”
He opened the door, swung it inte the
reem until it made a forty-five degree
angle with its threshold—and disap-
peared !

“You see?” Zingar smiled. “The mir-
ror has brought the reflection of the
wall at right angles to the one in which
it is set, into the plane of the first one,
and thus in the dim light it seems to fill
the empty space. Foster, swathed in
black, came around its edge and ap-
peared to materialize out of nothing-
ness.

“Mwst of this I got out of your story
over the telephone, but the first illu-
sion, the one in which your baby ap-
peared to have been changed into a
crocodiile puzzled me. It wasn't till I
saw those glasses on your night-table
that I understood the mechanics of
that.”

EILA stared. “The glasses! But
they're ordinary tinted Jemses—"
“They are not! They are made of
a special material that passes only
those light vibrations that occur in a



26 THRILLING MYSTERY

certain plane. Ordinary light vibrates
in all planes, and so you can see an ob-
ject illuminated by it through these
lenses, but it will be somewthat dimmed
and when it is a pale light by which
you see it, will practically be blotted
out. So, if a strong beam of light that
has been polarized to match the polari-
zation of the lenses throws an image on
such an object, the real object will seem
to disappear and the image to take its
place,

“Foster had arranged a projector of
such a beam of polarized light in that
interesting window of the house across
the areaway, and with it threw the pic-
ture of a crocodile’s head on the head
of your baby, that was illuminated only
by pallid moonlight. That image, seen
through your glasses, was so strong
that it altogether obscured Ralph's lit-
tle head. Your dead husband’s voice,
simulated by Foster and projected into
this room by a leud speaker, completed
the illuslon of the swpernatural.

“He watched you through the win-
dow, and when he saw you strew pow-
der on the floor, saw a chance to work
another deception. He probably has a
key to this house. How do I know all
this? Because my assistant and I
checked everybody and everything be-
fore I came here. We had already
found the equipment next doer—"

The sound of a falling body inter-
rupted him,

“Mirr. Zingar!” Hawkins exclaimed.
“Tihere’s something the matter!” The
butler was on his knees beside the
sprawled, still form of the lawyer.
“He's—ihe’s dead,” the butler whis-
pered. “I saw him fall, he’s dead.”

“Yes,” Zingar sighed. "Whea he
saw the baby turn into a sheleton he
knew that his device had been disgov-
ered. He tried to kill me and failed.
Wihen I started to expose him, he put
his hand to his mouth in confession of
defeat. He might have brazened it out,
but he was a ruined man and he chose
this way of escape.”

Zingar turned to Jim's wmeother.
“Mrs. Randall, you fainted, horrer-
stricken at a tithe of what Nefila has
seen and heard and fought alone. Does
not that make you realize the strength
of character, the maternal devotion,
she manifested for the sake of her son?
Of your grandson? Do you think, now,
that she is fit te be his mother?”

Tears wet the wrinkled face that had
remained dry over a dead son's coffin,
“I do,” Luaretia Randall sobbed. *“I
do, indeed! Neila, can you forgive me?
Can you ever forgive me?"

There were tears in Neila's eyes, too.
“Forgive you? Amos Foster deceived
me; why cannot I forgive you because
he deceived you? Of course, I forgive
you—Motther.”

“Daughter!” A look of umbelieving
joy transformed the old worman’s coun-
tenance.

And then they were in each other’s
arms, the crowing little babe between
them, separating them and yet bind-
ing them together.

“But I must thank Zingar,” Neila
exclaimed at last, pulling away. “l=
Oh, he's gome!”

“Yes, madam,” Hawkins said dryly.
“He requested me to inform you that
he is supetstitious abeut belfg in the
same house with a suicide.”

Next Issue: WHAKE NOT THE DEAD, Nevelet by John M. KAex
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Calcy’s head rolled off the
pillow to the floor

Im am Eerie Desert

Fortress Mysterious

and Wedird Death Stalks
to Thwart the Plams of an
Agedl, Strange 'Gemie"

WOKE UP. Even before open-

ing my eyes I felt something was

wrong. Sunlight slanted across
my bed, and by rights ne sunlight
should be able to penetrate the depths
of the airshaft on which my bedroem
windew opened,

I opened my eyes and realized that
this was not my bedroom. Lofty oak
rafters crisscrossed above me. 1 lay
for a minute trying te figure it out. 1'd
gone te sleep last night in a frowsy
two- reom apartment, and new I weke
}4 in a—eastle! That's what it leeked
{ke.

KUTTNER

Awithar of “Wuctter for Fum,”
“Detth Is WHoree Yowu Eind
" etc.

A castle that might have been lifted
right out of King Arthur! There were
plenty of rich, ancient tapestries on the
dark stone walls; I saw fur rugs, an
immense fireplace, and on a table beside
the bed was a box of my favorite ciga-
rettes. Laid out across a chair was a
lightweight summer suit that looked
like it had eost plenty.

Something was haywire. I sat up,
blinking. A man doesn’t go to sleep in
his own bedroom and wake up—well,
where? I swung my feet to the carpet,
crossed to the window. My jaw
dropped.
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Beyond steel bars set closely to-
gether was something incredible. Be-
neath me, fifty feet down, was a wide
moat, green-scummed and with a draw-
bridge across it. Beyond stretched the
desert, miles upon miles, to a blue
mountain range hazy in the far dis-
tance. Inside the stone castle it was
cool enough, but waves of heat rijgpled
up outside. Wihat the hell had hap-
pened to me?

I went to the door and opened it on
an empty hall. There were doors at in-
tervals, and a stairway at the end.
Right across from me was an elevator.
The splashing of water sounded faintly.

I called, softly at first, and then
louder. Nobody came. I went back
into the room, donned a dressing gown
I saw on the bed—one with my own
initials embroidered on it'—and went
along the hall to the stairs. A girl was
coming up them, a cute little trick in
blue pajamas, with red-gold hair falling
over her shoulders, and a palr of eyes
that matcthed the pajamas. She
stopped and shrank baek when she saw
me.

eOWMERLLO there,” I said. “Can
Ml you tell me what this is all

about?”

She looked me over.
nice, too.

“I'd like to know the meaning of
this,” she said, half frightened and half
angry. “Whmt right have you to—"

“Listen,” I interrupted. “You live
here, don’t youw?”

She shook her head, and her eyes
went wide.

“You domt—"

“I've never seen this joint in my life
before,” I said flidtly. And I told her
what had happened to me.

She couldn’t figure it out. “My
name’s Vail Lester,” she said, and am-
plified: “I'm a model. Dressmaker’s
model. I went to sleep in my own bed
last night and woke up here. You
mean the same thing happened to both
of us?” She found it hard to believe.
“You haven't any idea at alll—"

“Listen!” I said. “You don’t have
any ideas when something as crazy as
this happens.”

“ttyy!” somebody yelled, and a

Her voice was

husky giant with a bulldog face and
tiny, squinting eyes came racketing
down the stairs. He grabbed me and
shoved his fist under my nose. “What
d'you think you’re doimg?"

“My God,"” I said, “another one! [
don’t live here either, buddy.” _

He looked ready to sock me, but Vaii
Lester broke in and explained. The
guy's eyes disappeared in a nest of
wrinkles. He spluttered imarticulately.

Finally he gave an account of him-
self. Al Keefer, his name was—a small-
time wrestler. He, too, had gone to
sleep in his flat, and had waked up in
this desert castle.

“It's screwy,” Keefer mumbled, star-
ing around. “I don’t get the amgle.”

“I'm going to take a look around,” I
said, and went on downstairs.

It was my old training coming out.
I used to be a private sleuth before the
depression, but for the last few years
I'd been anything from a bindlestiff to
a bouncer in a night club.

There was a big hall downstairs,
with crests and suits of armor and furs
scattered around, but the front door
was locked. It looked as though dyna-
mite couldn’t blow it open. But there
were other doors here and there, and 1
opened one and went in.

I found myself in a library. Quite a
swanky place, with bookshelves climb-
ing up to the ceiling, and dozens ot
lamps all around. There was a Jon
table in the center of the room, wlt
chairs set along it, and ashtrays and
wine-gllasses at each place. The ash-
trays were clean; s were the glasses.
One chair was eeeupied.

At the head ot the table somebedy
sat on a sort of throne, gilded and of-
nate. He wore a light gabardine suit,
but it was splotched and darlened with
dried blood. My sternach gave a little
jump. I felt deadly nausea tightea my
throat.

The man sat there, his stiff white
hands gripping the chalr's amms—and
he was headless|

I took one glance at the raw, HWeFFi:
ble neck stub and turned areufd iR a
hurry. But I was too late. Keefer and
Vail Lester were right behind me. The
girl went pale as death, eaught hef
breath, and started to sway. 1 kRew
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the symptoms. I started to grab her,
but she stiffened and looked at me with
blue eyes that were horror-brimmed.

QQI’M not going to faint,” she said
finally, “But shut that deor!*

I obeyed.

“I could stand a drink,” Keefer said
hoarsely. “Cripes, what sort of place
is this?"

“How the devil should I know?” I
snapped. My nerves were jolting. The
sight of that horror in the library had
spoiled my appetite. “Yowm wait out
here. I'm going to do some investi-
gating.”

I went into the death room, walked
gingerly to the body. It was that of
an old man, skinny and shriveled. In
a cursory examination there appeared
to be no identifying marks. The head
had been severed by a knife, apparent-
ly, wielded by a butcher rather than by
a skilled surgeon.

The shadows of window bars lay
ominously upon the table. I stood silent
for a moment, eyeing the corpse. It
was not the presence of deatir—ghast-
ly death—that bothered me so much as
the strange, inexplicable mystery of all
this. Three people—Vail Lester, Al
Keefer, and me, Ed Paterson—lifted
right eut of eur normal life, as theugh
By agie, and transported to this weird
eastle in the desert. Sueh things eould
net Happen, I theught desperately. Bt
=they Had Rappened !

A chill of apprehension shook me,
and made me turn sharply on my heel.

There was no one behind me, of
course.

I went to the door and opened it, just
in time to come face to face with a
lean, tall fellow whose cold gray stare
locked with mine. He, too, wore pa-
jamas and dressing gown. His face
was curious—that of an ascetic, and at
the same time that of a satyr. A Van-
dyke and tilted eyebrows added to the
illusien of a jaded Mephistopheles,

Vail and Al Keefer were behind him.

“Dhis is Dr. Caley,” the girl said.
“He just came downstairs—"

Caley's voice was deep and resonant.
“I know no more than you. Apparent-
ly we are equally at a loss. Er—your
name?”

“Ed Paterson,” I said.

He didn’t hear me. His gaze went
over my shoulder to the headless corpse
at the table. And his face didn’t change
in the slightest.

“Most theatrical,” he said at last,
lifting those ironic black eyebrows. “If
I ”

He pushed past me and shut the door
in my face. I looked blankly at the
bare panel.

“He’s nuts,” Keefer said comprehen-
sively. “ilLet’s see if there’s a way out
of here, Paterson.”

I nodded and started along the hall,
with both of them at my heels. Al-
ready I had a hunch that exploring this
place was not going to be easy. It
wasn’t only a castle—it was a laby-
rinth, The man who built it must have
been eccentric to the last degeee. Or
else—the thought hit me suddenly—or
else insane!

There were winding stairways, a
number of elevators, even a little zoo
filled with desert creatures, lizards and
unpleasant-looking snakes, and a room
lined with dozens of big glass tanks in
which bright fish swam about. There
were not fany doors that seemed to
lead te the epen aif, and all ef these
were locked and tee atfong te foree.
gl?la“y we found eurselves baek In the

ail.

I wondered if Caley had left the li-
brary, so I opened the door and looked
in. He was not in sight. The corpse
still sat at the head of the table. Be-
fore I could enter somebody upstairs
screamed.

DAME!"" Keefer yelped, and
his jaw dropped.

We all headed for the stairway. In
the upstairs hall I skidded to a stop,
and the scream came again. I located
it, flung open a door. A fat middle-
aged woman was sitting up in bed,
opening her mouth for another shriek.
She saw us, and her eyes goggled.

“WWHeere am I?” she gasped.

Before she could have hysterics I
spoke my piece, as calmly as I could.
She kept looking at me uncomprehend-
ingly, but I guess she understood all
right. Because she told us her story
logically enough.
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Mrs. Garber, her name was—a scrub-
woman. She had gone to bed last night
in her dingy, dark flat, and had just mow
awakened here. It was, she said,
enough to give a body the shakes.

I agreed with her. “Suppose you
join us dowmstairs,” I said. “I think
we’'d better stick together.”

A flush spread over her fat face, and
she hesitated.

“Well leave you while you dress,” 1
offered.

“You stay,” said Mrs. Garber, point-
ing a plump, calloused finger at Vail.
The girl nodded, and Keefer and I went
out.

“Woondier where the doc is,"” he mut-
tered. “D’you suppose—" His tiny
eyes searched the hall.

“Ihat there's more of us?” I fiiniined.
“Dunno. I'm going to find out.”

Methodically I started opening one
door after another. In the first bedroom
I tried I saw a man asleep in bed. His
fair hair was a tousled mop. His face,
though young, was drawn and dissi-
pated, and there were dark pouches be-
neath his eyes. I shook him, and he
woke up after awhile,

Well, it was the same thing all over
again. Victor Fleming—struggling art-
ist—going to sleep—waking up here.
He was frightened at first, but I calmed
him down, got him into a dressing
gown, and induced him to trail us as we
continued our search. But he stuck
like a leech te my heels, and jumped
wat;enevef ene of us speke wumexpect-
edly.

We opened three more doors without
result. That left two more. In the
next bedroom we found that the bed
had apparently been slept in, but was
empty now. In the last room we found
horrot.

A man lay sleeping—or seemed to
sleep. It was Dr. Caley. His saturnine
face was twisted in a wry smile, and he
lay flat on his back, eyes closed. I
stared.

“It’s a hell of a time to go to bedi!”
Keefer grunted.

“Yeah,” I said, and went quickly to
the bedside.

I grabbed Caley's shoulder and sihook
it. And then I jumped back, a hard
knot under my belt, sickness choking

me. Caley's head, dislodged, rolied off
the pillow and dropped to the fleer at
my feet. It lay there on a bearskin Fug;
blood still oozing from the Faw Rnee
stub.

Eleming let out a hewl and firdh. |
heard his footsteps pattering aleng the
hall,  Keefer §praﬁg. forward  and
yanked off the bedelot m?.- A bedy 1a
there—but it was net €aley's bedy. 1t
was clad in a light gabardine suit, all
splotched with dried bleed; ebvieusly
the corpse we had found dewnstairs in
the library.

SAW a closet in the corner, and

opened it. Empty. Then I headed
for the dook, ran along the hall, down
the stairs, and flung open the library
deok. A body still sat at the head of
the table. But new I saw what I had
missed before. It was Caley's bedy,
apparently, clad in pajamas and dress-
ing gewn. ARd a man was standing
beside it; staring at us.

A fat little man, with a ludicrously
round small face and a triple chin, with
a paunch that bulged out emommously.
He had a blond, tightly-waxed mou-
stache and smooth, slicked-back yellow
hair.

He cowered back and blubbered:
“Keep away! Keep awway!”

“Nobody’s going to hurt you,” I said
disgustedly. “What'd you kill the guy
for?”

“I didn't do it,” he said.

“I didn’t think you did. Who are
you?"”

“Simon Quinlan. Where—"

“I know the routine,” I snapped.
“You went to sleep in your ewh bed last
night and woke up here.”

He looked at me in amazement.
“How did you kmow?”

“Come along,” 1 said. “WkNe geot
to collect some people before a few
more murders are pulled &ff.”

And off we went upstairs again, €6l-
laring Fleming on the way. He had
been lurking in the baeck of the Rall,
waiting for somebody te eorae FoAg
and cut off his head, 1 suppesed.

Mrs. Garber was just eoming sut 8f
her bedroom with Vail Lester, ag we
reached the top of the stairs. F8f
awhile there was a flurry of excited éx-
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planations. Then we calmed down a
bit and stood looking at one another
rather blankly.

Mrs. Garber's red face was twisted
with apprehension.

“I got to get home,"” she said slowly.
“Janet—my little girl—she’s sick abed.
She’ll be hungry. . . .*

The woman’s work-womn fiingers
twisted together; she caught her lower
lip between her teeth. In sudden sym-
pathy Vail put her arm around Mrs.
Garber, and got a grateful glance in re-
turn.

“First of all,” I said, “we need some
information. Anybody know what this
place is?”

Quinlan, the fat little man we had
found in the library nodded.

“I think I do. I've read about this
castle. It's King Hagstrom’s place.”

“King Hagstram?"

“Tihe man who found a gold mine in
the Mojave Desert. Like Death Val-
ley Scotty, you know. You’ve heard
of Scotty’s Castle.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ve been in it.”

“A regular fortress. Welll, Hag-
strom is supposed to have found a
bonanza in the Mojave, and took a leaf
out of Scotty’s book. He built a cas-
tle of his own. This is it, I'm sure.”

Fleming’s drawn young face was
worried. “But I don’t know this Hag-
strom! Never heard of himm!™

“Neither have 1,” Vail said, and the
others echoed her.

UINIDANS waxed blond mou-

stache was quivering with ex-
citement. “Nobody knows much about
him,"” he said. “He’s about sixty years
old, I think. Popped up out of no-
where five years ago, with enough gold
to fill a bank. He’s got a secret mine
somewhere.”

“Whedll, where is this Hagstrom?” 1
asked, “Was it his body in the Ii-
brary?”

“A dead man!” Mrs. Garber shrilled,
and started to cry.

“She needs a drink,” the wrestler,
Keefer, said, and he went downstairs.

I followed him. Fleming trailed me.

“Mr. Paterson,” Fleming said in an
undertone, "“I—I'm afraid you think
I'm a bit of a coward.”

“Your nerves are shot,” I told him,
scarcely listening.

“Yeah . ... I'm sick. Really sick.
Insommia, you know.” He fumbled in
the pocket of his dressing gown. “My
sleeping tablets—they’re not here. 1
can't get to sleep without them. God!**
His face was suddenly haggard. “For
the last few months it’s been hell. You
don’t know what it means fot to be able
to sleep without deping yourselfft”

“Buck up,” I said. “Welll be out of
here soon.”

“Wiedll, I just wanted to tell you so—
so you could make allowamnces.”

“What you need is a shot of Scotch,”
Keefer suggested, coming out of the
library with a bottle in each hand. “It
ain't poisoned. I know good Scotch
when I taste it.”

Fleming took a hearty swig and
gasped. “I needed that—yeah!” he
murmured.

“Take it up to the others,” Keefer
said. As Fleming departed the wres-
tler winked at me. “Cormme on in, Pater-
son. I got something to show you.

He ushered me into the library, went
swiftly to a small cabinet in the corner.

“I was looking for liquor,” he ex-
plained, “and I foumd—this!"

I moved forward as Keefer opened
the door. Inside the cabinet, jammed
down in one corner, was a human head.
I eould see only tousled white hair and
blood-simrared flesh.

“Keep an eye on the door,” I said
curtly as I reached forward.

My flesh shrank a little as I caught
the thing gingerly and pulled it toward
me. The blood had dried, I saw, and I
guessed that the head had been severed
from the body I had first seen at the li-
brary table. Pale and lined and eld the
face was, and the black, glazed eyes
seerfied te Iglare eut of that death mask
as theugh I Held in my hands Medusa's
ewhn head. A Beak of a fiese jutted et
abeve thif, rat-trap lips. Frem temple
ts eheel there was the livid line of an
old sear:

“Know him?” Keefer asked.

The man must have had nerves of
iron. I put down the thing on a chair,
covered it with my handkerchief, and
frowned.

“I don’'t know. It's a familiar face.
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But I may have seen it in a newspaper
photograph.”

“I gave the guy a handout six years
or more ago,” Keefer said quietly. *It
was just after my first mat scrap. [
came out on top and I was feeling
pretty good. Outside the stadium
there was a bum standmg in the rain,
and I took him home with me, gave
him a big dinner and a bed, and slipped
him a century the next mornimg.™

Quite suddenly then I remembered.
One night when I was riding the rods
an old man had tried to board the
freight, had slipped, and was going
down to death under the wheels when I
grabbed him just in time. The same
old man whose head now lay on the
chair beside me.

I told Keefer about it. He shrugged.

“[t’s still screwy. I can't get the an-
gle.”

Neither could I. The solution to this
fantastic mystery seemed to be glim-
mering just beyond the borders of my
consciousmess. And the threads were
getting more and more tangled.

Blasting through the bouse came the
nerve-jolting sound of a woman's
scream.

Keefer beat me to the door, but I was
not far behind him as he sprinted along
the hall. The noise had come from
dowmstairs. But in the castle’s laby-
rinth it was next to impossible to locate
it more definitely.

Hastily following, I leaped into an
elevator with Keefer, shot it down, and
swung open the door as it halted auto-
matically. Before me stretched a cor-
ridor of white marble, broken at inter-
vals by side passages.

I heard a splash.

I ran along the corridor. Abruptly
I skidded to a halt. At my side a stair-
way led down into dimness. On a
hunch I raced down them.

They ended almost immediately. A
curving passage stretched ahead, lit
with a curious green radiance. I ran
on, hearing Keefer’s pounding foot-
steps at my heels.

Then I stopped, staring. The wall
at my side had given place to thick
greenish glass; beyond it was water.

I looked into a subterranean pool.
couldn’t see very far into the dimness,

)

but a few feet away, separated from me
only by the transparent barrier, was a
woman'’s figure, writhing and twisting
in insane frenzy. Bubbles streamed up
from her emptying lungs. Her hands
and feet were bound to a metal chair in
which she sat. As I watched, the chair
overturned, fell slowly sideward.

The woman’s agonized, bulging eyes
glared into mine. It was Mrs, Garber.

Have you ever watched somebody
dying right in front of you, while you're
powerless to help them ? It is not pleas-
ant. It feels like somebody has pumped
ice-water into your stomach, and
there’s a sick, jellyfish sensation in your
spine. 1 yelled something, I don't
know what, and turned to race back the
way I had come. Keefer trailed me.

We pounded up the stairway, and
suddenly the underground passage was
alive with ffggures. Quinlan, Vail, and
Fleming came out of nowhere.

*I heard a scream—" the girl started.

“There’s a pool down here,” I
snapped. “Amybody know where it is?
Quick?”

“A pool?” Fleming whirled. “I heard
a splash from—from there—just mow."
He made for a side tunnel; we fol-
lowed.

The passage broadened, opened into
a great underground chamber. A broad
ledge ran around its circumference. In
the center was a pool, green-black,
murky, and ominous. A few bubbles
still broke the surface.

LEMING did not stop, It was just
possible to see the figure of Mrs.
GarBessiue dotiseee thin Jiauee AhnMiste
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ing came down and helped. It was only
two minutes later that we freed the
woman and got her to the surface, but
those two minutes meant the difference
between life and death.

Her face was frightful. I felt for a
pulse in the flabby wrist, but there was
none. She just lay there, a lax, shape-
less heap. 1 lifted her, let the water
drain from her open mouth. Then I
lowered the woman gently face down-
ward.

Fleming touched my arm. “Who
did 2"

“I don’t know,” I said.

He looked around swiftly. In an

undertone he murmured, “Then you'd
better keep your eyes open. Let me—"
He knelt beside the motionless body
and began to apply artificial respiration.

I stood silent for a moment, letting
my gaze flicker over the others. Fat
Quinlan, his perky blond moustache
drooping, his bulging eyes wide. Huge
Keefee, his bulldog face grim and
harsh. And Vail, looking at me, fright-
ened. Instinctively I moved closer to
her.

“Buck up, kid,” I said. “I’ve been in
tighter spots than this. We'll come out
all right.”

“Wiill we?” she asked shakily.

“Sure. Keep your chin up.” I hesi-
tated. “I'm going to take a look
around. Wait here, all of you.”

But my search was foredoomed to
failure. Nothing stirred in all that
great, silent castle. Once again I test-
ed the doors, and realized again that we
were imprisoned beyond the possibility
of escape. The thought struck me:
with a gun I might be able to blast the
locks. But I could find ne weapon.
At last 1 went dowmstairs again.

Mrs. Garber had not revived. She
was dead, beyond any doubt. Looking
down at that still, passionate white
face, I felt a deep pang of pity touch
me. A locket lay on the woman’s bos-
o, a cheap affair with a tiny photo-
?faph in it—the picture of a thin-faced
ittle girl. Mrs. Garber's Janet, sick
and hungry now, noe doubt, unless a
neighbor had visited her. Deep with-
in e a cold, furious rage began to

Few—a bitter hatred fer the merciless
iller whe stalked the eastle.

“Come upstairs,” I said. “All of you.
I want to show you somethimg.”

In the library I whipped the hand-
kerchief from King Hagstrom’s head.
Vail and Fleming recognized it imme-
diately.

“I knew him—oh, more than six
years ago,” the girl said. “I was a
waitress in a roadside restaurant then.
He came in out of the rain, sick and
hungry, and I gave him a meal and a
bed. And I lost my job because of it,
teo.”

She said the last words wryly.

For all the restraint of her voice,
however, I noticed that she did not
look at the head after that one hasty
glance.

EMING'S story was similar. He

had seen Hagstrom lying by the

highway, had helped him into his car

and driven the old man to the nearest

hospital. Quinlan’s fat face remained
frightened and puzzled.

“I don’t know,” he whispered. “It's
been so long—I think I knew him, once.
But I can’t remember . . .*

As though by common consent, we
went into the hall and across to an-
other room. Sunlight slanted through
the barred windows. We waited, eye-
ing one another furtively.

Quite suddenly I had an idea. With-
out a word I went back into the library.
My training as a detective was coming
to the fore. Standing with my back
against the door, 1 let my gaze move
slowly over the room.

Bookshelves, with the volumes care-
lessly arramged; plenty of lamps; the
long table. . . . Waiit a minute! The
books were thrust in carelessly, un-
evenly, except on one shelf in the cor-
ner. There the velures were aligned
neatly; tee neatly. That hit me right
between the eyes.

I went over and pulled out the books
one by one. Nothing was behind them.
Woaortking swiftly, I leafed through each
volume, and it was net long before I
found what I sought. Two papers.
One was a legal-looking deeument; the
other was a carbon copy of a letter from
Hagstrom te a private detective agency
that had nene tee geod a reputation. 1
read the latter fllexl. It said:
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Dear Jacksom: . .

I am more than satisfied with yeur werk
in tracing the various men and women whe
were kind to me when 1 was a hemeless
vagabond six or seven years age. As yeu
know, 1 have always wished te show m
gratitude, but I was unable te do this unti
I became wealthy thfou%h my discovery of
a gold deposit. Wihat 1 plan te de mext
may seem eccentric, but I am rich enough
to ﬁe as eccentric as I choose—and, toe, it
is a pleasant feeling to play the part of
Aladdin’s genie and wave a magic wand,
80 to speak.

All of those who have befriended me are
in need of money. I shall give them each
ten thousand dollars. ] have made other
preparations as well. Now, Jackson, think
what it would mean if you woke up one
morning in a palace and had a genie appear
and hand you ten thousand dollars! Pleas-
ant, eh? That’s what I plan.

Ome week from today, on the evening of
the 12th, abduct those people who once be-
friended me and bring them here. You have
capable men; it should be easy to imtroduce
a soporific into their food. Wihen they are
asleep and drugged, drive them here to m
castle. My servants will put them to bed,
and when they wake, in the morning, the
genie will be ready to wave his wand. Re-
turn at sundown, with enough cars to pro-
vide transportation back to the city. I
promise myself much pleasure in watching
my friends wander, puzzled, about the castle,
and finally letting them find me in my li-
brary.

You will be well paid for this, of course.

Hagstrom.

My thoughts were a turmoil. Auto-

matically I glanced over the other
paper. It was a will, stating that in the
event of Hagstrom's death his iimmense
fortune was te be divided equally
among Vail, Mrs. Garber, Keefer, Dft.
Caley, Quinlan, Fleming, and Patersen
—ihe.
Eccentric? Hagstrom must have
been crazy! I could understand his de-
sire to reward those who had helped
him, long ago when he had been down
and out, but this fantastic wholesale
abduction. . . Still, it was not so
crazy after all. Hagstrom’s letter
showed his moetive. He wanted to play
the genie.

DEAS began to click in my mind. 1
carefully replaced the papers in the
book and restored the volume te its
shelf. Then I went out into the hall.
The door of the room opposite was
open. The room itself was empty. A
little chill struck through me.

*“Vail!” I called.

There was no answer. I started to
search the castle, shouting occasion-
ally.

Jackson, the detective—and a damn-
ed unethical one, I thought—woulld re-
turn with his men at sundown. Bt
that was three or four hours away. In
the meantime anything might happen.

In one room I picked up a sharp-
bladed paper-knife, a poor weapon, byt
the only one I could find just then. But
I found nobody till I reached the zoo—
the room filled with the desert fauna.
Green light filtered through the dozens
of aquariums in whieh the tropical fish
swam. Snakes and lizards were me-
tionless in their eages, bright eyes glit-
tering.

The door of one cage was open, and
a man's body lay before it, tightly
bound. His head had been jammed
through the opening, barring it. It was
Quinlan, his round, fat face distorted in
an agony of pain and horror.

In the mesh prison were Gila mon-
sters. Eight of them, big, ugly, dragon-
like creatures—and poisonous as rat-
tlers, I knew. They had been busy on
poor Quinlan. Already his face and
body were bluish and swollen as venem
coursed through his veins. I could tell
at a glanee that he was dead.

My stomach felt icy cold as I shut the
door carefully and turned away. The
mad killer still was loose in the castle.
But where? The fact that 1 had new
guessed his identity did net help mueh.
1 went from roem te reom, and at last
worked my way dewn te the subtef-
ranean labyrinth.

I went through one dim tunnel after
another, without result. And then, un-
expectedly, I found what I sought. I
came out into the chamber of the under-
ground pool. The water lay black-
green and repellent at my feet. 1 heard
a cry, sensed moverment behind me,
and started te whirl.

Something smashed down on my
head and I dropped, out for the count,
as everything went black.

I couldn’t have been unconseious for
long. When I awoke I realized that I
was sitting in one of the metal ehairs,
tightly bound. Fof a mement 1 strug-
gled vainly to free myself. Then I de-
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sisted and looked around.

The paper-knife lay where I had
dropped it, too far away to be of any
help. Vail lay, a still, white-faced fig-
ure, against the wall; her eyes were
closed.

Standing above me was Victor Flem-
ing. His young face was drawn and
haggard. The pouches beneath his
eyes were almost black. His eyes were
deadly.

“I thought you were responsible,
Fleming,” I said. “I found Hagstrom's
letter and the will.”

E was holding a long, lneawy-
bladed knife. Bloed was coagu-
lated on its steel.

“It’s too bad,” Fleming said quietly.
“I’d planned to let you live.”

“To be a witness? You’d planned to
pin the crimes on Keefer, hadn’t you?"

“Yes,” he said, and moved closer,
running his thumb along the knife's
edge. Then, quite suddenly, he
laughed. *“Oh, I'm not going to use
this, Yow're going into the pool, like
Mrs. Garber, to drown. As for Keefer,
he’s upstairs, knocked out.”

Fleming’s hand reached out, gripped
the chair, and began to pull it toward
the brink.

“Weiit a minute,” I said quickly.
“Let me get this straight. You were
going to blame the murders on Keefer,
and my word would support yours—
right? You were going to kill her?"

I nodded toward Vail. And without
warning a little thrill of hope touched
me. I saw the girl's lashes quiver
slightly.

“I was going to drown her,” Fleming
admitted quite calmly. “She found out
too much—like the others.”

“Let me get the angle on this,” I
said. “You woke up before the rest of
us, found Hagstrom in his library, and
learned what he intended to do. Then
you saw your chance to get a lot more
than ten thousand bucks, and you killed
Hagstrom. Right?”

“That’s right,” Fleming said. His
quiet, passionless manner was horrible.
“I’'m curious,” he went on. “How did
you knew I killed the others?”

“You made two breaks,” I told him.
“Ihe first one was when you dived in

the pool to rescue Mrs. Garber, with-
out even shedding your dressing gown.
You had a reason for doing that. When
you drowmed the woman, you got
splashed. Your robe was wet. So you
just dived in as soon as possible, be-
fore anybody could notice that and ask
embarrassing questions.

“The second point,” I went on, “was
when you told me you couldn’t sleep
without drugging yourself. I didn't
realize the significance of that till I
found Hagstrom’s letter. Then I knew
somebody must have wakened before
the rest and talked to Hagstrom. Now
we were all drugged last might—but
you, Fleming, had built up an immunity
against soporifics, and could throw off
its effect sooner than the rest of us.”

I saw Vail was moving, inching her-
self slowly toward the paper-knife I
had dropped. Hastily I went on, be-
fore Fleming’s attention was attracted
to the girl.

“How could you find your way
around the castle so easily? I don't
get thatt?”

“Bluweprints,” he said succinctly. “I
found them in Hagstrom’s desk.”

Vail's fingers were reaching for the
knife.

“I don’t see why you took such a
chance,” I said, as calmly as possible.
“Ome murder, maybe. But wholesale
slaughter—Hell, you'd have got plenty
even without killing us all.”

Fleming’s mouth twitched. “One
murder was too much,” he told me. “It
was a vicious circle—one thing led to
another. I don’t want to end up in the
gas chamber. That damn Calley—"

“Yeah?”

©®&W WAS pretending to be asleep in
my room. He came in, tried to
wake me up, and saw I was shamming.
A doctor could tell that, I guess. He
started to ask questions. Questions I
couldn’t answer. I killed him. I had
to. I dragged him into his own roem
and left him there. Mrs. Garber saw
me de it, though I didn't knew it then.
She told Quinlan.”
‘lwlhy_.)
YQuiimlan made her keep quiet. He
saw a chance to blackmail me. But
once he'd hinted around a bit, I knew
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what I'd have to do. Mrs. Garber and
Quinlan, both. To keep their mouths
shut. Before I killed Quinlan, I made
him write a little note. Explaining the
whole thing, just what had happened,
except I had him write in Keefer's
name instead of mine. That note's go-
ing to be found, in a safe place, and
the police will think Quinlan wrote it to
protect himself from Keefer. That's
about all, I think. Except for the girl.
She saw me kill Quinlan.”

A little more, and Vail would have
the knife in her hand. . . .

“If you think you can get away with
this, Fleming,” I said, “you're crazier
than I thiimik.”

And just then he saw Vail's fingers
closing on the paper-knife I had
dropped. Wiith a vicious curse Flem-
ing thrust me toward the pool and,
chair and all, I toppled into the water.

I had been breathing deeply for some
minutes before that, so my lungs were
well stored with air. Amnd as I went
over I managed to take a deep breath.
I went down fairly rapidly, siwdderimg
at the contact of the icy water, and for
a second paniec mastered me, 1
weenched and struggled frantlcally at
the knetted strips of eloth that held me
te the ehair. Then I ferced myself te
relax.

My fingers fumbled with water-
soaked knots. But I couldn’t untie
them. The air in my lungs was being
rapidly used up. Veins began to throb
in my temples. A burning, deadly pain
grew in my €hest.

The fear of drowning gripped me,
and I was suddenly sick and dizzy. 1
could not hold out much longer. I hit
bottom, toppled over, and lay on my
side, biting my lips to keep from
breathing.

A shadow flashed into view. I had a
glimpse of Vail's white face and her
red-gold hair streaming in the water.
In her hand was the paper-knife. I felt
its keen edge slice inte my bonds.

Another shadow drove down—Flem-
ing! The green light touched the blade
of the long, murderous knife he held.
His half-seen face was that of a demon.

He struck viciously at Vail. She
twisted away. Fleming seized the
chair that held me. I felt his fiitgers

bite into my jaw. He was trying to
force my mouth open.

He succeeded. Simultaneously a
red spurt colored the water. Fleming
clutched his arm and shot up out of
sight, Vail had managed to knife him
—but almost too late. Water choked
my lungs, clogged my nostrils as my
starved lungs sucked it in.

I felt my bonds give. I fought up,
Vail beside me. My head broke the
surface. Coughing and spluttering, I
drew in life-giving air.

EMING was stroking toward me,

his teeth bared, eyes cold and quite

mad, He held the knife in one hand.

“Let's have it, Vail,” I gasped, and
reached for her paper-knife.

She gave a soft little cry.

“I dropped it!"” she said. “It's down
there—"

“Get out of the pool,” I snapped,
pushing her away.

She swam toward the edge. Flem-
ing was almost upon me. He was smil-
ing, horribly. Unarmed and half
drowmed, I knew I was no match for
the killer. His little body slid through
the water with surprising agility.

I tried to dive under him and felt the
knife's point rake my back. Fleming's
hand seized my sleeve. Wiith a furious
effort I pulled free, hearing cloth rip
and tear.

If the man killed me now, Vail would
be at his mercy. And I had little
chance against Fleming’s murderous
blade. I took a deep breath and dived.
I saw the overturned chair just below
me, Catching its metal back, 1 looked
around. The paper-knife was glitter-
ing en the pool’s bottom net far away.

I stroked toward it. Fleming's lean
body intercepted me. His arm seemed
to move with eerie slowness towakd my
face. The knife gleamed.

I went a little crazy then. 1 was re-
membering Vail, and Mes. Garber, and
the sick kid who was walting foer her
mothet in a cheap, dingy bedrosom.
And 1 grabbed Flemaing by the threat.
I'd forgotten to held my Breath, but I
guess I did it automatieally.

I felt the man’s flesh give like a ripe
melon under my fiingers. His eyes
bulged; his mouth gaped. I put all my
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strength into that murderous grip.

The knife sank into my body, but I
didn’t feel it. I can understand some-
thing of the deadly, terrible drive that
lashed Fleming, for just then I was a
killer too. There was only one thing I
wanted, and Fleming, reading the Jook
in my eyes, went quite mad with feaft.
He had run up against a murderer as
deadly as himself,

We were turning over and over in
the water, a strange, slow movement
without gravity, and the clutch of
nightmare had us both. Over we went
in that icy green glow, and the knife
kept slashing at me, and I didn't even
know it when Fleming dropped the
weapon.

His fimgers stabbed out at my eyes.

I put all my strength into a crushing,
frightful pressure, and I felt Fleming's
spine crack like a rotten stick between
my hands. Then I knew he was dead,
and I let go of the corpse and fought
my way up, nearly drowned but still
with enough power to swim to the edge
and claw my way to safety. Vail's face
was close to mine; she was helping me

clamber up; then I lay gasping, suck-
ing in great mouthfuls of air.

“I—I guess—I'm done for,” I
coughed, for the pain of my wounds
was now a racking torment.

Vail's cool hands moved swiftly.
“Not quite,” she said unsteadily. “Just
flesh wounds. Lie still. Let me band-
age them.”

RADUALLY the pain subsided.

I lay quietly, looking up at Vail’s
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THE DEATH SONG

By RAY KING

Awthor of “Breath Care,” “iHee Gruesome Thing:”
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Darnn you, you canm't sing like this!
You've diesdi—"

The Voice of a Murdered Woman
Pierces Through the Veil of
Mystery to Accuse Her Killer!

o0 N’ they say she was singin’
" A when she died,” the old

villager said. “Just a year
ago, the accident happened. She was
singin’ at the very time when she fell
off the cliff.

Carter felt Jane shudder against him
on the seat of their small coupe. He
started up the motor.

“Omly two miles—that left turn just
ahead?” he asked. “Wall, thank you
very much.”

But the old man kept his foot on the
running board.

38

“She was your mother you say,
ma’am?”
“Y(es," Jane murmured.

“Then there's somethin’ else 1 eught
to tell you.” The eld man spat his quid
ente the running Beard and paused im-
pressively. “I ain't sayin’ HE s §8i "4h-

derstan’.” t aip't sayl Mhy:
é%ii ‘eatise 1 EP G}iﬂyﬁﬂl Hss" §§ Weels

“Heard what?” Carter demanded.

“Was my brother who heard it. An’
Wiillie Smith heard it too, amnother
night. She died singin’, poor Gloria
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Grant did. An’ she’s still singin’. You
can hear her, up there in the crags near
where she fell. The Valkyrie song, like
they say she sang in the opera years
ago. She's still singin’ it, moonlight
nights, like tonight. Her death song.”

The moonlight made pallid patches
in the deepening twilight of the moun-
tain village street. Beyond Jane’s shoul-
der young Carter could see the grizzled
old man’s earnest face as he stared in
at them.

“WHedll, thank you very much,” Carter
said again.

He started the car. The old man took
his foot off the running board.

“You can’t see her,” he said. “Least-
wise, no one ain't seemed to have seen
her yet. But you can hear her, still
singin’ that death somg—"

His voice faded in the gloom behind
them. Carter put his arm for a moment
around the shuddering girl. “Queer
what things superstitious villagers
manage to think up,” he commented.

“Yes,” she agreed. Tears at the
memory of her dead mother had misted
her eyes, but she blinked the moisture
away, and smiled. “Poor mother. Still
singing? That's not so, of course. But
music did mean so much to her,
Charles. She loved it almost more than
anything else in her life. Brunhilde, the
Valkykie was her greatest part—" Her
veiee tralled eff. “Amd now that old
fman says she died singing it.”

OR the rest of the brief two mile

drive from the village up into the
lenely rocky hills, they sat silent. To
Carter, it was depressing, this desolate
reglon of crags and stunted trees,
starkly eerie in the fitful moonlight.
The Aight was damp, abnormally so for
this high altitude, with a mist in the air
that lay heavy in the hellows, or in
plaees rese in swirls, gallid as swaying
ghests in the meenlight.

Carter had never been West before.
He had met the small slim, brown-
haired Jane Grant in New York. They
were married now, living in New York
where Carter was in business.

Jane Grant was an orphan, She had
lived here in this lonely mountain home
in her early 'teens, then had been sent
away to school. Her mother had been

an opera singer—Gloria Grant. Be-
cause of delicate health she had been
forced to give up her career, and live in
this high altitude with Jane. And a
year ago, when Jane was eighteen and
away at school, news had come that
her mother had met with an accident—
had fallen off a rocky pinnacle near
here, and had been found dead at the
ibottom of a little gully the next meorn-
Ag.

The estate was settled now, her
mother’s will satisfactorily executed by
Wiillard Robson, lawyer and old family
friend who had been named as execu-
tor. Jane was here now to meet him.
She had decided to sell the mountain
retreat; had come to pack the personal
things of her mother’s and of her own
childhood, which she wanted to keep.

The lonely, stony road topped a rise,
and Carter had his first view of Crag
Cottage. It was a big bungalow of
rustic logs, with spreading verandas.
The moonlight silvered its peaked roof,
Its windows were yellow eyes staring
out inte the night frem under the
veranda.

Behind the house a great slashed
mountain of rock rose a thousand feet.
In front of it, to the right, the stony
ground, dotted with stunted mountain
trees, sloped down the little plateau to
the brink of a ragged cliff-top a hundred
feet from the house—a fifty foot drop
into the shadowed abyss of a ragged
winding gully. Crags rose at the lip
of the brink, a little serrated rank of
buttes and pinnacle spires; rocky defiles
like these where Brunhilde gathered
her Valkykies.

There was nothing imaginative or
morbid about the husky Charles Carter.
But despite himself his gaze clung to
those nearby crags, where the mist
hung in ghostly spirals. And he found
himself listening as if he knew the
heavy brooding silence of the moun-
tains would be broken by the song of a
womman whe was dead, but whe stll
was singing.

“¥W¥ell,” Carter murmured, “so this is
it, Jame.”

Her childhood summer home. With
her mother’s tragic death here, of
course the place would be too depress-
ing, even for a few months at a time.
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Carter was glad indeed that she had de-
cided to dispose of it.

“Stop at the gatehouse,” Jane said.
“Weell see old Elias Boggs for a minute,
if he's here”

E road wound past a butte. A
stone wall marking the property
edge crossed the plateau here, from the
fnountain base to the gully top. An
old hinged gate stood open and a little
cabin was to one side, with a light in
its windows.

“Whedll, little Miss Jane!
How you've grown.”

Elias Boggs was the old caretaker
who had lived here for more than ten
years, since before Jane's father died.
Bent almost double with rheumatism,
he hobbled to the door and stood with
the lamplight behind him as he ex-
citedly shook Jane’s hand.

“Mr. Robson is up there,” Boggs
said. “We'we got a girl workin’ for him,
but drat her, she goes home at sun-
down. If you need me at the house,
Miss Jane— ER? Wihat you say?”

“I said we’ll be all right, Mr. Boggs,”
Jane said, and smiled.

The old fellow, Carter realized,
wasn’t exactly deaf. He seemed dazed,
his senile mentality confused, excited
at seeing Jane.

“Your poor mother, Miss Jame—you
heard about the accident, you did, didn't
you?” His palsied old hand twitched
at his white hair. His pale blue eyes
stared at Carter, eyes that suddenly
were misted. “I loved her, Mr. Carter
—Miss Jane will tell you. More'n ten
years. Never was a finer woman than

our poor dear mother, Miss Jane. An’

er veice, so beautiful. 1 loved her
fausie, Mk, Carter. She used to come
dewn here af’ sing for me often.”

They left him presently, drove on the
few hundred feet and pulled up at the
side of the big rustic bungalow. With
the motor off the night silence of the
mountains leaped at them.

“I hope Robsom hasn't cooked sup-
per,” Carter was saying. “Yaouwll have
a chance to show you can cook, Jane.
And it better be good.”

He stopped, stricken. The bantering
smile faded from his face. With a lit-
tle cry Jane clutched his arm.

Do tell!

“Charles! Listem!T

From out by the crags at the moon-
lit gully brink, a soft singing voice sud-
denly was quavering upward. Brun-
hilde’s song! Faint, eerie and blurred.
Then it steadied.

“Charles! Oh my God, that's
Mother

It was a softly throbbing voice, faint
but poignant, rich with living warmth
as though the living woman were there.
Wiith Jane swaying against him, clutch-
ing him, Carter stared, transfixed. Was
that a pallid shape, off there at the
brink? He could not believe it The
shape was visible, but then he saw that
it was only a swirling spiral of mist, il-
lumined by the moonlight. But the
threbbing death seng of a woman whe
was dead, and yet was %ﬁhﬁt
surely was mere thah an illusien ef
foonlight and mist.

“Jane! Can you see her?™

Then even as Carter gasped the ques-
tion the eerie tones floated away and
were gone, leaving him and Jane en-
gulfed again by silence. Jane's face
was as pale in the mooanlight as though
she herself were a ghost. And both of
them wondered if what they had heard
was only a trick of their startled faney,
or was it in truth seme unexplainable
thing ot Life and Death and the Great
Beyond of which ne ene living knews
anything. . . .

the darkly saturnine, forty-year-

old Wiillatd Robson, Jane’s meth-
er's attorney, this visit of the girl and
Ber youthful husband fmarked the swe-
eessful eonelusion of his plans. With
the supper whieh Jjane had prepared
new eleared away, the suave quiet-
voieed Robson sat in the big lamplit
living reem of Crag Cottage. Carter
was with him; jane was in the kitchen.

“Poor little Jane must have been
horribly shocked at my telegram about
her mother,” Robson was saying
smoothly. “It was a tragie thing. 1
was staying at the village that night.
Gloria was here with a servant.”

It was so easy to be casual. There
never had been a breath of suspicion
about Gloria’s death, and there never
would be. This big blond young fellow
Jane had married was glad enough to
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have her dispose of the place. That was
obvious. Wihen Robson had first heard
of Jane's engagement he had been per-
turbed that it might change her deci-
sion, but it had not.

“The body was found that next morn-
ing,” Robson said. “Poor Gloria! She
was lying down in the gully, where
evidently she had fallen from a path
along the brink up here. Her life had
always been rather tragic, Mr. Carter,
it seemed to me. Her health barred her
operatic career. That last night, her
maid said Gloria went out, as she often
did, to sing like Brunhilde, out among
the erags. It was foggy, like tonight.
She must have made a misstep. It’s
easy to miscaleulate that brink when
the feg and the eerie meeomlight blur
the Fe€ks.”

“She was singing when she fell?”
young Carter asked.

“Yes, I believe so. Come out on the
veranda. I’ll show you where she fell,
if the fog isn’t too thick.™

In the dimness of the veranda Rob-
son stood with young Carter towering
beside him. The crags, down the little
tree-dotted declivity, were blurred by
the swirling fog which had thickened.
Overhead, sullen scudding cllowds
crossed the face of the full moon so
that patches of blurred moonlight and
shadow stalked across the mountain
wilderness.

“She fell from beside that square lit-
tle butte,” Robson said, and gestured to
where a twenty-foot rock rose like a
headstone at the brink of the gully top.

Robson was glad of the darkness of
the veranda now. It was easy to control
his voice, but perhaps it would not have
been so easy to master the look on his
face or in the depths of his eyes. And
this night that was so like that other
a year ago had brought the past vivid-
ly before Robson. He had never exact-
ly planned to kill Gloria. Wihea her
htuisband had died, years before, Robson
had been executor of Grant’s estate. He
had juggled that a bit, but no one had
suspected it.

And then suddenly, Gloria herself,
not quite so artistically impractical as
he had assumed, had begun to ask em-
barrassing questions. He could have
disposed of them perhaps. He had come

up from the village, that night a year
ago, to see her about it; and had found
her out by the cliff, singing.

How vivid it all was to him now!
They had not been standing by that
little butte. He had moved her body
along the gully so that it would seem
she had fallen from there. But actually
they had been standing forty feet to
the right.

Robson’s gaze went there now.
Through the shimmering fog he could
vaguely see the ghostly cone-spire of
rock, that pinnacle beside which she
had been standing, singing her Valky-
rie song when he had quietly joined
her. And a little later she had stopped
and shown him a blood-red streak in
the rock. Like the blood of Brunhilde’s
enemies, strewn here. She had whim-
sically said something like that. She
had not known the significance of that
blood-red streak. But Robson had
known it.

INNABAR! The ore of quick-

silver! The fabulously rich lost
vein of quicksilver whieh for genera-
tiens had beeh rumored te be Seme-
where ifi these nearby meuntalns! And
Rere it was.

And then Robson, that night a year
ago, had suddenly urged Gloria to sing
for him. Perhaps she had hardly been
aware of his lunging shoulder, and how
he had darted back to avoid her clutch-
ing hands as she lost her balance and
fell into the gully. Her song had seemed
still echoing among the rocks, mingling
with the grim thud of her body as it
struck.

Then he had climbed down into the
gully, moved her body so that no at-
tention would be brought to the place
overhead from which actually it had
fallen, the place where the cinnabar out-
cropping showed its crimson streaks.
Robson had covered them carefully
with leaves and brambles. The bram-
bles were permanently growing there
new. The einnabar had net keen dis-
covered.

Robson, standing here now with Car-
ter on the dim veranda, chuckled trium-
phantly to himself. Ewverything had
worked out perfectly. He had executed
Gloria’s will with meticulous honesty.
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Gloria and this young husband of hers
were quite willing to sell the property,
not knowingly to him, but to a third
party who would buy it secretly for
him. Another year or two would pass.
Then Robson would “discover” the lost
cinnabar deposit, surprisingly here at
Crag Cottage.

“—and down at the village as we
came through tonight, an old man told
us something queer.” Young Carter’s
lew voice broke in on Robson’s roving
theughts.

“Eh? Told you something gqueer?”

“Yes.” Carter lowered his voice still
further, and cast a glance back across
the veranda to the living room door-
way. “I didn't want to tell you before
Jane. It harasses her—anything about
her dead mother.”

Apprehension shot through Robson.

“Told you something queef?"” he re-
peated. Something of suspicion that
Gloria had been murdered? Was there
talk like that around the village? It
seemed impossible.

“We thought it was just village su-
perstition, of course.” Young Carter
laughed awkwardly. “It seems idiotic
even to mention it to you, Mr. Robson.
I wouldn’t, only, just as we amikest—"

“Wihat?” Robson demanded.

“They're saying in the village that
there’s a ghost up here. Jane's mother
—she died singing—the death song,
they call it. And they claim that her
ghost still sings it, sometimes at might.”

“That’s rot.”

“Yow'we never heard it?”

“Don’t be absurd, Carter.
I havem't™

More than ever Robson was glad of
the darkness on the veranda. So the
damned mysterious thing had spread
to the village? Robson hadn't kmown
that. He had heard, or had thought he
had heard, that faint, ghostly, sumging
voice of Gloria out there among the
crags. Two or three times at night, in
the past week or so, that eerle velee had
geemed to float up, quavering in the
darkness for a moment of two, then dy-
ing inte silence.

The prodding, guilty conscience of a
murderer! Robson was an intelligent,
level-headed man; his mind was analy-
tical. His early training.had accus-

Of course

tomed him to surveying personal prob-
lems dispassionately. His conscience
over Gloria troubled him little, but he
realized, nevertheless, that imevitably
that eerie moomlit scene of her death
was always vividly in the back of his
mind.

WHEN he had thought he had
heard her seng again, that had
been his imagination, of course. Rob-
§on had tried te dismiss it as that, But
vaguely hHe was terrified. The damn-
able veiee had been §o real. A week
a e he had steed here en the veranda

staring inte the night, listening te that
threbbing eerie eall, se real it had
seeed impessible He was imagining it.

Another time He had started for the
erags aut there in the meomlight. The
VBl e waé fhere Had he see Her gai
tﬂeué 'BQE 28 115{8 FW% ‘gﬂ %%wm Héei
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But as he had neared the crags, in a
moment the eerie song had throbbed
away and was gone. And then he had
seen that the pallid shape was only
moonlight silvering a rock-spire.

Terror had flooded Robson that
night. And the terror was plucking at
him again now as he stood on the ver-
anda with young Carter—a more poig-
nant terror, for now hHe had the realiza-
tion that this could not be all his ewn
guilty imaginatien.

“That’s rot, Carter,” he repeated.
Queer how he could manage to hold his
voice steady, with the tumult inside of
him.,

“Yes, that's what Jane and 1
thought,” young Carter agreed. He
tried to laugh lugubriously. “But just
as we arrived tonight, Mr. Rebsomn, it
did seern as though we heard it ies.
Her voice, off there, singing. Beysnd
a doubt Jane recognized it as her Moth-
er's volce—and knew the seng. Just a
few fragments=just fof a few setonds;
and then it died away.”

Robson stared blankly. He had net
heard the voice tonight. He recalled
now that at that time he had been in the
kitchen and the water had been run-
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ning, so that he would not have heard
it.

“Wielll,” he said, and mustered a faint
skeptical smile, “that’s interesting, Mr.
Carter. But don't you think you're let-
ting youe imagination run away with
you? I must say I never saw a ghost,
much less heard one simg.”

"Nor I—before,” Carter agreed.

“And I don’t think talk like that is
good for Jame.™

The girl abruptly appeared behind
them in the living room doorway.

“Yaour're right,” Carter said. “That's
enough of it . . . Here we are, Jane.
We're coming back im.”

A ghost that could sing, might talik!
The ghost of a murdered woman, com-
ing to tell who had murdered her!
Might she not attempt to do that to-
night, now that Jane and young Carter
were here?

Robson tried to fling away the crazy
thoughts, but all evening they obsessed
him. It was difficult for him to remain
calm, to try and chat normally when
all the time he was straining his hear-
ing, horribly tense, expectant that
every instant the brooding silence out-
side the living room windows would
be broken by that ghostly song.

Or would her shape—pailid wraith of
the beautiful dark-haired Gloria appear
at one of these windows? Was that her
apparition out there now? Wihat rot!
He saw clearly that it was only the
filmy curtain which the night breeze
had drawn out through the window so
that the moonlight struck on it.

But murderers, obsessed like this,
had suddenly blurted out their guilt!
Robson tried to smile ironically to him-
self. Certainly he was not such an
hysterical idiot that there was any dan-
ger of him doing a thing like that.

“You look tired, Jane,"” he said quiet-
ly. “I’'m tired too. I think we should
all go to bed.”

OMORROW, Jane and her hus-

band would be gone. There was
just tonight. If only tonight that ac-
eursed ghost would keep quiet!

The crazy thoughts still were sweep-
ing Robson as, an hour later, he sat
tense in his bedroom. He had net um-
dressed. Sleep was far frem his

thoughts. Wiith the light out, he sat
between the bed and the windows
where the moonlight shafted in. Ex-
pectantly he was listening with all his
nerves taut—listening for the dreaded
song. A worman who was dead and yet
was singing. He realized that he was
gripping the arms of his chair, with fin-
gers bloodless, numbed by the pres-
sure,

But outside his opened windows
there was nothing but the far-flung
mountain silence, and that weird lumi-
nescent moonlight struggling down
through the fog. She had died on just
such a night as this. . . .

God! There it was! Suddenly mow,
the faint distant song came floating in
through his windows, striking such a
terror into him that he leaped to his
feet. Gloria’s song—iher vibrant voice.
Not ringing in his head, created by his
memory. He could not tell himself
that now, for he could hear it coming
in his windows. Her quivering, richly
throaty voice, faint and blurred by the
fog, eerie as an apparition itself.

At one of his windows he stood peer-
ing. The line of crags and little spires
out by the brink of the gully were so
muffled by the shining fog that they
seemed themselves to be ghosts. Off
to the left was the little butte from
which everybody thought she had
fallen. To the right was the rock-spire
with boulders around it, where she had
stood, singing like Brunhilde.

And she was there now! He couldn't

miss it. Her song was mounting in
power. Louder than he had ever heard
it before. Pallid, wraithlike, she must

be standing there now. A vengeful
Valkyrie, shrouded from him by the
fog.

Robson was hardly conscious that he
had leaped from his window to the
rocks six feet beneath. His ankle
turned, with a stab of pain that shot
up his leg. But he was hardly aware
of it as he limped forward, trying to
run. That damnable ghost voice. De-
fiance of Brunhilde for her enemies. A
battle cry of defiance. It still came
quivering from the fog-shrouded rocks
where the living woman once had
stood!

“Damn you, you can't sing like this!
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You're deadi!™

Numbly Rebson was aware that he
was muttering it to himself. He was
FURRIRG new. The crags and the little
stunted trees were areund him, blurred
ghostly shapes, disterted by the fog and
the moeenlight so that he could hasdly
tell just where they were. )

"Damn you, you can't sing like this!
You're deadr—"

If a ghest could sing, it could shout.
It couid eall that Wiillard Robson was
a murderer. But he weuldn't let that
happen. He would tear it apart. Si-
lence it! He would have to silence it
now before it started to talk. A ghost
couldn’t sing or talk if you tore it apart.

“Damn you, I see you mow ™

He thought he saw her, but it was
only a rock in the fog. The song
seemed to be shifting. He stumbled
over a boulder as he veered sideward.
She was trying to escape hiim!

Wihere was the gully brink? Had
she stopped singing? She had been
right here just a moment ago. He was
staggering now through the brambles.

It may have been that Wiillard Rob-
son was dimly aware that under his
staggering tread the rocky ground
abruptly had melted away. Then he
must have known, just for a second or
two, that he was falling. His agonized,
blood-chilling scream rang out, but it
was stilled by the crashing thud as his
body smashed on the rocks far down in
the shadowed gully.

T'HE ghostly death song had fibated
away. There was only the brood-

ing night silence of the desolate moun-
tains. And en the lip of the brink there
was fething but blurred, fog-enveloped
rocks, dimly patehed with huminescent
moonlight, And on the ground, enly
the broken, seattered brambles, with
reeks streaked llke bleed to mark
where Robson had fallen.
*x *x ¥

“He went over just about here”
young Carter was saying. “My wife
and I heard the ghost of her mother
singing out here. Constable, that
sounds foolish, I know. I can only tell
you what it seemed like to us. And
we had heard it earlier in the evenimg.”

The flashlights of the constable and

the crowding little group of villagers
stabbed eerily through the feog=tiny
blurred beams that shifted and struek
upon the crags, materializing them like
ghosts out of Niothingness.

“Easy!” someone cried. “Loolkout!
Here's the brink right close to us.
Things are deceptive in this fog.”

“You thought you heard a dead
woman singing out here?"” the ¢onsta-
ble demanded.

“Yes,” Carter agreed solemnly. “We
went to our window. Then we saw
Mr. Robson. He was limping, running
out here. He surely must have heard
that weird song. Then the fog blurred
his figure, but we heard him scream as
he went over.”

“Here’s blood on the rocks, under
these brambles,” a village woman said
suddenly.

“Blood?"”
three other men knelt down.
of the men leaped to his feet.

“Blood?” he exclaimed. “Why,
there’s cinnabar here! Hey you people,
come here an’ look!"

The lost vein of quicksilver! Every-
one here had heard the tale of it all his
life. The old prospector who had
gasped out the news of his fabulously
rich strike and with excitement over-
taxing his heart, had died before he
could tell where it was.

These villagers of the little mountain
mining town were more excited mow
over the cinnabar than over the acci-
dental death of Robson. The men were
tearing away the brambles, digging and
poking, following the outcropping of
red-streaked rocks,

“It’s the real thing,” someone ex-
claimed at last. “Wto owns this prop-
erty mow?”

“My wife,” Carter said.

“Wedll you’re in luck. It's sure for-
tunate Robson fell over here. This lode
might never have been discovered.
There could be a million dellar profit
here—mebbe more if you handle it
right.”

They were all silent for a mement,
awed by the luck that chanee had se
strangely brought te Carter.

Strange indeed. And to Carter there
came a new strangeness when later that
night he was in the cabin of old Boggs,

The constable and two or
Then one
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the caretaker. The decrepit, senile old
man was hastily putting away a small
square box as they entered.

A phonograpih!

“What are you doing with that?"
Carter demanded.

“Don’t take my records away from
me, Mr. Carter,” the frightened old man
pleaded. *“Please don't. I love her
music so. Her voice—wihen I listen to
it now at night, seems like she was still
alive, singin’ for me. I loved her, Mr.
Carter—never was a sweeter, dearer
woman than her.”

E had found several old master

records of Gloria Grant's velce
trials—her unaccompanied songs, re-
corded on the thick soft-wax dises.
Fearful that they would be taken away
frem him, he had kept them hidden,
with his little eld eamp phenegraph.

“You've been playing these?” Carter
demanded.

“Yes, Mr. Carter. Sometimes. Just
a little—to remind me of her. But 1
was always 'fraid somebody would hear
me. I never dared play one for more
than a minute or two. Please don't

45

take them away from me! 1 love
them.”

And from here, Carter realized, the
faint floating music might easily echo
off from the crags at the gully brink,
reaching the bungalow so that one
might think the source of the music
was out on the rocks.

“And you played that Valkyrie song
tonight +* Carter demanded.

The absent-minded old man looked
confused. He sat clutching the butter-
colored discs on his lap, still fearful that
someone would take them from him
forcibly.

“I played them tonight?” he stam-
mered. “No, I don't think so. I wanted
to—maybe I did—I can't rermember—
but I was 'fraid you would hear me.
It's been a few nights now, more may-
be, since I played "em.”

The young man looked at the aged
caretaker and wondered if his feeble
mind could be depended on for the
truth. He shrugged his shoulders.

To Carter it was all very strange.
Yet not even Carter, nor Jane, nor any-
one living, had any way of kmowing
how really strange it was.
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“I TALKED WATH GOD"

(yes, 1 did—aelually and literally)

and as a result of that little talk with God a
strange Power came into my life. After 42 years
of horrible, dismal, sickening failure, everything
took on a brlghter hue. It's fascinating to talk
with God, and it can be done very easily once
you learn the secret. And when you do—well
—tthere will come into your life the same
dynamic Power which came into mine., The
shackles of defeat which bound me for years
went a-shimmering—and now—?2—vwsll, 1 own
control of the largest daily newspaper in eur
County, I own the largest office building in eur
City, I drive a beautiful Cadillac limousine, 1
own my own home which has a lovely pipe-organ
in it, and my family are abundantly provided
for after I'm gone. Amnd all this has been made
possible because one day, ten years ago, I actu-
ally and literally talked with God.

You, too, may experience that strange m §tx-
cal Power which comes from talking with
and when you do, if there is poverty, unr@gt.

unhappiness, or ill-health in your life, welli—
this same God-Power is able to do for you what
it did for me. No matter how useless or helpless
your life seems to be—all this can be changed.
For this is not a human Power I'm talking about
—iit’s a God-Power. And there can be no limita-
tions to the God-Power, can there? Of course
not. You probably would like to know how you,
too, may talk with God, so that this same Power
which brought me these goed things might come
into your life, too. Well—just write a letter or
a post-card to Dr. Frank B. Robinson, Dept.
711-11, Moscow, Idahe, and full particulars of
this strange Teaching will be sent to you free
of charge. But write now—wihille you are in the
moed. It enly eests one eent to find out, and this
fight easily be the mest profitable one cent you
have ever spent. It may sound umbecliiewalile—
but it’s true, 6f I wouldn't tell you it was.—
Advt. Copyright, 1939, Frank B. Robinson.
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Deatth, Step Aside!

ﬁ dRrirH DALE waited on the
bus step for the lanky store-

keeper, shifting his heavy
bag to the other hand.

“Mister,” the lanky man panted, “I
figurel I better ask. Supposin’ you
don’t come back for your car like you
plan. What should I do with it? You
got relations or a wife or somebody I
maybe ought te notify to come get it?*

“Liisten,” Dale said wearily, “for the
tenth time. Get my car ffoedl I'll be
back for it tomorrow afternoon. And
if you won't tell what it is at Bellville
that's got everybody scared into hys-
terics, for heaven's sake stop harping
about iit!”

The lanky man shifted a bulge from
one thin cheek to the other and squirted
a yellow stream into the night. His
narrow eyes, shifting from Dale’s solid

The shotgun’s blast was deafening but the herfibly

Molding Corpses Stalk Darkness as Fafe
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bulk to the surrounding shadows and
back, were furtive.

“It ain't fitten to talk about some
things,"” he declared in a hoarse whis-
per. “Wen dead bodies climb out of
their graves and chase people, it ain't
good to talk too much. Just leave it
stand. Your car’ll be ready in case
you get back from Hellville, as folks
calls it these days.”

“Hell!"

Dale swore disgustedly as the man
turned suddenly and scuttled back to-
ward the friendly lights of the store.
It his car hadn’t broken down, he'd be
in Bellville now instead of listening to
prattle in the little cross-roads settle-
ment of Dodd Corners,

The blue and white monster of a bus
was well filled with passengers who
slumbered uncomfortably or turned
sleepy stares on the muscular figure of
Wanth Dale as he climbed in. Dale
frowned at the filled seats and fially
settled himself in the outer half of a

mutilated figure came on.

i
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double seat, beside a fat man Whe
snored under the protecting mantie ef
a plaid topcoat. .

The bus driver jackknifed up eut of
the darkness, dropped a limp mall sagk
in front and came back dewn the aisle.

“Bellville, eh?” His §hafg eyes
studied Dale's square face as he sep-
arated the halves of the ticket. “¥ou
don’t look like a native of Dodd Cer-
ners? You don’t look scared emough
for that.™

The fat man beside Dale yelped
sharply, struggled into the farthest cor-
ner of his seat and turned frightened
eyes on his seatmate. His moon face
was pasty white.

“Bellville?” he cried shakily. “You
going to Bellville? Excuse me, mister.
This seat is taken. You gotta move.”

The driver shrugged and turned back
up the aisle.

“Come on up in front on the single,”
he said over his shoulder. “It’s only
twelve miles so you probably won't
sleep. I'd appreciate some company
that didn't smore.”

Stirs of whispered conversation,
sharp questions and hushed answers,
reached Dale's ear. The mystery of
Bellville had surely commumicated its
panic to the entire countryside,

E bus snorted, poked its glassy

nose out onte the pavement and

settled to a droning rumble. Dale

tipped his head back and let his mind

wander back over the reason for his
trip to Bellville.

It had come that forenoon in a tele-
gram signed “P. A. Connor, President,
The Bellville Printing Company.” The
wire had read.

UNDERSTAND YOU ARE CAPABLE
AT SOLVING MYSTERIES STOP
SOME UNKNOWN POWER IS BRING-
ING DEAD BODIES OUT OF OUR
GRAVEYARDS TO WALK AROUND
AND FRIGHTEN OUR EMPLOYEES
STOP OUR BUSINESS AT A STAND-
STILL STOP SPEEDY SOLUTION IM-
PERATIVE STOP PREPARED TO PAY
YOUR REGULAR FEES PLUS BONUS
gTOlF’ WIRE IF AND WHEN YOU CAN

OME

Half an hour after receiving the
strange message, an answering tele-
gram had informed P. A. Connor that
Detective Warth Dale of the Dale In-

vestigation Bureau would arrive the
following morning. But Dale was al-
ready in his car, driving toward Bell-
ville. He always preferred to arrive be-
fore he was expected, to study the situ-
ation and draw conclusions uncolored
by local superstitions,

Dale’s lips twisted in the darkness.
So dead bodies climbed out of their
graves and walked, did they? It prom-
ised to be an interesting case. He had
faore than once seen criminals resort
to grease paint and superstition in an
effort to frighten people with the belief
that the dead were arising. The hol-
ster under Dale’s left arm carried ef-
fective medicine a gaiimstt “walking
dead.”

“Around this bend and over the
ridge,” the driver’s voice broke into his
reverie, “you should see the lights of
Bellville—providing they have any
lights en. We get in at nine-five, but
last run the place looked like a morgue.
Everybody was locked in a bedroom,
nursing a shetgun, I guess.”

The bus was thundering between a
steep bluff on the right and a steep
dropoftf on the left. Heavy telephone
poles jutting from the bluff overhung
the road, their tops hidden in darkness.

The headlights swung around the
curve, fliickering over the white guard
posts at the left. Abruptly a stran-
gled curse tore through Dale’s lips,
echoing the driver’s sharp cry.

A man was walking toward them,
straight down the center line of the
pavement. His pace was a queer, jerky
walk—a lifting and dropping of feet
like the mechanical pace of an awtem-
aton. No lifting of the head er
change ot pace indleated that the ap-
proaching figuie was aware of the Bus.
Yet light fleeded the highway and the
rearifg fmonster was but a seant hun-
dred feet away.

“Get over, you fool!” shrieked the
driver, pounding at the hoen button,
pumping frantically en the pewerful
brakes. “Get out of the way! 1 ean't
turn out! Get over!”

The big bus lurched and jerked to
the pressure of the brakes, but to begin
to stop at that speed, in so short a dis-
tance, was impossible. Although the
driver swerved left, almost onte the
guard posts, the right wheels still pro-
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jected well over the center of the nar-
row road.

For just a heartbeat, the lights were
full upon the man’s face. In that in-
stant, cold fingets plucked a chill from
Dale’'s spine. There was the briefest
possible impression of deadivess in the
relentless forward areh of the encom-
ing figawe. Surely ne living persen
would face an enrushing bus witheut
faltering er turnling out of the way.

“Oh, merciful God!™

The driver's despairing sscream
blended into the dull thud that traveled
through the lurching bus—the unfor-
gettable crunch of metal through flesh
and bone. Then something shapeless
flew past Dale’s window, off into the
darknesg as the bus ground to a stop
amid the sereech of sliding tires and
the eder of secerched rubber. Then
pandemeniufn burst ferth ameng the
passengers.

TRIED not to hit him!” sobbed

M. the driver, turning a twisted face
to Dale. “I tried not to! It wasn't
my fault™

“You did all you could,” Dale
snapped, fighting the tenseness that
gripped his nerves. “You weren’t to
blame. But we’ve got to find him. He
may not be dead—only badly hurt.
Corme om!”

“Not dead?” The scream jerked
Dale’s head around to where the fat
man stood clawing the cushions in an
agony of panic. “Not dead? He was
dead before we hit him! He was one
of Hellville’s walking dead! I know
he was! Deon’t open that door! Drive
eh as fast as you ean of the thing will
get all of ws.”

His panic spread like wildfire. A
woman sobbed helplessily. An
awakened child began to scream and
men muttered frightened agreement to
the fat man’'s gibbering terror.

“Shut up, you fool!” Dale ordered.
“Yaouw're scaring everybody into hyster-
ics. We can’t leave an injured man
out there.”

“Driver!” the fat man shrieked, start-
ing forward. “Yaouw're pledged to pro-
tect your passengers. You daren't
leave us at the mercy of the Thing that
fade Hinmt”

An automatic sprouted suddenly in

Dale’s fist, its metallic sheen unmis-
takable. The forward surge of passen-
gers halted.

“Ome more peep out of you, Fatty,”
Dale snarled, “and you get acquainted
with my own private corpse maker. Sit
down there and shut up! I'll plug the
first one who moves before we get
back.”

It was rough but effective medicine.
The fear of Dale’s gun and menacing
expression overcame hysteria.

“Come on, Mister,” the driver said,
his pale face set in grim lines. “I've
got a fleshlight here that'll pick him out
in a hurry. Just in case, though, you
better keep that cannon handy. I been
hearing too many fairy tales about this
neighborhood to feel any tee comfort-
able outside.”

Beyond the yellow fan from the head-
lights, the night was pitch black. The
tail-lights threw an angry glow on the
pavement, making a weaving red ghost
of the bus’ exhaust plume. Rising wind
plucked weird harmeny frofm the tele-
phone wires overhead and broeught the
shadows te life with sly rustlings.

“There he is,” the driver whispered
hoarsely, shooting his light up the steep
bluff toward a jagged pathway torn
through the bushes. “Look how his
body tore up the grouwd!”

They bent over the huddled flesh, the
driver moving so that his shoulder
touched Dale’s as if for companionship.
The flashlighit showed the body of an
elderly man, its entire right side
smashed to pulp by the terrifie impact
of the bus’ bumper and fender.

But the left side of the man’s body
and head was unmarred. Whiskers
shadowed the waxy flesh and over them
gleamed the green scum of mold. There
was mold on the torn clothing and
brownish spots like moldy earth on the
black shoes.

But what tore a strangled oath from
Dale’s tight lips was the fact that no-
where in the pulpy horror of mangled
flesh and bone was there a trace of
blood.

The driver poked a trembling hand
into the circle of light and touched the
dead hand as Dale knelt and laid his
palm against the unmarked side of its
face. The driver’'s hand jerked away.

“He feels like he’d been dead for
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days!" he breathed jerkily.
“Yes,” Dale agreed slowly, rising to
his feet. “For days—or even weeks.”

— N——

CHAPTER 11

I'll Protectt You

TRICIA CONNOR'S heels beat
a defiant tattoo on the empty
street. Rising wind swirled around her
trim figure, molding her severe biisi-
ness sult inte tightness that betrayed
the very eufves it was designed to €on-
eeal. Rays frem the swaying street
lamp seemed te burst ints fame as they
teuched her eeppery hairf:

Overhead, a moaning wind played
with autumn-stripped twigs, rattling
them together like skeleton flitgers
beating time to a danse macallee of
flying leaves. Darting shadows fled
from the light, keeping always just out
of reach of its yellow fiingers.

But one shadow, darker than the rest,
stayed beyond the darting light. It
moved steadily, relentlessly through
thick shrubbery, staying the same dis-
tance behind Patricia Connor’s figure
as she passed the intersection and
plunged inte the thicker darkness of
the next block.

Louder than the wailing wind was
the drum beat of pounding blood in
Pat Connor’'s ears. But louder still, for
a moment when the wind lulled, was
the unmistakable scuiffssutiff of pur-
suing footsteps. Then the sound
stopped as though whoever made it was
aware that the abrupt hush had been a
betrayal.

For one wild moment, a scream
struggled in Patricia’s throat. Then
came the realization of its futility.
Every house on the street was dark.
Even if her scream was heard few, if
any, would brave the horrors of prowl-
ing corpses to investigate. Pamiec
wheeled her areund, giving her trem-
bling limbs an almost irreslstible urge
fa{ ee baek te the here she had just
eft.

But with the panic came the terrifly-
ing knowledge that the pursuing thing
was between her and that haven. On
either side lay still deeper shadiows,

pregnant with unknown terrors. Ahead
lay her destination, the hell-ridden
printing plant where dead men with the
mold of the grave on theiir ffaces
marched among the presses in the dead
ef night.

Then her heels resumed their click-
ing, carrying her resolutely toward the
dark bulk of the plant ahead. Even
with its horrors, the familiar walls of
the place would be a haven of protec-
tion from the menace outside. And be-
sides, the drive of duty that was
stronger than fear forced her on to the
cormpletion of her errand.

Why had she left on that business
trip a week ago? In that brief absence,
hell itself had opened to pour its un-
holy company upon Bellville and upon
those people whose livelihood depended
upon her courage.

She had heard the ghastly, unbeliev-
able tale this morning from the lips of
grizzled pressmen whose eyes reflected
a terror that no human menace could
ever put there. Even before her bags
were uinpacked upon her arrival, she
had telegraphed a detective because she
had refused to share the beliet of the
commmumnity that the reign of terror had
a supernatural erigin. New, in the
fear-drenched shadews ot night, she be-

an te deubt her ewh assuranee. But
i her moment of panle, the knewledge
that her failure meant ruin te the entire
eommmunity dreve her 6f.

Deep shadows obscured the plant as
Pat approached. It seemed almost as
though the shadows were clouds of evil
darkness that had rolled down to en-
gult the rugged building. Her imag-
ination began to create meovement
among the shadows. OF was it ihag-
ination?

E scream burst forth this time,

gorn from her tight threat by the
horrible vision. One of the deep
shadows was moving, leaving its €om-
panions to glide toward hef, drifting
through the night with an effortless, re-
lentless motion. From the edges of the
grotesque shape, twin arms of blaek
projected, pumping up and dewn with
a rhythmic, soundless beat like the rise
and fall of a pendulum beating away
the last moments of sanity. Then the
screams became gaspimg 8sobs of
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wrenching, burning agony.

“Miss Pat!” The voice came out of
the moving shadow, proof that the last
shred of her sanity had fleell. “Miss
Pat! Oh, Miss Pat, I didn't mean to
gighten you that way. It's only me—

us.”

The soft voice slid across the fear-
polished surface of her numbed brain,
was absorbed by the tremendous roar
of wrath from the pursuing shadow be-
hind.

“Miss Connor! What's happened?
If they've harmed a hair of your head,
I'll blast them to a hell they'll never
leave. You, in the shadow tihere—I've
got a shotgun full of buckshot aimed at
your middle.”

The roar knifed through Pat’s hy-
steria, replaced horror with a normal
fear that sent her stumbling wildly
back.

“Jerry! Don’t shoot!
—Gus Hentjen.”

Then Jerry Sone'’s strong arms were
around her, muffling her sobs against
the rough warmth of his leather jacket
while his fleshlighit split the night to
limn with its pitiless glare the white-
haired old man in the wheelchait.

“Jerry! Gus!” Pat cried, fighting for
self-control. “I—0’m sorry I was such
a fool.”

“Amy other girl would have faimted,”
Jerry snapped, scowling at Gus Hent-
jen’s deeply lined face, his massive
torso and corded arms against the
wheels of the chair. “Gus, you should
have had more senise than to barge out
ot the dark at such a time.”

Mild anger stirred in the old man's
eyes.

“At least I didn’t chase her down
dark streets,” he snapped back.

“Stop flighting, both of you,” Pat or-
dered with mock severity, dropping an
affectionate kiss on the old man’s white
hair. “Yow're my two best friends, and
you were both trying to help me. Please
keep on helping. I need friends so

It's only Gus

badly now.”
“I'm sorry,” Gus said, his face
smoothing. “We won’t quarrel. But

when I phoned your house and your
mother said you were coming here, I
was frantic. Then when I heard foot-
gteps following you, I couldn’t think
of anything but getting to your side.”

He smiled a wry smile, moved the
plaid blanket away from his shriveled
legs to reveal a heavy pistol on his lap.

“I was dumb, Gus,"” Jerry Sone apol-
ogized. “I been watching Miss Pat's
house with my shotgun all evening. I
figuretl when she came out I could fol-
low without disturbing her, and be
handy if she needed me.”

Adoration shone in his eyes as he
dropped the shotgun over his arm and
moved close to Pat. A farm boy turned
printer, Jerry Sone was foreman of the
pressroom and, in spite of his youth, a
capable manager. Togeither with old
Gus who, ever since the printing plant
started, had managed its office detail
from his wheeldhair, young Sone was
one of Patricia Connor's most depend-
able employees.

&M/ M ISS PAT,” Gus said, shifting

AV¥E his eyes nervously toward
the dark building, “you can't think of
going in there tonight. I'm not saying
dead men really walk in there, but
there’s something in that bullding that
isn't safe for you te meet.”

“I’'ve got to, Gus,” Pat insisted, lift-
ing her chin defiantly. “I must get the
figuress from our cost sheets or I can't
send the bid in on that big job. I can’t
let my childish fear ruin everyone's
livelihood. They depend on me, Gus.”

“I'll go with you if you must go,”
Jerry Sone put in grimly. “[‘ve got
two barrels crammed with lead to dis-
courage ghosts, and I'll see you home
safely afterward. I'm not afraid.”

Togeither they won the old man over
at last and together they wheeled him
back to his little bungalow, whete he
lived alone. At the door they bade
him good night and left him, muttering
dubiously, after he had again insisted
that Jerry Sone look out for the girl.

“You were mighty brave, Miss Pat,”
Sone said soberly as he unlocked the
door and felt for the light switches.
“But I'm afraid I shouldn’t have let
you come here. There's something in
here that isn’t human, and somehow
my shotgun doesn’t seem so powerful
now.” He added after a moment, flip-
ping switches until every inch of the
plant was bathed in radiamce: “At
least it's worth a few pennies on the
light bill te see what we’re up against.”
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“I'll only be a few minutes,” Pat
said, fighting down the feeling of terror
that gripped her as she bent over the
files in her own private office. “I can't
tell you how I appreciate your staying
with me, Jerry.”

Instantly she was sorry she had said
that, for she knew too well the love
that smoldered in Jerry Sone’s heart.
She had honestly tried to find a spark
of answering flame in her own heart,
but there was nothing but friendly af-
fection for the tall youth,

“Listen!” Sone said abruptly, grip-
ping the shotgun. “Tihat sounded like
a sthot.”

She had heard it too—a faint report
from somewhere outside, borne away
on the wailing wind almost before her
ears were sure of its existence.

“Ewen if it was,” Sone added after a
moment’s tense silence, “I’'m not mov-
ing from this doorway. Whille I'm here,
nothing will get past unless it's over my
dead body.”

Suppressing the shudder aroused by
the grim irony of that remark, Pat bent
over her figumes. For several minutes
there were no sounds but the scratch-
ing of her pencil, the wail of wind out-
side and the tick of the big clock en the
wall.

Without warning, every light in the
block-long building winked out. Her
startled gasp blending with Jerry
Sone's startled oath, Pat fled around
the desk until her firngers touched the
welcorme leather of his jacket.

“Stay behind me,” Sone whispered.
“I'll ... Heavens abowe!"

Hard muscles knotted beneath her
fingers as his fimgers tightened on the
gun. Then, over his shoulder, she saw
the eerie vision that had caused his ex-
clamation.

Midway down the pressroom aisle, a
weird figure glowed in the darkness.
Then, as her eyes accepted the dark-
ness, she saw that it was the first of
the row of giant flet-bed printing
presses. But new the whole mass of
iren and steel writhed with a hellish
green flame that eutlined every belt
and rivet.

HE wanted to scream but no sound
could force its way past the agon-
ising tightness of her throat. Her

trembling limbs seemed about to fail
her completely. Uncomsciously her fin-
gers kneaded the arm of Jerry Sone's
jacket with terrific strength born of
terror.

“Hang onto me!” Sone whispered.
“Wkell make a run for the door. If
you feel anything, scream.”

Three steps they took through the
blackness. Then, as abruptly as they
had vanished, the lights came on, blind-
ing the two with brilliance. The office
and pressroom looked the same. There
was no green phantom down the row
of presses mow.

“DMhat’s warning enough,” Sone said
grimly. “We're getting out of here
while we're still sane.”

“No!” She set her teeth with des-
perate determination and clung to the
young foreman’s arm. “No! In five
more minutes I'll have my work done.
I've got to finish, Jerry. Maybe—may-
be the wind swung the wires, made the
lights go out. Jerry, please stay an-
other five minutes! I'll hurry.”

Fighting against the weakness of her
trembling body, she went back to her
desk, forcing herself to forget every-
thing but the work before her. Slowly
the job absorbed her attention as she
bent her copper hair closer and closer
to the desk.

“Jerry!” she said, looking up.

Then cold fingers gripped her pound-
ing heart, squeezing it into an icicle of
terror that pounded agonizingly in her
tight breast. The door to her office was
empty. Jerry Sone’s tall form was no-
where in sight.

“Jerry! Wihere are you? Jerry,
come back!™

It came then, the sudden snarling
whine of an electric motor, a familiar
sound that her ears interpreted as the
starting moan of the big paper cutter,
a gigantic power-driven knife whose
guillotinelike blade could slice through
a thousand sheets of heavy paper as
though through a soft cheese. The
whine broke into the grinding clank
of turning wheels as the big knife
cihugged into its grooved seat. Then
the sound died away into silence.

“Jerry!"

She heard him coming back to her
then, heard his heavy boots clumping
back along the concrete flomr. He was
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coming back, coming to protect her
from harm, coming to keep his promise,
She flmgged her trembling limbs to ac-
tivity, made them carry her around the
desk to the pressroom door,

Jerry Sone was coming, advancing
with a queer, jerky rising and falling
of the heavy boots. Like a meotor-
driven robot he came, steadily, relent-
lessly, still clutching the shotgun in his
hand,

But Jerry Sone was a headless
corpse, blood spurting in tiny crimson
fountains around the splinter of white
bone above the stump of neck. Yet
he walked steadily, inexorably toward
her, aid s he macird, his left hand
moved up to fumble dead fingers with
;he gory welter above the leather col-
afr.

Sobbing in numb horror, Pat slipped
downward to the floor as strength
flomeed out of her muscles at the unholy
sight. Slowly her head tipped forward
until the vision was above her view.
But now her eyes focused on the trail
of crimson splashes moving toward
her, dripping frem Jerry Sene’s gory
Angasss.

Helpless, denied even the blessed
anaesthesia of unconsciousness, she
watched the crimson splashes ap-
proach. Then there were no more pools
on the floor, only heavy boots lifting
and falling—and the splash of some-
thing warm against her hair.

Then the dam in her throat burst and
on the wings of the first tortured
shriek, her senses fled into merciful
blackness.

CHAPTER 111
Drappeld fronn the Sky

'I‘HE Bellville Furniture and Under-
taking Company stoed on the main
street, its dark windows shadowy with
the vague shapes of furniture, rugs, re-
frigerators and household appliances.
Behind the store, light showed through
the spectral funeral chapel, coming
from the square, white-tiled operating
room beyond. In this room, Rolley
Bird, Bellville’s funeral director, pre-
pared his bodies.

The room itself was a cube of glisten-
ing white, surrounding the white op-
erating table on which the body lay.
It was the old man who had been struck
by the bus. Stripped of its clothing,
the figure plainly showed the terrific
force of the impaet of the bus. The
entire right side, from head to hip, was
a mangled mass of torn flesh from
which splintered bones protruded. But
nowhere was there a sign ef bleod er
ghehuaual raw-beet appearanee ot tern

esh.

Doc Summers bent over the figure
from one side of the table, his pudgy
figure wrapped in a white apron. Across
from him, Rolley Bird, his sharp eyes
alight with professional curiiosity,
poised a sharp knife and bent his head
toward Sheriff Tom Boland and Worth
Dale.

“Tthis probably won’t be nice, Dale.
Are you sure you and Tom don’t want
to go out and test my new easy chairs
till we're tiwougtn?”

“Thanks, I'll stick,” Dalle said
shortly, his face blank. “My stomach
gave up in disgust years ago."”

Sheriff Boland turned his gaunt face
to stare briefly at Dale’s thick-set flig-
ure and square face. Then he signaled
for the autopsy to begin.

Despite the air of tension that
gripped them all, there was calm effi-
ciency in the way Doc Summers and
Rolley Bird bent to their task. Swift
strokes of the sharp knives laid bare
the dead flesh down the breastbone,
peeled it back away from white ribs
that were whole on one side, shattered
en the eother. Then Deo¢ Summers
drew a small saw frem his bag.

“Let’s talk,” Tom Boland said
abruptly, turning his eyes away from
the scrape of sawteeth on bone. “I
ain’t big enough liar to say I really en-
joy this.”

In the outer chapel, beyond the
sound of the saw, the two dropped into
chapel seats and lighted cigarettes. Bo-
land blew out a mouthful of smoke and
studied the cigarette, rolling it between
his long fiiiggers. His face was expres-
sionless.

“You got a permit to bulge the left
side of your coat that way?” he in-
quired mildly, without looking at Dale.
“Judging by the bump, your cannon
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must be at least seventy-five caliber.”

Dale chuckled suddenly, dug out his
wallet and handed it over, opened to
his credential card. Sheriff Boland
stuck the cigarette into a corner of his
wide mouth, tilted his head to keep
smoke from his eyes and studied the
card.

“Okay,” he said finally, handing it
back. “Go on from there.”

“Dhere’s no place to go,” Dale told
him. “In answer to a wire from a Mr.
P. A. Connor, I took on the job of shoo-
ing the local dead back into their
graves. The rest is just that my car
broke down near Dedd Cortners, I
hopped a bus and walked inte the fra-
cas you heard about frem the bus driver
and the ether passemgers.”

NY smile wrinkles touched the

corners of Boland's eyes. “Mfiver
Connor, eh? You’lll get on all right
with Pat Cenner.”

“Suppose,” Dale said, “you give me
a quick picture of what's going on here.
I'm still in the dark except for fairy
tales.”

“Hell!” Boland barked, suddenly
wrathful. “All anybody knows sounds
like a fairy tale. Two nights ago the
corpse of old Jim Rowven comes march-
ing through the plant with his beard
full of grave mold and chases the night
shift out in hysterics. Last night the
erew went baek en y prorise te stand
guard. About ten o'cleck, aleng comes
a fellew that had beef Reven, sure
eneugh a eerpse and walking slew and
jerky like He was weund Up with a
§prifg meter iR him.”

He studied the cylinder of his cigar-
ette for a moment.

“Tthis time he headed straight for me,
lifting a long knife. I put two shots
over his head without his missing a
step. Then I put four mere in his chest
and he didn't even fllirvin”

“Tihen what?” Dale asked, leaning
forward tensely.

“Then,” Boland said dryly, “I kind
of went on out with the night crew.
Didn't seem much sense in hamging
around with my gun empty and the
corpse still coming. Then this mern-
ing there was a notice tacked to the
wall, warning the plant that the next
person to come in at nlght would be

made a walking corpse, too. I went out
to the cemetery and there wasn’t a
trace of digging around any of the
graves.”

“Was that your same corpse we hit
tonight?”

“Yep! Same identical Jim Roven,
He got too lazy to live so he died about
three months back. A poor farmer
from out west of town, he was.”

“Maybe he’ll quit now, with his
corpse used up,” Dale suggested.

“I wish I could think it was over,”
Boland snapped. “But somehow I
don’t. I think it’s just beginning.” He
paused a moment, then added wrath-
fully. “Hiell, it don’t make sense! In
the first place there ain't a crime ex-
cept breach of peace so far. Then how
It works has me stumped. Every night
that plant's beeh lecked tight. Even
ehanged leeks and I kept the enly keys.
Still it gees en and ne signs ef any
deer beifig epened. 1 think I get as
fAueh commen sense as the average, But
By judas, I'm beginning t6 Bbelieve
there is seme iARUMman qBBW‘é'E behind it
all; danged if 1 Firey

“Gentlemen!” Rolley Bird’s voice
called them back to the morgue room.
“I wish we could hand you some good
news, but we can't. My embalming
job was a good one, that's all I found.
Otherwiise, there isn’t a ghest of an ex-
euse for that body to move unless seme-
bedy eame aleng and meved it.”

“Sorry, Tom,” Do¢ Summers said,
shrugging into his coat. “I even per-
formed a cranial post—and Rolley’s
right. Just a normal, well embalmed
dead bedy.”

Sheriff Tom Boland lifted his wide-
brimmed hat to mop wet rivulets from
his seamed forehead. His hand was
not quite steady. Dale leaned a hard
fist against the tiled wall, staring dewn
at the bedy through narrewed lids.

“Witlhh a power like that loose,” he
rasped, “you can’t tell me it will be
wasted on scaring printers. Whoever
is responsible has to be stopped of
Heaven only knows what brand of hell
we’re liable to see. Sheriff, give me
youe key. I'm going through that
plant. ... .”

ORTH DALE saw the light fiist-
ting toward him from a block
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away. He was walking through the
dark tunnel of the empty street, the
wind tugging at his clothes and fitop-
ping the brim of his hat. The neise of
the wind and the rustling leaves eould
effectually coneeal a hidden enemy, so
Dale walked eaiitiously with his hand
on the checkered butt of his awtomatie.

He saw almost at once that the light
came from a flishligint. Then, as it
drew closer, he saw the figures of a man
and a girl pushing a white-haired man
in a wheelchair. He had no way of
knowing that he saw Pat Connor, Jerry
Sone and Gus Hentjen going to the lat-
ter's bungalow, so he crept in pursuit.

He was close when the bumgalow
light came on and the old man lifted
his chair across the threshold with a
flip of powerful arms. Dale was close
enough to hear the old man say:

“Take care of her, Jerry. She
shouldn’t be going into that hellish
plant tonight. God help you if our Pat
is hammed.”

“Don’t worry,” the tall youth an-
swered, clutching his shotgun. “I
won’t let anything happen to Miss
Connor.”

Miss Connor! Dale pondered that,
crouching in shadows until the closing
door cut off the flood of light. Then
the girl with the coppery hair must be
P. A. Connor’s daughter, And she was
going into the printing plant at night,
escorted only by the young fellow with
the shotgun,

A curse slipped from Dale’s lips.
That girl was too young, too lovely, to
be menaced by the shades of moldering
dead. He couldn’t imagine what im-
pelling urge could send her into such a
place tonight, of all nights, but it was
a perfeet setup for some new heorrofr.
Grim-faeed, Dale swung areund the
bungalew, determined to be on hand if
anything did happen.

He knew from what he had seen and
from Boland’'s directions, that the
printing plant must back up almost
against the back yard of the bungalow.
In that case, by cutting through the
dark lot, he should be able to reach the
plant entrance when the young man
and the girl did without betraying his
presence.

Moving softly, with every sense alert
for danger, Dale followed the sod edge

of a driveway past the bungalow. The
moaning wind had a dozen unfamiliar
sounds and the shadows were deep
enough to hide any number of menac-
ing forms. Yet there was no tamgible
reason for the sudden prickle of warn-
ing that coursed down Dale's spine.

He stopped for a long time, listening
and searching the shadows in vain.
There was no apparent danger. Only
a sixth sense persisted in warning him
of some evil presence lurking close by.

The white ghost of a garage loomed
close and Dale skirted it, his breath un-
comfortably loud through tight nos-
trils, his palm clammy with sweat
against the automatic's grips. He came
to a narrow gate and slid through it,
feeling the crunch of gravel under his
shoes as he came into the delivery alley
that ran beside the plant.

Abruptly he heard the front door of
the building slam, somewhere to the
left and a moment later squares of dull
light sprang up along the plant wall
before him, Patricia Connor and her
escort had entered the building. Dale
swung toward the front of the plant,
throwing caution aside as he strode
over the gravel.

He stopped in mid-stride, feeling
again the oppressive sense of impend-
ing menace. Then he heard the sound,
a soft wihiir like the rushing of some
great bird speeding down at him out of
the night.

IS fingers closed on the automatic

at the instant the unseen Thing
struck. A huge, black shape swooped
down and smashed against him with
erushing force. Then, before his body
eould reel off balanece from the blow,
eruel talens dug inte his flesh, snatehed
him up llke a feather and swung his
bedy upward inte the darkness.

For a moment, the shock of utter dis-
belief held him rigid. Only instinct
maintained his clutch on the automatic.
Then, as rushing air tore the breath
from his lungs and the cruel talons
shifted to a more agonizing grip, he
began to struggle against the unseen
Thing that was earrying him away.

He might as well have sought to
break the grip of a vise. But the effort
to writhe free from the steely claws
awoke him to the realization of the
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automatic still clutched in his hand.
He was being carried up, face down-
ward, with the unseen creature clinging
to his back. Efforts to turn were fu-
tile. He raised the automatic straight
up above his head and pulled the trig-
ger, aiming blindly into the rushing
night.

The sobbing wind caught up the
smashing report and carried it away.
But with it went the sharp snarl of rage
from the unseen creature, blending
with a queer metallic twang.

Then Dale was fllying through the air
toward the light-washed gravel of the
alley again, feeling the relentless grasp
of the hidden assailant still stabbing his
flesh. He had barely time to tuck his
head inte his shoulders and relax his
muscles., Then the smashing impact of
the earth drove consciousness out in a
blinding flash ef bursting fire.

—

CHAPTER 1V

Leatl Can’t Stap Mie

Sip— —

HILE the scream seemed faint

and far away, yet the intensity
ot its terror lanced through the dark-
fiess evef Dale's bralf. Under |ts eruel
lash he feught threugh waves of paln
and nausea for the strength te struggle
ente his feet. His left arm hung limp
and useless, his baek was raw, his
whoele bedy a eoncentrated torture. His
mysterieus assailant was gene and s
was Dale's aitematie—sto'en or 16st
ameng the shadews of the alley.

The scream came again, keening to
a pitch of terror that sent the detective
into a lurching run out of the alley to-
ward the glass-paneled front door of
the plant. The light was on inside but
a waist-high counter blocked Dale's
view. The door was locked.

The key was somewhere in Dale's
pockets but the echoes of that terror-
born screamn made time too precious to
waste in fumbling search, Hesitating
only long enough to throw his geod
arm aeross his face, Dale dove head-
leng inte the thick glass and erashed
threugh in a welter of flylng shards
that plieked eruelly at his bedy.

He slammed through the swinging

gate in the counter and skidded to a
halt, strangling a curse. Patricia Con-
nor lay in the pressroom doorway, a
vivid splash of coppery hair framing
her pale, terror-twisted face. At her
feet lay the headless corpse of her pro-
tector, blood still crawling from the
ghastly stump of throat. As if in mock-
ery, the shotgun lay an inch beyond his
elawed, dead hands.

With a surge of relief, Dale felt the
faintest murmur of pulse in Pat Con-
nor's limp wrist. By superhuman ef-
fort he got his sound arm around her
slender waist and carried her to a fiat-
topped desk. For the moment his spin-
ning brain held but one idea—to get
this lovely girl as far from the hell-
rldden plant as pessible.

Then Dale’s eyes fell upon the tele-
phone on a nearby desk. He sprang to-
ward it and as his fimgers closed over
the receiver, every light in the plant
winked out. For a moment he stood in
the inky darkness, strangling the re-
eelver with unconseious ferocity while
eold sweat trickled inte his eyes.

“Put down that telephome!”

The command boomed through the
cavernous building like a voice from
the tomb. It filled the night with a
throbbing, sepulchral echo that rolled
and beat upon Dale’s eardrums from
every angle. It was utterly impossible
to tell where, in the huge, low building,
the sound originated.

“You have seen my power!” roared
the voice. “Drop that pihome!"

It was weird, impossible—yet it was
a human voice. And that very fact
drove the madness from Dale’s brain,
replacing it with an icy calm. He
slammed the receiver onto its prengs,
eutting off the falnt whisper of the
operator’s sleer, “Nufbet plesser”
Then, very seftly, e lifted the receiver
again and laid it en the desk. Witheut
a betfazmg fustle, he get sut a hand-
kerehiet and mutfed the diaphragm s
that the eperater's veice wold A8t be-
tray Ris fuse.

“Tihat is better,” the voice intoned.
“You are wise.”

Dale’s heart leaped. In that amswer,
the mysterious voice had betrayed its
own weakness. The power behind it
was not omniscient.

“Okay!” he snarled, as a faint whis-
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per reached his ears from the muffled
phone. “Yauw're lucky I didn’t get my
call through to Sheriff Boland.”

He bent forward in the darkness,
hurling the last words straight ifite the
yawning transmitter, praying that the
operator was not too sleep-drigged te
interpret the urgency in his velee.

E CAREFUL!" the woice

warned. “Any triekery and
your corpse will walk with the ether
dead who are my slaves.” A mement
the velee hesitated as theugh its swner
wete trying te guess what lay behind
the detective's silenee. Then eame the
order: “Wrdik te the pressresm d6ef;
But ne further. I'Wl talk ts yeu face {8
faee.”

Nerves twitching despite his efforts,
Dale shuffled cautiously to the door-
way. His breath caught sharply and
his palms were clammy as he got his
first sight of the green-flamed phantom
press, writhing geimly in the distant
darkness.

Then he saw the other thing. On
the bed of the press sat the figure of a
man, outlined in the same weird flme.
It was no clever fake for, as he watched,
the figure nonchalantly crossed glow-
ing legs and sat swinging one foot. For
a mement, Dale’s nerves could find no
antidete for the ley fingers that touched
them.

“This,” the voicc resumed, as the fiig-
ure moved one glowing hand, “is your
own automatic—a weapon you kmow
better than to underestimate.™

“A gun!” Dale snarled, purposely
goading the phantom. “So you aren't
so all-powerful at that?"

“Dom't be a fool! I'm simply em-
ploying a weapon you know because I
don't want you to make any mistakes
through ignorance of my greater pow-
ers. I want you to leave here alive, to
earfy fay last warning to those fools
who womn't leave me alone. Come down
here!”

The ghostly arm beckened impera-
tively. But Dale only saw it from the
tail of his eye. His every effort was
concentrated on visualizing the exact
location of Jerry Sone's shotgun, lying
on the concrete floor beyond the blood-
drained corpse.

“Go to hell!” Dale roared and dived

through the darkness in a headlong
leap.

His fimgers flinched away from the
stickiness of congealing blood and
closed around the comforting chill of
cold iron. Still in the same swift move-
ment, he straightened and threw the
gun to his shoulder. He had no way of
knowing whether it was loaded or
empty, but in the latter event it was
still a formidable club.

“Stop or I'll blow you apart!” he
roared.

The hellish, flaming figure was in the
aisle, marching toward him with grim,
relentless steps—a jerky rising and fall-
ing of feet like-the march of an automa-
ton. For a wild moment, the heavy
gun seemed as futile as a gesture in
stopping that inexorable march.

“Stop!” Dale roared again and
squeezed one of the twin triggers.

The shotgun’s blast was deafening,
its recoil a staggering blow at Dale's
shoulder. Buckshot rattled against
wood and metal, filling the darkness
with the patter of death.

The marching figure was literally
blasted apart by the hail of lead. One
arm and shoulder vanished in a shower
of glowing shreds that filled the air like
burning embers. The horribly muti-
lated figure fell backward and seemed
to hang for a moment in mid-aic. Then
a choked cry was torn from Dale’s lips,
a cry of sheer unbelietf as the torn trav-
esty of a human bedy climbed back to
its feet and resumed its grim death
faareh.

“Lead can't stop me!” roared the
voice. “Now pay the pemalty?”

Mouthing unconscious curses, Dale
threw the shotgun back to his shoul-
der, his finger moving to the second
trigger. The figure was almost upon
him, a scant foot beyond the end of the
gun's yawning muzzle,

Wiithout warning, a tremendous
force tore the shotgun out of his hands,
whipping it away in the darkness.
Then, for the second time that night,
cruel talons were biting into his body,
clawing fiercely at his throat. For a
desperate momment, he tried to fight
against the relentless fury of those
steely claws. Then consciousness ex-
pl?ded again in a blaze of agonizing
pain. . . .
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©@®W IE still until I get this dress-

B X ing on,” Doc Summer’s voice
snapped at him through mists of pain.
“Amd step that swearing. We have a
lady present.”

Dale blinked against the searing stab
of bright light and struggled upright.
He discovered that he had been lying
on one of the flat desks and that Tom
Boland, Rolley Bird and the red-haired
Patricia Connor were grouped around,
watching Doc Summer’s ministrations.
His automatic lay beside him, one butt
splintered, and beyond it lay the shot-
gun with its twin barrels bent into an
are.

“Gad!” Rolley Bird said cheerfully.
“You look like a bad job of embalming.
For heaven’s sake, what happened,
Dale?”

Dale shook his head and essayed a
few lurching steps, wincing at the sting
of air in his aching throat.

“How did you get that call througin?”
Boland demanded. “We heard the
shotgun blast when we were still a
block away. The lights came on as we
reached the door and there you were,
choking to death with that shotgun
wrapped around your neck. Took
Rolley and me both to pry it loose. At
that, we were blame near too late to
save yoeu.”

Dale told his story in a choking voice,
consc’ous of Pat Connor’s soft eyes
watching him.

“I’'m sorry I got you into this,” she
said when he had fimsihed. “It nearly
cost your life.”

“You got me into?” Dale croaked.

“Yeah,” Boland said drily. “Meet
President Pat Connor.”

“You?” Dale choked.
was your father who—"

Pat winced and turned away sharply.
Over her head, Tom Boland shot him a
warning glance.

“Take care of Miss Pat a minute,
Doc. TI'll talk to Dale.”

He led the way back into the press-
room where gray dust covers from the
machines covered the scene of death.
He lifted a corner of the cloth to reveal
the horribly mangled corpse of a red-
haired man whose entire left side was
blown to bits.

“You plug him with a load of buck-
shot?” Boland asked.

“I thought it

“I plugged somebody who shone in
the dark and wouldn’t stop walking,
even with half his body blown away."

“We found Jerry Sone’s head under
the bloody paper cutter,” Boland said
tightly. “And this is the body of Miss
Pat’s father who was buried three
months ago.”

Abruptly Dale leaped to his feet and
ran back down the wide aisle to the
press that had glowed so weirdly. Qut
of the welter of horrors that had
marked the night, his mind was picking
fragments of memory—diisurepancies in
thifigs he had seen.

“Come back here,” he called softly.
“I'll show you a ghost.”

As they bent over his shoulder, he
raised his coat to cut off the rays from
the overhead lamp. In the shadow thus
formed, faint greenish flames seemed to
crawl over the enameled surface of the
giant press. Wanrdlessly, Dale got out
his knife and scraped a bit of glowing
fire frem one corner, carrying it back
inte bright light.

“Lomminous paint of the cheapest
kind,” he announced, rolling the sticky
fragment between his ffigeas “It's
been cleverly painted into the iron so
it's hardly noticeable except in the
dark. It's the stuff they paint light
switches and wateh faces with and
you'll find plenty more palnted ente
these walking eorpses. Exeept on that
new efe—the young mMan. He was
killed se recently that yeur death mas-
ter didn't have time t6 paiAt Rim up.
it's & dBFSHy cheap ghest that ean't éven
§Ha£ a good prade of radium paint;
88:

ITH Boland and Bird at his

heels, staring in wide-eyed as-
tonishment, Dale began te circle back
and forth between the heavy presses,
staring up at the hooded lights sus-
pended low over each one. When at
last they reached the front office again,
Dale shook his head, frowning.

“There should be one more piece of
the puzzle here™

“What in thunder are you looking
for?” Boland demanded.

“The lamp that . . . Dale’s eyes
widened with a sudden thought. “Holy
smoke! Maybe that's the motive be-
hind this whole crazy mess. If this
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building was once a—"

“Put up your hands! Don’t amybody
move!”

The snarling voice whirled them
around toward the smashed front door,
to stare open-mouthed. Gus Hentjen,
his massive body straining forward
from the seat of his wheelchair, was
just outside the door. In his right
hand was an enormous pistol that
poked through the broken glass to
cover everyone in the room.

“I want Miss Pat to open the door
and come out here with me. Anyone
else who moves gets shot.™

CHAPTER V

Yol Newerr Get Me

you fool!” Tom Boland's

roar broke the stunned silence.

“Drop that gun before I beat brains
into youf head with it”

“Dom’t move!” Gus Hentjen warned
as Pat moved dazedly to his side. Then
his voice softened. “Did they hurt you,
honey? Were they holding you here?”

“Huollding me?” Her shocked sur-
prise was mirrored in the faces of the
rest. “Gus, they saved me from—
from—"

Her voice broke and she began to sob
against the old man’s shoulder,

“All right, Tom,” old Hentjen said
wearily dropping the gun to his with-
ered knees. “These nights of terror, a
man daren’t trust his best friends. I
heard a shot and Pat’s scream. When
I got here and saw you around, I
thought—I thought youw—"

His voice broke as Rolley Bird laid
a gentle hand on his shoulder and said
softly:

“Pray God you’ll always be near
when she needs you, Gus.”

They crowded around him then and
Dale used the moment of inattention to
slip away from the group, into Pat Con-
nor’s private office. Idly he began to
poke through files and records, but be-
hind hi6 apparemt aimlessness was a
Eﬂm purpose. For out of the past

6uf’'s horrors his analytical mind had
begun te lift a pattern.

He was fairly certain that he knew

how the corpses had been made to walk.
His own recent encounter had given
him the key. But he had to confirm his
guess as to the motive before he could
definitely trace the fiendish plot to its
creator. If his reconstruction was cor-
rect, there must be verification in one of
those old ledgers.

His sharp eyes roved down the col-
umns of entries. A single innocent no-
tation arrested his gaze. His breath
exploded through locked teeth as the
full implication of what he read
smashed into his brain. Then he raised
his head to look out through the door-
way at the little knot of men around
Pat Connors—at the one person in that
group who was the master of the walk-
ing dead.

Dale himself took Pat away, and
walked to her home with her.

“Go straight to bed,” he ordered her
as he stood at her door with her a few
minates later. “You need sleep. By
tomorrow morning, it’ll all be over.”

The moment he had discovered the
true identity of the fiendish killer, Dale
had hurriedly dissolved the little group.
After a moment's whispered instruc-
tion, he had sent Sheriff Boland on a
mysterious errand. Bird, Hentjen and
Doe¢ Stuifimers had gone their respec-
tive ways, while Dale himselt had gone
with Patricla.

“You mean"—she stared at him—
“that you know who—"

“I know.” He nodded grimly. “I
found the answer in your own ledgers
tonight. By morning we’ll have the
whole thing ended forever. I'm plan-
ning on the killer’s returning tonight—
righit into a trap.”

“Pllease be careful,” Pat said softly,
her eyes shining.

Dale swiveled, reading the eager
message in her eyes as he swept her
into his arms.

“That,” Dale said hoarsely, when he
lifted his lips from hers, “is not part of
the Dale Agency’s regular service to its
clients. That, Pat, means more than I
ever meant anything in my life.”

Wihen, half an hour later, Dale once
more approached the ominous bulk of
the plant, the last piece of the mad puz-
zle had clicked into place. A shiver-
ing, night-shirted newspaper publisher,
roused fremm his bed by Dale’s insistent
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pounding, had unlocked the file of back
issues for the year 1918 to reveal the
last piece in the grim jig-saw of death,

A rising moon peeped over the plant
roof as Dale approached, throwing the
sharp ridge into bold silhouette.
Against the silvery disc, he saw the
first sign of the killer's desperation, an
almost unnoticeable dipping and wrin-
kling of the roof itself. Then, as Dale
burst into a furious run, an entire cen-
ter section of the roof sagged down as
if pressed by a huge, invisible hand.

“I didn’t expect him to strike so
soon!” Dale panted above the crash of
rending timbers.

At the plant door, he moved gquesting
fingens through the shadows. For a
sickening moment he thought Tom Bo-
land had failed him. Then his fiirgers
closed on the cold smoothness of a
bull’s-eye lantern and a short-barreled
tear gas gun hidden under a low hedge.

“Boland!” he bellowed, pounding
into the darkened office. “Go aleamdi’™

An answering shout came from some-
where high up at the rear of the build-
ing, accormpanied by loud hammering.
Perched on a high ladder, the gaunt
sheriff was nailing shut the tiny ven-
tilator window high up—the killer's
6wn private entranee and exit. Dale
grinned at the soft flurry of sounds that
started inside the plant.

“Yaou're trapped, rat!” he called. “If
you don’t surrender, I'll fill the place
with tear gas.”

He held the gun poised, ready for
anything—anything but the answer
that came to him in peals of mocking
laughter.

“I won’t mind,” choked the mad
voice, “but my pretty companion might
not like your gas, Detective.”

A sharp cry, instantly muffled, sent a
stab of cold fear into Dale’s heart. It
was impossible—yet that cry of terror
came unmistakably from Pat Connor’s
lips. Wiith a groan, Dale senit a beam
of light up through the network of
wooden beams, staring helplessly at the
sight it revealed.

Bound hand and foot, Pat Connor lay
balanced on a precarious perch formed
by slender, intersecting beams. From
her bound arms a single rope looped off
inte a dark corner where the light could
not penetrate, As he stared, that rope

jiggled gently. Dale gasped aloud.

“Omne pull,” boomed the voice, “and
she falls twenty feet to the cement
floor. Go away and I promise she
won’t be harmed.”

Dale cursed in futile rage. A chance
shot at the invisible target of the hid-
den man would surely result in a fatal
tug at that deadly rope. Yet, even if
he withdrew, the only assurance of her
safety was the word of an insane killer.
In that mad morment, Dale made his
grim deeisien.

Screened behind the bright light, he
dropped the gas gun and drew his auto-
matic. Wiith bated breath he steadied
his aim for the most desperate gamble
of his career.

“Wiiich will it be?” roared the voice.

Dale’s answer was the smashing re-
port of a single shot, aimed at one tiny
spot where the deadly rope hung across
a thick beam.

For an agonizing moment, he thought
he had failed. Then the severed ends
of the rope fell away from the beam and
Dale hurled his powerful muscles into
motion. Using a giant press for a lad-
der, he scrambled madly up toward the
tangle of beads overhead.

The mad killer could not pull Pat
from her perch, nor could he touch her
without exposing himself. But he did
have a gun, and Dale's only hope lay
in keeping the mademan too distracted
to think of the helpless girl. He fiiicked
off the light and hammered a shet te-
ward the killer’s corner. His answer
was an animal snarl et rage and a
Beeming shot that whined dangersusly
fieaf Dale’s head.

Then he was on the narrow cat-walk
of beams, feeling his way toward the
killer’s lair in a circular route to draw
fire away from Pat’s helpless fijgure.
The hidden gun blamnsed again and a
slug plowed into Dale's thigh, nearly
throwing him frem his pereh.

Then, as his eyes grew accustomed
to the gloom, he saw the Thing hut-
tling toward him—a shapeless black
mass that moved in a queer swinging
motion that was strangely apelike.

Dale fired pointblank at the shadiow
and drew a choked cry of rage and pain,
without halting the attack. Then it was
upon him and the same steel talens
were again clawing inte his fllesh.
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The impact nearly hurled Dale from
his slender footing. Even though he
knew what he was up against this time,
his strength was no match for the sav-
age fury of that snarling shadow. Off
balance, he teetered wildly, felt his feet
slammed completely off the mnarrow
beam, felt himself falling helplessly
into the darkness as his attacker jerked
free with a snarl ot triumph.

Dale threw out his arms as he fell
and one of them closed over a cross
beam with a sickening smash that
nearly unsocketed his shoulder and sent
the automatic flying from his mumbed
fingees. Wiith savage desperation Dale
clung to the beam while the steel ta-
lons ripped and clawed in a brutal ef-
fort te loosen his grip. Then he felt his
clasp loosening as the black shadow
bent over him, the hot breath of its
gloating laugh beating against his
sweat-dewed face.

Wiith a last surge of waning strength,
Dale’s big body suddenly jackknifed,
throwing his legs above his head to en-
circle the black shape in a desperate
unexpected scissors-lock. For a wild
moment the Thing teetered before
plunging past him into darkness. For
an instant desperate talons clawed at
his kicking legs. Then, with a wild
shriek it plunged dowmward until its
last ery ended ‘n a sickening thud far
belew.

“Dale!” Boland’s anxious voice called
from the front. “Were are you? For

God’s sake, what happemad?”

CHAPTER VI
Macaitree Fuppets

T LAST the nightmare of horror

was ended. Pat Connor, Tom
Boland, Rolley Bird and Doc Summers
were grouped in Pat's office the next
forning, listening open-mouthed to
Dale's summary of the case.

“The walking dead were nothing but
puppet-corpses, controlled the same
way Gus Hentjen used to contrei his
little wooden dolls in his Puneh-and-
Judy shows, 1 discovered that last
night when I blasted the firming cerpse
with a shotgun and instead of being

blown across the room by the terrific
charge, it only hung in the air and dan-
gled off balance. I realized then that
it must be supported by wires from
above and I knew that explained the
jerky way they walked.

“Real puppets have threads attached
to their arms and legs. The operator
ties these threads to his fimgers and by
moving the right fimgers, makes the fig-
ures go through the motions of walking
or sitting or whatever the operator de-
sires. That was exactly the way the
dead bodies were made to walk and ges-
ture.”

“But bodies are heavy,” Rolley Bird
protested. “No man could make them
walk by wiggling his fimgers and pull-
ing threads.”

“Not threads,” Dale answered, “but
wires—fine steel wires, painted a neu-
tral color so they wouldn’t be notice-
able, especially to people too horrified
and terror-strickem to notice details
anyhow. But a puppet’s body isn’t sup-
ported by the fimgers, anyway. It
hangs from a wood cross and opposite
arms of the cross are tied to the doll's
legs so that tipping the cross to one
slde raises ene leE and dreps the ether
in a meverment that imitates walking.
You'lll find a blg eress hanging frem
the eeiling at the rear of the pressroom.
There's a steel traek up there te sup-
pert the erane you use in Mevifg heavy
tells of paper. Gus built his puprget

EQPKWEEB rbber rellers te work on that

raek:

“To make puppet corpses walk, he
merely hung their weight from this
cross and pushed it ahead of him as he
crawled along the track. With one
hand he rocked the big cross to raise
and lower the legs while his other hand
held the wires that controlled any sim-
ple arm movements he wanted the
corpse to make. The wires supporting
the body were looped in such a way
that if semeone got too elese he could
releage one end of the wire and pull it
up out of sight in an imstant.”

“Hey!” Tom Boland said sharply.
“Don’t forget I saw that corpse walk
when the lights were on in the plant.
I didn't see amythimg.”

“How could you? The presstoom
lights are all heavily shaded and hang
directly over the spots where men work
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at night. That leaves the ceiling in
pitch darkness and makes the aisle
where the corpse walked so shadiowy
that you couldn’t notice amything
wrong. Besides, the wires were very
thin steel and enameled in dull colors
to prevent their reflecting any lights.
But I'll bet it could have happened in
bright lights and still everyone would
have been too shocked to notice the
wires, theugh Gus never took that
ehanee.”

“But I don’t understand how the
dead man walked out on the highway,”
Patricia broke in. “Tte one the bus
hit, I mean.”

@ HAT was easy for Gus Hentjen,

too. He chose a spot where the
telephone poles set out from that steep
hill at sueh an angle that they hang
aver the eenter of the read. He simply
hung his ear frem the heavy eable, the
same wa*_ linernen use a eable ear €8
hunt fer life treuble. I'm guessing he
enly did that as an experiment tg see
hew it werked sutdeers and te add
fresh herrers te the panie he was care-
fully ereating:

“But at that, no one but a cripple like
Gus could have worked it so easily. For
years he has moved around by hanging,
apelike, from his hands. He developed
superhuman strength in his arms. I
discovered that when he swung down
out of the sky on a rope last night,
snatched me up and nearly threttled me
with those steel-tipped gloves he wore.

“That radio aerial that runs from the
ventilator window at the back of the
plant across to the roof of his bunga-
low isn't an aerial at all. It's a steel
cable he used as a path, traveling hand-
over-hand to the plant to perform his
horrible tricks. He wore that heavy
belt, covered with steel heoks, and ear-
fled a knetted rope. When He started
te the plant last night after you left him
at the doeor, he saw me belew, creeping
threugh the shadews. He simply
Reeked hHis repe ever the eable and
SWuRg dewn ente me, the same way he
came dewn iR the plant later te Bend
that shetgun areund my threat. By the
way, we faund where He esntreiled the

lagt iigm By & switeh Up HAMEr the
gek. And B{% Eaﬂﬂﬂg_ iAts that iron
ventiiatar on fhe Fogt, His veice BasMmed

and echoed so that you couldn’t tell
where it came from.”

“How did you get onto all this?” Bo-
land demanded.

“Wihen I figured out how the corpses
walked, I looked for someone who had
experience in operating puppet shows,
Last night as I was looking over the
books, I saw an item where the book-
keeper had charged the Methodist La-
dies Aid four dollars for handbills for
a Punch-and-Judy entertainment by
Gus Hentjen. I looked out at his pow-
ful arms and knew he was the man.
But witheut evidenee, I knew I had to
trap him aetually committing some
efime.”

“God !'” Rolley Bird whispered.
“Whmt was his motive?”

“Greed that drove him mad. I got
the story, enough to piece it together,
from the file of newspapers for Nine-
teen-eighteen. At that time this build-
ing was a hospital—a receiving station
for wounded World War soldiers. Gus
Hentjen worked in the hospital. At
that time a tube of radium worth a
hundred theusand dellars was stelen
and never recovered. My guess I§ that
Hentien hid his leet under the fkwr.
But, befere he eould reeever it safely,
the hespital meved t8 larger quarters,
the prifting plant meved iR and laid a
eonerete flgor for their presses. S8 He
got g jeb in the new plant and stowly
went had, Breeding over the fortune
HRder his fest:

“His insane mind fiimally conceived
the diabolical plan of walldng corpses
to frighten everyone away, give him a
chance to move the press and dig up his
loot. He was lifting the press with
block and tackle hung frem the roof last
night when a beam snapped and tere a
part of the roet down.”

OM BOLAND shook his head.

“How did you guess the motive?”
he dembhededlid you guess the motive?"
he« ORfinous paint on the press.
It 'Was Way g thatsstopatshintig AGeSs
hotvaechddged thit stelfgRRiRING yif (e
RelirseciBiigeche¥ werdidits ofeny s
fipp in spded Witkie We SuRlisheiott 18hip:
Ifghtn U1 PH&eibIPO feuthoh tTHe IR,
bigplartatibh BosSill theakNof WhE senl¥
pxdlanntivie byothdt Wlaetiveingone
Tagiloud 0gsalivt thatt Wére aqkigatindh i

luminous paint. There were chisel
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marks in the concrete under the press
bed—fresh ones—so I figured it was
hidden under the fiémr. It was only a
guess but it made me follow the line of
investigation that eventually proved I
was right.”

“Hey!” Bird said excitedly. “I
thought radium poisoned people if it
wasn't shielded with lead. And if it
was shielded, how could it affect the
luminous paint? Remerbe¢ those ra-
dium deaths that were in the papers
awhile back? Why didn't the print-
ers—"

Dale shook his head.

“Omly faint emanations managed to
seep through the lead container of the
radium and the mass of concrete. Don't
forget that the luminous paint on the
press was exposed to these radiations
continuously, day and night. They
didn't affect the workmen because they
didn't take a permanent bath in the
rays—as did the dials!”

“But I don’t see how he dug up those
bodies without disturbing the dirt over
the graves,” Boland said.

“Easy. He dug them up right after
the funeral, when the dirt was fresh
anyhow, and kept them in ice chests in

his cellar until this week. Wihat I've
wondered, though, is whether or not he
would actually have harmed Miss Con-
nor when he decoyed her here with that
phone call right after I left her last
night. I don’t think he would have, ac-
tually, but we’ll never know. That fall
to the floor killed him instantly, last
night.

“Say,” Dale added, rising, “I just re-
membered my car. If I don’t go get
it, that idiot at Dodd Corners may sell
it..’

“I’ll drive you over,” Patricia said,
rising.

“That isn't necessary,” Rolley Bird
interposed. “I’'m going that way and
I'd be glad to . . . O@ned?”

He was still rubbing his bruised shin
and glaring at Tom Boland’s look of
blank innocence a few minutes later
when they stood at the window, watch-
ing Dale and Patricia drive away. They
were sitting very, very close together
in Pat’s coupe as it rounded the distant
corner.

“Helll, Tom!” Rolley said, grinning
suddenly. “I didn’t know it was any-
thing like that. You should have busted
me leg.”

LIVING CADAMERS WAGCE A GRIM
ORGIASTIC CAMPAIGN OF MURDER

WAKE NOT THE DEAD

A Compglete Nowvelet by JOHN H. KINOX
in the Next Issue of THRILLING MYSTERY




The Second Count
Bakonyi

By FREDENGELMARDT |

Awthor of “Trke Hemitage of Osiris,” etc. ‘

Priscillizlss scream was drowned out in the roar
of Steve’s colt

DABEOY STEVE BACON
wrestled his huge, yellow Due-
senberg around a sharp curve in
the tortuous, climbing Ocna-Sibiului-
Orastie road, wormed neatly between
a lumbering Carpathian peasant cart
and the stone guard wall, and glanced
expectantly at his brand-new wife.
But Priscilla Bacon was too inter-
ested in the black, overhanging crags,
the silent fir-clad slopes and the gleam-
ing Maros River far below them to
waste time on pretty compliments.
She shivered deliciously.
“Ohhh! Wihat a country! Ewen in
daylight it looks wild and mysterious.”
“Glad you like it,” Steve said. “Be-
cause we are approaching the ancestral
halls of the Bakonyis.*
“I’'m so glad you bought the castle,

Vamgpirism in the Heart of the
Carpathian Mourntsiins Bmings
Terror to Two Young Americans
on Theiir Honeymoon Trip!

Stevie.”

She slid her arm through his and
looked up at him, taking in the wavy
brown hair, the wide-set, reckless eyes,
the high cheek bones and square jaw,
that seemed to fit in so well with their
surroundings.

“It’'ll be a swell place for a honey-
moon,” she added.

Steve smiled quietly. If it made
Priscilla happy to think he had invested
$50,000 in a moldering, thousand-year-
old pile of masonry for a love nest,
he wouldn’t disillusion her—not just
yet.

But if he didn’t get that $50,000, and
a lot more, too, out of Castle Bakonyi
—uwell, then Grandfather Arminius
Bakonyi was a simple, gullible old fool,
and no man who could build a mighty
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steel empire out of a second-rate junk-
yard was quite that.

“Steve,” Priscilla asked curiously,
“if your grandfather hadn’t gone to
America, would you be a count now?”

“I suppose so,” Steve answered, in
some surprise. “But what would [ do
with a title? I'm an American, and
besides the count business isn’t so good
these days. Let Cousin Almos have
it, if it makes him happy. That’s my
motto.”

“I just wondered,” Priscilla sigjnedi

E big roadster struggled over a
hump and sighed as it settled down
on a straightaway,

“I'm glad that's over,” Steve grunt-
ed, shifting into high. “I was begin-
ning to think Transylvanian mountains
didn't have any tops. That must be
Orastie ahead.”

The yellow roadster shot through
the white-walled town like a bullet,
dogs, geese and brilliantly garbed
peasants alike scattering before it. A
minute later Steve brought the big car
screaming to a stop alongside a green-
unifermed gendarme whe stood rigid
in the roadway, hand raised and the
yel? feathers en his hat quivering with
indignatien.

“Your passports, please,” he snapped
at Steve in Hungarian.

“Oih, golly,” groaned Priscilla, whose
knowledge of the language consisted
of two words. “Now we get a ticket.”

Steve automatically fished the pass-
ports from an inside coat pocket and
handed them over. It was, he calcu-
lated swiftly, the thirty-seventh time
he had gone through this ceremony
since they landed in France to follow
the Calais-Istanbul highway into Tran-
sylvania.

A dozen idle peasants of all ages
immediately gathered around the
bright roadster. Priscilla leaned over
the side to pat an awed little girl on
the head.

“Look, Steve,” she said. “Isn’t she
cute. Just like a little doll.™”

“I'm Vaik Bakonyi,” Steve told the
gendarme, giving his Hungarian name,
“and this is my wife. Wiat's the
quickest way from here to Castle Ba-
konyi?”

“Vaik Bakonyi!”
voice was shrill.

Both Steve and Priscilla looked
around with astonishment. Every one
of the peasants, and the gendarme, too,
was backing away from the Deusen-
berg and crossing himself.

“iNfoffietat!” breathed a withered
old graybeard.

The child looked up curiously at
Priscilla and babbled something in
Hungarian.

An angry flush swept over Steve's
usually smiling face, but with it a chill
coursed up his spine. Wiith a sudden
gesture he put the gar in gear. The
gendarme hastily tossed the passports,
unopened, into the car and pointed
down the street to his left. Steve
swung the roadster around, shifted
into high and stepped on the accelera-
tor.

“Wihy, what was the matter, Stewe?”
Priscilla wanted to know when they
were again climbing toward the tower-
ing, black crags. “Why did those peo-
ple look at us like that? And what
did that little girl say?”

“Damned superstitious peasants,™
Steve growled. “Best to get out of
there before they got more ideas.”

“But what did she say?"

Steve glanced at her and debated a
moment. Then: “Oh, the girl. She
just wanted to know where our coffins
were.”

Priscilla’s white brow wrinkled and
a wondering look came into her violet
eyes. Then she looked up again at her
husband and shuddered a little.

“But how silly. Wiy did she ask
that?” Then, suddenly, “Steve, I'm
scared.”

“You needn't be, honey,” Steve re-
assured her. “I think I can explain it,
but Almos can do it better. Look,
there’s our castle—on that peak there.”

The gendarme's

R above them, rising from the
green forest and bathed in the
dying rays of the sun, loomed the five
towering, conical-roofed bastions of
Castle Bakonyi, still maintaining their
ten-century guard over the passes into
the Banat. Priscilla drew in her
breath.
“And it's ours, baby,” Steve exulted.
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“Aren't you glad I bought it when it
was up at auctiom?"

“IH tell you when I see the bath-
room,” Priscilla retorted, with an at
tempt at light-heartedness. "Is Cousin
Almos expecting us?”

“I sent him a telegram from Chuj.”

The castle, which had disappeared
from view as they encircled the steep
mountain, now appeared again directly
ahead of them. The roadster rattled
over a plank drawbridge and Priscilla,
glancing down, clutched Steve's
brawny arm. A deep gorge separated
the peak on which the castle was reared
from the mountain proper.

Steve braked to a stop in the flagged,
enclosed courtyard and looked around.
Costumed servants and retainers, and
peasants from the vast Bakonyi es-
tates, were lined up on both sides of
the wide-stepped entrance to the main
hall. On the steps stood Count Almos
Bakenyi, negligently dressed in riding
breeches and a wern hunting jacket.
He eame ferward.

“Wedlcome home, Vaik Bakonyi,” he
said. The welcome was repeated by
the peasants.

Steve quickly introduced Priscilla,
and the count, who might have been
Steve’s elder brother, bowed gallantly
and planted a chaste kiss on the girl's
extended hand. Steve got out of the
car and the two men shook hands.

“llleana, here, will look after you,
Cousin Priscilla,” the count said, beck-
oning to a multi-petticoated young
girl, whose pretty, dark features filushed
as red as her billowing skirt as she
bobbed in a curtsey.

Taking Priscilla’s light handbag
from the rumble, the girl followed her
while the count took Steve's arm and
led him into the main hall of the castle
proper. A tall, yellow-brarded chas-
seulr took the ear away.

“Hope you’re not disappointed,
Vaik,” the count said over a welcome
whiskey and soda. “You fhade a geed
investment, besides keeplig the eastle
in the family.”

“Oh, that,” Steve laughed. “I'm not
wottied about that. I've got plenty
of money, and this is a swell place

for a homeymoon.”
The count looked up, and his eye-

brows rose quizzically. Steve did not
miss this, and his own eyes marrowed.

“There’s just one thing, Almos. I
know something of the family history
and legends, of course. But I wanted
to ask you something.” He related the
incident at the crossroad in Orastie.
“Wiait’s the connection between us
and the vampire legend?”

“May I come in?"” It was Priscilla.
She had changed her costume, and her
fresh blond loveliness made a charm-
ing contrast to the dark, paneled room.

“By all means, do,” the count ex-
claimed. “Vaiilk, here, was just telling
me about your experience with our
superstitions. Apparently the villagers
thought you were old Vaik, come back
again. No wonder the child was curi-
ous about your coffins. No self-re-
specting vampire travels without one,
you knew.”

RISCILLA forced a laugh. “Yes,"”
she said. “Ism’t it morbid?”

“Old Vaik Bakonyi, the second count
of our line,” Count Almos went on,
“died mysteriously during the civil
wars that followed the death of King
Stephen, Saint Stephen of Hungary,
you know, in ten-thirty-eight. The
rumor sprang up, and has since become
a legend, that he was a vampire. Now
the peasants around here belleve eur
whole fafily Is eursed with vampir-
1SH.

“And are we?” Steve asked humor-
ously, refilling his glass.

“I think,” the count said, “we had
better dress for dinner. It will be
served in a few minutes. You will ex-
cuse us, Cousin Priscilla?”

After dinner, while they were sip-
ping Tokay wine in the vast, many-
windowed library overlooking the ser-
rated, wooded crests of the Transyl-
vanian Alps, Priscilla again bfou%ht
up the subject. She seareely eoncealed
the fact that the eount’s previeus reti-
cefice had plgued Her eurissity.

“Dhis is Dracula’s country, isn't it?"”
she asked. “I think I'll hang garlic
and wolf’s-bane at mywindews tonight,
just in case.”

“Ilhere are hundreds of allegedly
authenticated cases of wvampirism
around here,” the count answered with
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a strangely forced smile. “Charles de
Achertz, in his '‘Magia Posthuma,’
written in seventeen-six, tells of a
shepherd of the village of Blow, near
Kadam in Bohemia, who visited .his
neighbors and relatives after death and
sucked them dry of blood. His body
wasg exhumed some three months af-
terward and carried, soresmiipg, to a
funeral pyre and burned.

“In fact, in the Eighteenth Century,
it was part of the duty of garrison
commanders to exterminate vampires.
Count de Cabreras has told of exhum-
ing three vampires, dead sixteen to
thirty years, and fimding them as fresh
as the day they died, in bldodifillfled
coiffirss. A merchant named Peter Plo-
gojowitz, of Kisolova, after being
buried ten years, screamed when a
gtake was driven through his heart by
order of the commandant at Gradisca.”

“But that was a long time ago,”
Priscilla pointed out. She shivered
slightly, but whether from thrill or
fear Steve could not tell.

“Two years before the war,” the
count went on, “I read in a Budapest
paper of a fourteen-year-old farm boy
who returned as a vampire after death.
His father was arrested for exhuming
the body and filling the boy’s mouth
with stones and garlic.”

Priscilla rose. “Wdll, vampires or
no vampires, I'm going to bed. Com-
ing, Stesed?

“In a little while,” he said.
along. You must be tired.”

Wihen she had gone, he turned to
the count. “By the way, Almos, what
do you know of the lost treasure of the
Bakonyis?”

“It wasn't much of a treasure and
it isn't lost, anymore,” the other an-
swered. “Our great-grandfather found
it in eighteen-fifty-three in one of the
graves in the crypt under the chapel.
Mostly gold and silver accumulated
during the Turkish wars of the Fif-
teenth Century. It’s really a wonder
he ever came across it. The map indi-
cating it was lost a hundred years be-
fore. Why?”

“Run

TEVIE'S face fell for a moment,
and the count gave him a queer

look. Immediately the younger man

recovered his poise. It was, he decided
instantly, a little too soon to tell this
strange, unknown cousin that the miss-
ing map, a tattered scrap of parchment,
was safely locked in one of his bags
upstairs. Howewer, he ventured an-
other question.

“Wihose grave was it?”

“Ome of the Renaissance amcestors.
I forget just which one.”

“Guess I'll turn in, too,” Steve said.
He rose, stretched and yawned, and
hoped Almos had missed that little ir-
repressible note of satisfaction in his
voice.

The count followed him up the broad
stairway to his room. As Steve opened
the door, he caught a glimpse of Ille-
ana's sultry face. The girl started to
speak, then saw the count and her
teeth bit down on the words. Her red
skirt flashed through the connecting
door into Priscilla’s room.

“I hope you both have a good night's
rest,” the count said smoothly, “I've
planned a horseback ride through your
estates in the mornimg.”

Steve could not help noticing the
slight emphasis on the “your” but de-
cided to ignore it.

“If Priscilla can sleep after your
stories tonight,” he said.

The count smiled coldly and
shrugged his shoulders. “Yoou should
know this country,” he said.

The short hairs on Steve's muscular
neck rose as the count closed the door.
He listened to the latter’s footsteps
fading down the hall. It was many
years since his grandfather had thrilled
him with weird stores of his homeland,
but those stories, under the influence
of the dark Carpathians, now persisted
in intruding inte his theughts.

Shaking off the chill that had started
up his spine, he stepped into Priscilla’s
room,

“Wiat on earth were you two talk-
ing about so long?” she demanded
petulantly. “Olleana was babbling «t
me for half an hour, and I wanted you
to tell me what she was saying.”

“In the morning, sweet,” Steve said.

He kissed her and returned to the
sitting room.

For several minutes he paced up and
down, then he unlocked his suitcase
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and took out a stout leather felder.
Carefully flattened against the leather
was the missing map. Steve studied
it for some time. The parchment was
torn, but there still remained on it a
crude half-circle and numerous, irreg-
ularly placed rectangles. One, toward
the bottom, was marked with an X.
Below this was a painfully printed
inseription in ancient characters:
"“MMhsoaizh Gisdda the Baewwipis wdll
find theifr fdprime.”

Steve knew enough of the family
history to know there was only one
Gisela, and she was the second count's
consort.

“Remaissance, huh,” he muttered to
himself. “Somebody’s being kidded,
and it's not me.”

Both Steve and Priscilla were
mounted the next morning before the
count appeared. He had a goblet of
steaming fresh ox-blood in his hand.
It made Steve queasy.

“I’'m so sorry,” he said with all his
continental grace. “I’m afraid I sha'n’t
be able to accompany you, after all.
Theee are several things connected
with the estate I must see to. Paul,
my elhassedr, will guide you.”

F anything of the count's dark tales
remained in Priscilla’s mind, they
soon vanished in the bright sunlight.
Repeatedly the girl exclaimed over the
natural beauties of the mountain coun-
try. Steve maintained an wnaccus-
tomed silence. He could not get the
count's last words of the night before
out of his mind. Wate they a threat—
of a warning?

“Hell,” he told himself fiirdlly. “I'm
letting these old-maid tales get me
down. A little more, and I'll be as
superstitious as one of my crusading
ancestors."”

He laughed aloud, slapped Priscilla’s
mount on the rump and challenged her
to a race. The day passed swiftly, with
an outdoor lunch on a crag overlook-
ing the deep valley. Until they were
again close to the castle Steve managed
to forget his forebodings—then every
horrible story of the mountains he had
heard as a child was brought back to
him with full force.

They were passing a small cemetery

and Priscilla called his attention to a
score of grim-faced villagers leaning
against the wall, watching a youth on
a spirited, coal-black stallion thread his
way among the graves.

“Ome of those dead is undwead,” an
old man explained in answer to
Steve’s question. “Iit visited the vil-
lage last night. The youth is a virgin,
and the stallion has never been put to
stud. Wihen they come to its grave,
the stallion will rear.”

Steve's questing eyes took in the
picks and shovels, the axe and stake,
that lay at the men’'s feet. Neither he
nor the suddenly white-faced ahas-
seur, Paul, needed to be told what was
in prospect. The now familiar chill
dread, inculcated in him in his child-
hood, swept over him. He stole a
glance at Priscilla. She was sitting
her horse, wide-eyed. No need for her
to know, he decided. He slapped her
mount and urged his own forward and
they cantered back to the castle. Steve,
glancing over his shoulder, saw that
Paul was mumbling and crossing him-
self.

No man could have been more gra-
cious than the count that evening. He
quite entranced Priscilla, but Steve sat
stiffly in his chair and only tasted his
food. He took, however, glass after
glass of aromatic tuizg, the plum
brandy of the neighboring Roumani-
ans. Wien Priscilla fimally wandered
out onto a balcony, he seized the op-
portunity to acquaint the count with
the incident at the graveyard.

“I told you these peasants have

their superstitions,” Count Almos
said. “I, too, heard of the visit of
nosifexatu. A visiting gendarme was

the victim, I believe.”

“I—I can’t believe in such thimgs,”
Steve protested. “Surely, if we inves-
tigated, we'd find some simple expla-
nation. We could lay this ghost.”

“I'm not interested in diiscouraging
the belief,” the count said coldly. “In
fact, to be frank with you, I've emcour-
aged it." Steve stared at him in be-
wilderment. *It’s hard for you, Vaik,
being brought up in America, to un-
derstand my position. But until after
the Great War, we Hungarian nobles
ruled Transylwvamia. Since then our
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country has been under the domination
of the Roumanians. But we, by hook
or crook, have kept control. This is
how I've done it.”

E ride had exhausted Steve, and
despite his natural anger and dis-
gust at his eousin’s grim words, when
He retired he immediately fell inte a
gsound sleep, so seund that he was
somewhat astonished, hours latef, to
find himeelf elearlng the edge of the
bed and landing en his feet in ene con-
vulsive leap. Fer a secend o twe he
steed there, gquivering, striving te
laee the thing that had awakened him.
en it eame again, the shrill, piereing
seream ot 8 weman IR mertal tefref:
Instinctively Steve had snatched a
blunt Colt police special from under
the pillow when he first awakened.
Tightening his grip on the weapon, he
hurried through the sitting room into
Priscilla’s bedroom. She was sitting
bolt upright, her eyes wide with terror.

“Wihat is it! Oh, Stewe!™

“You all right?” Steve snapped.

Then, a quick look satisfying him, he
stepped to the door into the hall. There
was a sharp squeal from Priscilla and
two soft arms whipped around him.

“Whiit for me! Please!”

Burning to investigate the cries
which had now ceased, but unwilling
to leave Priscilla unprotected in this
castle of nameless horrors, Steve fhid-
geted in the doorway while she fum-
bled with a negligee and slippers. His
own bare feet recoiled from the cold
stone when they finally stepped into
the hall. Priscilla had caught up a
candle and by its light they saw that
the hall was empty.

“It seemed to come from this direc-
tion,” Steve said. His voice was only
a whisper, but the stone walls caught
it and echoed and re-echoed it. With
Priscilla gripping his arm, they started
along the dark, cold corridor. Sud-
denly, as they rounded a corner, Pris-
eilla screamed.

“There, Steve! By the wimdiow!™

Steve followed her finger—amil the
blood ran cold in his veins. Desper-
ately he fought to overcome the cold
paralysis that held him frozen, while
his eyes followed a tall, batlike form

along the hall. At the window, the
creature turned and the moomlight il-
luminated a dead white face, black,
butning eyes, blood-red, half-opened
lips, and two long, white fangs.

Priscilla’s scream was drowned out
in the roar of the Colt, as Steve threw
slug after slug at the grinning crea-
ture. Then f¢ sprang out the window.
Shaking off his wife's clutching hand,
Steve raced to the window and looked
out. The creature had disappeared into
thin air.

Steve returned and stopped at an
open door. Priscilla moved forward to
join him, but his outstretched arm
barred her way. The same moonlight
that had shone on its face was shining
on the face of the maid Illeana, and it
was a face no less horrible,

The girl’s eyes were wide open and
rolled up, until only the whites showed.
There was no blush now in those
tanned cheeks. They were white with
the whiteness of death. Plain on her
soft, bared throat were two tiny punc-
tures.

All the training Westterrn civilization
could give and his own sober common
sense could not beat down the name-
less fear in Steve’s mind. Clouding
his brain were the accumulated super-
stitions of his countless mowntain an-
cestors, waxing stronger by the minute
in the gloomy Castle Bakonyi, with its
centuries-old aura of heorror.

OOTSTEPS sounded on the stone
flaggingg of the corridor. Steve
turned and was somewhat relieved te
gee Count Almes approaching. He
steed back as the ecount entered the
reem and bent ever the dead girl. A
briet inspeetion, then the eount stepped
te the epen windew and blew twe shert
blasts en a small silver whistie he were
suspefided areund his neek. Wiikth a
start Steve realized that this was the
first seund te break the unhely silenee
of the eastle sifiee the last tertured
geream was tern frem 1lleana'‘s threat,
with the exeeption of the Eslt:
“We're going,” he told the count.
He had to wet his lips before he could
get the words out. “As soon as it's
light enough to see, Priscilla and I are
getting out of here. You can have the
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damned castle.”

A shadow fell across them before
the count could answer. It was the
chezssenr, Paul. A strangled cry burst
from his tight lips when he saw the
dead girl. The similarity of their fea-
tures suddenly struck Steve—father
and dauwghter,

“You will help me carry the body to
the south ramparts,” the count told
Paul coldly. “It’s a long drop from
there, and when the body is discovered
at the bottom of the gorge in the morn-
ing, no one will notice those marks on
her throat. Afterward, you know what
we must do. But first kill a cock and
smear some blood on her.”

Steve forced Priscilla back along
the passage and into their room. A
glance at his white, strained features
stopped the questions trembling on her
lips. She sat quietly in a chair while
Steve dressed and reloaded the Colt.
A dull rumbling startled them both.
Steve went te the window and Jooked
eut. The sky i the north was black,
except when it was split by flashes of
lightning. A few rminutes later the
first dreps of raln fell.

Nervously Steve paced the fitwr. He
picked up a book and tried to read.
It was an Hungarian edition of the
“Magiia Posthumia™ mentioned by the
count. He flung the book inte a cer-
ner. Eventually the eastern sky light-
ened, but the sterin dld net dle away.
It anything, it inereased IR vielenee.

“Weelll never get away from here
today,” he growled to Priscilla. “A
chamois couldn't get down that slip-
pery, dirt mountain road in thig rain.”

A fat maid-servant, trembling in
every limb, brought them breakfast.
Steve was surprised to find himself
hungry.

“Tihe count and Paul are burying the
little Illeana in the crypt,” the maid
babbled. “They said she committed
suicide by jumping from the Archer’s
Bastion. So the priest wouldn’t come
from the village.”

Fifteen minutes later Steve, armed
with a fikshlightt, was gingerly de-
scending the broad, winding steps that
led from the chapel down inte the
bewels of the mountain, to the natural
erypt where generations of Bakenyls

and their retainers lay buried. A curi-
ous thumping noise assailed his ears.

A flickerimg light marked the bot-
tom of the stairs. The thump, tbhwmp
was louder now, and measured. Every
instinct told Steve to go back, but the
count’s half-voiced warnings were too
great a lure. He had to learn the
truth.

E young American’s heart

leaped into his throat. All the
Wesstern veneer peeled from him, and
he erouched on the stone step, eyes pop-
ping with cold fear, like any Transyl-
vanian peasant, In the dim, wavering
light of two half-gutted candles stood
Count Bakonyi, stripped to his shirt
and swinging a heavy sledge. Oppo-
site him erouched the cikesseeur, his
astrakan cap pushed back and his
blond beard flleckedl with saliva.

Even as Steve watched, the sledge
came down again and the stake sank
another few inches into a fresh grave.

“I don’t believe it,"” Steve told him-
self viciously. “It can’t be so! Not
an educated man like Almos!"

Suddenly the crypt was torn by an
unearthly cry. Paul averted his head
while the count redoubled his blows.
The stake sank from sight. Steve ran
an unsteady hand over his umshaven
face. It was dripping cold sweat. He
turned and fled, stumbling, up the
stone steps, to the welcome light of
day. A few minutes later the count
and Paul followed. The count laid a
sympathetic hand on the younger
man’s shoulder. Paul stumbled away
across the fitggged courtyard.

“I had to do it, Baik,” the count said
hoarsely. “It had to be done. Or she,
too, would have returned. A vampire’s
victim becomes herself a vampire.”

“But that scream,” Steve rasped.
“It was horrible.”

“Yes,” the count nodded, “and we
cut off her head before we buried her!”

Steve returned to his room in a daze
and meekly accepted a drink Priscilla
poured for him. She was white-faced
but calm.

“Did they
begam.

“llleana’s been buried,” he smapped.
His overwrougiht nerves were begin-

. ... did you . . .” she
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ning to give way. He had te find seme-
thing to take his mind off the sight
he had just witnessed.

“One of the servants must be a
crook,” Priscilla said, bustling around
the room. “I was packing and neticed
that the lock was broken on your
trunk. You'd better see what's miss-

ing.
Steve crossed the room in one bound
and flung open the trunk. His ffi S

probed through the layers of clothing.
The pardimeent was ggore.

“So that's it," he gritted. “So that's
why Almos couldn’t go with us yes-
terday.”

He ran down the stairs and through
the main hall. A glance into the big
library showed him Almos bent over
an ancient quarto volume. The ciitk,
clide of high heels told him Priscilla
was following him. He drew her
aside.

“I've got something to do,” he whis-
pered quickly. “Youw stay here and
watch Almos. If he should go to the
chapel, go with him and make a lot
of noise.”

Priscilla nodded, even though she
did not understand. Steve did not
bother to explain, but hurried outside.
There he met Paul. The man was very
drunk and was supporting himself by
bracing one hand against the wall as
he meved along through the rain. A
fed-capped bottle of some white liquor
pretruded frem hls jacket pocket.

Steve still had his flashlight, and his
second trip to the underground crypt
took him only a few seconds. At the
foot of the stairs he spied the tools the
count and Paul had used to bury the
girl. He paused only long enough to
get his bearings, then flung the tools
ever his shoulder and strode towards
the baek of the cavern.

“Good thing I memorized that map,”
he gritted to himself. “A few minutes
now will tell the story.”

T WAS gloomy in the deep recesses
of the crypt, but Steve went un-
hesitatingly to a low, white stone sar-
cophagus, which had sunk during the
centuries deep into the soft earth
floaniigg. He cast his light over the lid.
If there ever was an inscription on the

tomb, time had erased it. But he knew
he had the right one.

There were fresh marks along the
underside of the lid, and this convinced
him. Inserting the end of a crowbar
under the lid, he heaved and forced the
stone cover aside. Catching up his
light, he flashed it inside. The sar-
cophagus was empty, but the stone
bottoma had an iron ring set in one
end. Steve shoved the lid completely
off, then seized the ring and pulled.

Slowly, at first, but with increasing
ease, the flat stone came up until it
rested against the foot of the coffin.
Again Steve flashed his light inside. A
narrow flight of steps, hewn out of
living rock, led downward. He cocked
an ear toward the chapel stairs, bt
heard nothing. Without further ade,
he started dewn.

The steps ended in a rough, man-
made tunnel. Steve flashed his light
around. The walls were of a peculiar
hue.

“Greenstone trachyte,” he muttered
to himself, recalling his college geol-
ogy. “There should be—ah, here it is.”

There was a grim smile of satisfac-
tion on his face as his fimger traced
out a distinct greenish vein running
slantwise across the face of the rock.

Priscilla met him at the door when
he returned.

“Almos hasn’t left the library,” she
told him. “Paul went in half an hour
ago. He was awfully drunk. They
had a terrible argument, but I couldn't
tell what they were sayimg.”

They did not see the count again
until evening, when he knocked on
their door.

“I'm afraid we’ll have to forage for
ourselves,” he said wearily. “The
servants have all deserted. Even Paul
has left me.”

They opened cans in the big kitchen
and the count carved a steak for Pris-
cilla, who took over the cooking.
Several times Steve caught the count
looking quizzically at him. He stole
a look in a mirror. There was rust
on his left shoulder. Steve smiled. It
didn’t matter.

“Paul was certainly drunk today,"
Steve remarked casually. “But why
on earth does he drink vadidea, of all
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liquors. That's a Russian beverage.”

“INhat’s easy to explain,” the count
said. “We were both captured during
the war and spent two years together
in a Russian military prison. Vodka
is all there was to drink, and Paul
acquired a taste for it.”

Steve was expecting the count to
open the conversation when they re-
turned to the library, but when the
latter did, he drove all thoughts of the
stolen parchment from the younger
man’s mind.

“I've finally located the grave of
Count Vaik,” he said, bluntly. “I've
been searching for it for years. If you
will come with me, we will settle this
matter for once and for all.”

“You mean whether there is a vam-
pire?”

The count scowled a moment, then
recovered himself.

“You will see for yourself, I hope.
Wiill you come?” he asked.

Steve glanced at Priscilla.

“She’ll be safe,” the count said.
ﬂ'lm.’l'th'l m,iﬂmmli

OR the third time that day Steve

descended into the umderground
crypt, but this was a trip that was
really horrible in its potentialities—if
the count’s guarded hints were to be
taken literally.

Steve again picked up the tools. The
count was burdened with a light, the
heavy quarto volume and an axe.
Checking against the ancient volume,
the count led the way unerringly to a
back coener of the crypt, opposite the
tomb of Gisela. He stopped before a
similar crude sarcophagus.

“This is it,” he said quietly. “There
was nothing to mark it, except a ref-
erence in this old book.™

Taking the crowhar, he quickly
pried off the lid and let it slip over
the side with a grating sound. It
thudded against the soft dirt. Holding
up the lantern, the count let its rays
fall into the coffin. Steve, keeping one
eye on the count, flashed a look inside
—and staggered back with a ery, all
his suspleilons and deubts drewned
under a flloed of sheer herref.

Tie coffin was neanly full of firesh
blowt], and immwesdd in it was the

guiimming, openegged compse of old
Counnit Vaiik Bskioaryi.

Steve's insides were churning and he
fought to keep from being sick. He
turned and started staggering through
the blackness, blindly seeking the open
air. The count caught him by the arm
and ruthlessly spun him around.

“You can't go now,"” the count hissed.
“We'we got work to do.”

Whhiite-lipped himself, and with every
muscle in his face taut with the strain,
the count shoved the crowbar into
that frightful pool and with one mighty
heave tumbled the corpse out onto the
ground. He held out his hand, and
Steve automatically passed him the
axe,

The broad blade flashed upward in
the yellow rays of the lantern. Help-
lessly the younger man followed the
whistling steel. A terrible cry froze
his bloed and an agonizing weakness
came over him. He could swear the
cry came from the throat of that thou-
sand-year-old corpse. Then the blade
bit inte solid flesh and the ery abruptly
ended. The severed head relled acress
the hard-packed eafth and mnestled
agalnst Steve's feot. Instantly the in-
visible shaekles fell frem him and He
feeeiled. <

“You carry the head and lamterm,”
the count panted. “I can handle the
body. We still have to burn him, you
understand.”

Obediently, still a slave te the in-
sidious horror of the crypt, Steve
leaned over and started to plek up the
grisly object. Then, suddenrly, he stif-
fened and sniffed. Another eder than
the sickening, sweetish smell of fresh
blood assailed him. A sharper, mere
pungent eder. He turfied § ewiy and
looked at the eeunt, leathing and
growing intelligenee reflecting iR his
gyes.

For perhaps five seconds the €we
men glared at each other aeress the
red, swirling pool. Then the esuft,
with a strangled cry, straightened and
hurled the truncated corpse 6ver the
coffin inte the yeunger man's faee

Steve staggered under the sheek,
but recovered in time to meet the ceunt
as the latter rushed around the eeffif.
A swinging, right-hand blew made
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Steve’s head sing, but he kept his
fists up and beat off the other’s frenzied
attack, Then, his head clearing, he
bored in. The count, fifteen years older
and ten pounds lighter, was ne match
for the young American. Halt a dozen
blows and he was dewn and éut.

Priscilla gasped when Steve,
splashed with gore from the coffin,
staggered into the library and flung the
count, his arms bound with his own
belt, into a chair.

“There’s the vampire,” he gritted.
“Our loving cousin, Almos! I thought
as much when I discovered the old
mine this afternoon and found he had
been there before me, guided by my
map.”

“ut_”

“The vampire legend made it easy
for him to carry out his masquerade.
A black cloak, white face powder, lip-
stick and these’—Steve held out two
slender white objects — “and there's
your vampire. They’re wolf fangs,
hollowed out and fitted with sharp steel
tubes. Clamped on his swn teeth, they
enabled him to plerece a vietim’s threat
and suek eut the bleed. He's a bleed
drinkef, anyway.

“Orriigiinally he just wanted to keep
the peasants in line. But he couldn't
resist trying his tricks on us. After
all, I own the castle and the gold mine
under it. Tiat’s the Bakonyi fortune.
This mountain is shot through and
through with veins of aurie telluride,

gold ore forty percent pure or better.”
“Steve! Stop him! He's going to
jump!”

TEVE spun around, but it was teo

late. The count was standing on

the broad sill of one of the tall, open

windows. He flashed the couple a

last, vielous look and disappeared into

the darkness. Steve leaned out the
windew and leeked dewn.

“My God,” he breathed.
three-hundred-foot drop.”

“But why,” Priscilla asked a few
minutes later, “why did he want to kill
us? We never harmed him.”

“He didn't. He didn't dare. There
would be an investigation. He just
wanted to scare us away, and keep us
away. He killed llleana to do that,
but the storm kept us from leawimg—
and then I discovered the mine. He
must have put blanks in my revolver
when he stole the map.

“Then he killed Paul, probably be-
cause Paul became suspicious. And he
needed Paul's body for the last act of
his horrible drama. Shaven, and with
the hair dyed, it passed easily in that
light and in that terrible tub of blood
for old Vaik. He had me convinced
there.”

“But how—"

“He forgot one little tihimg—Paul's
breath. Vodka, especially cheap vodka,
has an ungodly smell. That head had
a breath you could hang your hat on.”

“It's a
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EY didn’t let anyone see the
body because there wasn’t much
left of it to see. A few bones,

that wag all, the undertaker told the
mourners before the ceremony in the
bleak funeral chapel began. The coffin
was a cheap affair of cloth-covered
wood and a pitiful floral tribute gave
off a thin, sickly odoft.

There were only six people in the
chapel paying their last respects to the
dead. Above the monotonous drone of
the clergyman’s voice sounded the
beating of rain against the window
panes. Someone sobbed, and I knew
it must be my aunt, Eva Bramwell, the
widow of the man they were going to
bury. No one else had reason to sob.

I knew what was in the box. It was

A Labyrinth of Greed and
Murder Is Young Edward
Bramwall's Grim Legacy!

His bony hand came up with a shot-
gun, and I heard the hammers click

> Al
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I who had gone to the upstate city to
identify it. Rernains of a man found
in a half-buent shack near the railroad
yards. A blackened gold wateh with
a name engraved on the baek. A skull
with snags ef deeayed teeth. A man
had handled the skull as if 1t were but
a turnip, and 1 reealled with a shudder
the Hellew fa_ttliﬂ_g geund that had
eome frem inside it

The mortician had got out the thing
that I now carried in my pocket. Why
I carried it I did not know. It was a
thirty-eight caliber bullet. “Got into
a drunken brawl, no doubt,” had been
the consensus of opinion. “Was mur-
dered or killed himself. Wiho kmows?"

In that cold matter-of-fact style the
authorities had dismissed the death of
my Uncle John. A derelict had died
and the world was better off without
him. My recollections of him were
faint. He had simply left his wife, the
woman who brought me up. A train
accident had robbed me of my parents
when I was very young. Only one of
the three Bramwell men now remained
alive=my father's brother, Hefry.

The minister fiinished his ritual and
silence gripped the chapel. I helped my
aunt to rise and gave her my arm. A
hearse was waiting at the curb and one
hired car stood behind it. After the
commmnittal services at the grave in a
rain-swept burial ground, we drove
baek te the heuse where I had grown

up.
@®WEENRY didn’t come,” my aunt

W E said in a weary, tearless
voice. “He hated your Uncle John. He
won't like what we did for him,
Edwin,"”

“It was the decent thing to do,” I
replied. "He was your husband, my
own flesh and blood. Murdered—per-
haps."”

I fimgered of the bullet in my pocket,
my mind traveling on to picture Uncle
Henry whom I had seen on one of his
infrequent visits to see my aunt. [ re-
membered him as a tall, gaunt man
with a long, thin face in which the
under structure of bone stood eout
prominently. The Bramwells were all
like that.

So lost in thought was I that I

started when my aunt suddenly spoke.
“Strange we forgot—both of us.

“Forgot what?” I queried in a tired
voice. The gloom of my experience
was still upon me and the funeral was
not y~~"-.wo hours over.

“Todlay is your birthday, Edwim. I
have something to give you—a legacy
it is,” my aunt said, leaving the room.
“Weiit here.”

I heard the stairs creak under her
heavy step, the muffled sound of her
footsteps over my head. She was gone
a long time. Wihen she returned, she
was carrying a large, bulky brown en-
velope that was sealed in many places
with wax. She handed it to me, and
I asked her what it was.

“I was with your father before he
died,” she explained. “Umcle Henry
was there, too, if I remember correctly,
Your father simply told me that this
was all he had to leave to you, but
that if you followed in his steps and
became a wreiter, Edwin, it would be
worth more than a small fortune to
you. You were barely four years old
then. He bade me guard this package
with my life and net te let it fall inte
evil hands. He sald semething abeut
justiee having te wait. 1 den’t knew
what en earth he eeuld have meant By
that. He died befere I esuld find out”

A strange presence seemed to per-
vade the room as I turned the emvelope
holding my legacy over and over in
my hands. I knew it was not money.
It looked like any one of those bulky
envelopes that had been coming back
to me from the publishers with monot-
eneus and heart-breaking regularity.
My aunt looked at me eurleusly, but
I felt that I must be alone when I
epened it se I went upstairs to my
reemm.

There I opened the envelope, my
heart pounding against my ribs. I
took out a manuscript the pages of
which were seared at the corners and
scribbled over with pencil. Wihen I
scanned the first few of them, I saw
that the writer had apparently been
almost illiterate. 1 sat doewn slowly,
eyes riveted en the tltle page. The
fAafnuseript begah —

I will be dead when this is publisht and
my only regret is that I wont be abel to see
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three other devwils squirm when the hand
of the law reeches out to grab them.
wonder if they hav sufferd like me—I wont
ever no—I dont think they did them rats.
Its abowt the Fietcher baby that I want te
tell abowt. I helpt steel him from his home
and kill him. 2 innersent men have been
hung for that crime God help me. I see
them swingin when I look out the winder
heer—swingin from a gallers that aint there,
I see theer buggin eyes turn towards me and
oncet one of them poked a finger at me. 1
think I am goin crazy but befor I do I want
to rite all this down. They say mobody
bleeves what a madman rites but I want
the world to bleeve what I nitee. I went to
see a doc and he says I am in my rite mind
alrite. I had to laff—

COULD scarcely believe what I
was reading on those pages. In-
terest in the Fletcher case had never
died. For the past three years I had
been readifig up on the case until all
the lurid details were stamped indelibly
eh My mind. Magazines reviewed the
ease every se eften. It had been the
subject of vielent diseussions and cen-
troversies for nearly twenty-one years.
Most people who remembered the
case believed that it had never been
satisfactorily closed. There was a for-
tune waiting to be dropped into the
hands of the person who could bare the
real truth of the world-famous case.
How my father had obtained the con-
fession I didn't know. I only knew
at this morment that it was in my hands,
and it had the feel of authenticity.
Feverishly I read on. Names were
mentioned there before my wide star-
ing eyes, names that had been written
into the history of the case. Andrew
Burnham! I had to look twice to be
sure my eyes had not tricked me. I
knew that he was a senator now. And
Harvey Stone, the man who had cried
all during the trial. The Fletchers’
butler, A pitiful figure of a man, the
papers said. Other names leaped out
of the scrawled pages as I read on, and
three hours later, when 1 came te the
end, I knew a seeret that enly three
other people in the world knew. Three
whe would never tell lest they find their
feet ldeking in mid-air, feel the bite of
a repe against thelr neeks.
I knew now what my father had
meant when he said to my aunt: “If
these papers should fall into the wrong

hands—justice will have to wait—=" He
had wanted his son, Edwin Bramwell,
to reap the golden harvest from sueh
a stunning exposure that he had met
lived to gather for himself,

I walked downstairs, and my aunt
said when she looked at me: “You look
ill, Edwin."

“I guess I am a little,” I admitted
in a breathless voice. “Was someone
here while I was upstairs, Aunt Eva?"

She looked at me strangely. “Ne,
Edwin. Why do you timink—"

“Oth, I don’t know. I was sure I
felt a presence.” I sat down in a chair.
“That farm out there—Uncle Henry's,
I mean. My mother left it to him,
didn’t she? I wonder would he mind
—I must have a really quiet place like
that.”

Aunt Eva looked skeptical. “I don't
know, Edwin. Henry is a stramge
man. He's lived alone so long mow—
and it was old when your folks lived
there. I was in a frenzy to get away
the last time I saw it. But if that is
what you want—" She shrugged.

“Yes. Something seems to be draw-
ing me there. I don't know what. I
have work to do—impaortant work.
More important than anyone could
ever imagine. Wirong hands — I see
what he meant. A man could bleed
them dry—"

“Withat're you talking about, Edwim?”

“Huh? Oh, I forgot myself,” 1
laughed jerkily, then added, “I'll pack
my things tonight. You are sure that
no one knew what was in that envelepe
besides my father?”

Aunt Eva thought awhile. Then she
shook her head. “Not now. I'm sure
—not mow.”

I trembled all over at the theught
that my name would soon be printed
in big letters in newspapers and maga-
zines from coast to coast. 1 was des-
tined to be the man who would smash
the most sensational kidnaping ease iA
the history of the natien.

I started on my journey the next
day, my precious legaey hidden in my
luggage where 1 was sire it would Be
safe. It was night when I reached the
Henry Bramwell valley. The heuse 1
came to at the end of a leng tiresome
trip was a deselate abede indeed.
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SINGLE light from a window

cut through the dusk as I €ev-
ered the last hundred yards of read.
The dooryard was eheked with weeds
and an old wellheuse steed in the mid-
dle of it, the blackened framewsrk
leaning drufikenly. There were wheel
traeks iR the greund. 1 stepped and
leeked abeut me and I saw the back
end of an eld ear pretruding frem a
shed 4ser:

I started toward the back door, mak-
ing as much noise as I could. A door
slammed. The sound seemed to come
from the other end of the house, but
before the weird echo had died, the
door directly in front of me swung
open and a tall, gaunt man peered out
at me. A chill went through me and
fy toengue clove t6 the roef of my
fiouth when fy unele’s hellew veiee
shattered the stillness.

“Who are you? What you wamt?”

I walked into the area of light and
said with an effort: “I am your
nephew, Uncle Henry. I thought 1—
I'd come amd—"

“Nephew?” Silence held then for a
long moment. “Oh — Sarah’s boy,
Edwin, huh? You’ve come here? Come
in, then.”

I looked at my uncle as I passed
through the door. His eyes were
sunken deep into his skull, but the
feverish light in them drained a lot of
the strength out of my legs. I wished
1 had not ceme even before the door
shut behind me. Slowly I turned, my
bag still gripped in my hand.

“You stare at me like you was afraid,
boy!” Uncle Henry said. “Drop your
bag and set down. You et?"

I shook my head and put my bag mear
the old-fashioned table, sat down in a
rickety chair. The old man stared si-
lently at me, dug at his stubbled chin
with a herny nail. He seemed to be
trylng to fathom my thoughts, and I
ealght a wariness about him that fed
the fear which had dogged me all the
way aeross the little valley.

“I came here to work,” I said to
break the uncomfortable silence. *“It's
quiet and I didn’t think you’d mind,
Uncle Henry. 1—"

The old man laughed crookedly.
“Thought you was after my money.

Ain’t got much. Say, you buried John
up in the fam'ly plot, didn't you?
Fools! The wuthless, no-good left
Eva t’shift fer herself.”

He shrugged, went over to a pail on
the sink and dipped water out of it
with a dipper. He gulped it down,
wiped his mouth on his sleeve. He
looked not unlike Uncle John, whose
picture I had seen often on the dresser
in my aunt’s room. His head was
nearly bald. His nose was long and
thin and hooked.

“Quiiet here all right,” he went on.
“'Ceptin’ for—"

I heard the sound myself then and
stitffened in my chair. My eyes turned
toward the ceiling. Whaiird scuffling
noises up there made my blood run
cold.

“Rats! 1 killed hundreds of ‘em.
They come up from the swamp.” The
gaunt old man grinned, baring decayed
yellow teeth.

I shuddered. The slapping of loose-
slatted blinds and the creak and groan
of timber rocked by blasts of the ever-
rising wind filled the bleak house. But
rats were earthly things. The sounds
swirling about me were natural sounds.
Nevertheless, a terrible feeling assailed
fiie, one that I could not understand. It
seemned to tell me that someone was in
the hHouse, someene whe did net belong
there. 1 leeked at Unele Henry, his
deep-set eyes having drawn my gaze.

“Got your work all planned out, Ed-
win?"”

“[—yees, in a way,” I said.

“Kinda thought you’d be a writer,
too, somehow. Figgered you'’d some
day come here to where your father
used to work. Nat'chel you should,
ain’t it? Nobody Ul bother you—I'll see
to that. Not 'til you're fiiished, Ed-
win.”

“Mhanks. I'll try and be some help
around, too. I—why what’s the trou-
ble, Uncle Henry?"

T'HE old man’s face had blanched a
little, and he lay dowa on a shabby,
begrimed couch. “Bring me some wa-
ter, Edwin. Don’t know why these
spells come over me. Ain‘t been feelin’
right.”

I scooped water out of the bucket én
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the sink and he drank it avidly. Sweat
oozed out of his forehead and his
breathing was lahored.

“Maybe I could get a doctor,” I sug-
gested anxiously. *I see you have a
car out there.”

My uncle’s eyes became stormy, and
he cursed at me unreasonably. “You
won’t do nothin’ of the sort, you hear,
Edwin? Never had one of them crit-
ters, an’ don’t intend to. Don’t you
ever bring ome!™

I went over near the stove and sat
down. I could not keep my hands from
trembling. I swung my eyes toward
the window once and thought I saw a
face pressed against the dirty pane.
The scampering of vermin sounded in
the wall behind me and the wind out-
side took on a wailing sound. Horror
pawed at me and I fought to shake it
off. There was no reason, no tangible
reason for my being afraid. But why
that aura of dread expectancy that hung
in the fetid air of the room? My eyes
began to get heavy and I was glad
when weariness numbed a lot of my in-
explicable terror.

Uncle Henry’s voice seemed to come
from a long distance. “Better go to
bed, Edwin. Take the lamp. First
door to your right—wihere your father
worked.”

I nodded, got up and went to the
old iron sink where the pail of cool well
water stood. I took a dipper of it and
drank thirstily for my throat felt ter-
ribly dry. Then I went upstairs.

A feeling of revulsion swept over me
as I stared at the tumbled bed in the
room I was to use. It seemed as
though the place had not been touched
since my father left it. There was a
table in one corner of the room and a
typewriter, its cover whitened with
dust, stood upon it. Papers littered
the floor under a layer of dust.

Again ] felt a presence that stirred
my blood. My father? It could not be.
There was a sinister emanation flibowimg
through the room. My father had left
nothing but kindly recollections behind
him.

For some time I was busy atttempting
to bring a semblance of order out of
the chaos in that room before I became
conscious of a feeling of nausea. It was

purely physical, I was sure of that, de-
spite the revulsion 1 had felt for my
task. I tried to conquer it but had te
lie down on the bed. Weakly 1 drew
the patchwork quilt up over me and lay
still.

After awhile the sickness passed and
I drifted into sleep. Once I weke, Ret
sure whether the measured thudding |
heard had been a part of my dream oF
was a reality. As it continued out
there in the dark I lay listening. It
might be a mile away, I thought as I
found myself unable to identify it.
Sounds carry far in the stillness of the
night, especially in a mountainous
country. I dropped off to sleep again
and, when I next opened my eyes, it
was morning.

For days I worked on the manuscript
that was my father's gift to me. The
revelations that poured out of those
scribbled pages again shocked me be-
yond expression.

—Bunmnham planned it. He hated Eletcher
because Fletcher got the woman he wanted.
He got Harvey Stone the butler to help him
for ten thousand and it was Stone that
handed the ldd out thru the winder to me
that night. Me, Joe Dawson, you no I was
the guy that drove for Fletcher and it was
me that said at the trial I wood surch the
hole world for the skunks that took the kid.
1 took the money—the 75 thousan to the
kidnapers to. I got most of it—I wish it
was in hell. I said I reckernized the kid-
napers as 2 guys I seen hangin around the
house and I give them descripshuns of the
2 that got convicted and hung. Louie Gruzzi
and Nate Scholl they had a record. We
planted some marked ransom money on them
and then put the cops wise to pick them up.

I know where the kid's clothes are hid
under a rock in the park next to that statue
of Columbus. I giss that proves I aint lyin.
You ask Burnham about the ransom nete
gecause I rote it for him. I can prove that

y—

BSORBED in my wotk, 1 wréete
for hours on end and as the type-
weitten sheets plled up, 1 felt that
strange, invisible menace getting claser
to me. The nlghts were what I’ dresd:-
ed. 1 slept with the manuseripts ynder

my pillew and a ehair Braced 29aiAst
the deer even theugh it was blted:
The herror that had crept 1Rt3 me the

first day 1 had entered My HREle's RoYHsE
kept th¥§k@ﬂlﬂg inside m%;

I kept hearing those thudding seunds
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out there in the night. And at the end
of each day—I worked sevemteem—I
thought Uncle Henry looked as if
something were eating at his vitality,
too. There were times when I stopped
working and got up te walk the filer.

One night as I finished nine hours
of work on the growing story, I heard
voices below me. 1 listened, mouth
half-open, the bloed in my veing pound-
ing at the rush of anger if the veiee
that sounded like my uncle’s. Seme-
one had come to the house. Whe? 1
hurried dowmstaits, went eut inte the
kitehen and saw a small dark man
standing In the middle et the reem.
But he was smiling.

“No, I have no use for a man here,”
Uncle Henry said. “Can’'t pay you.
Maybe some other time when things
getti"

“I see,” grinned the stranger, “but I
come a long way, Bramwelll. If I could
have something to eat—"

My scalp crawled as I watched this
scene. There was something unnatural
about it—like everything else in that
desolate house. Unele Henry put a
plate on the table, peinted te a chair.
The visiter took off his coat, walked
aeress the reem and hung it en a heok
behind the steve. He leoked at me

veerly as he retufned o6 the table. I
glt it strenger then—what Rerrer whieh
had beeome almest a part et me. 1
Eésﬂeee at my unele. His faee was in

¢ Half-light, But 1 eeuld Rave swerh
he was fighting 3 terrible rage:

1 watched the stranger eat for sev-
eral seconds. His eyes were beady and
they darted aimlessly around the
kitchen as he wolfed the coarse food
my uncle had given him. I let my eyes
gtray toward the coat he had hung in
the dark corner behind the stove. How
had he knewn the raek was there?

I went back upstairs. Half an hour
later I heard a door slam. I looked out
of the window and saw the short man
trudging towards the woods. He
stopped once and looked back. Maybe
it was the wind that laughed, not he.

It must have been around midnight
when 1 sat up straight in bed listening
to my uncle’s tread as his heavy boots
bit into the gravel crossing the yard.
1 went to the window and looked out.

Carrying heavy tools and a lantern,
Uncle Henry disappeared into the
woods as I watched. Soon I heard the
dull thumping sounds with which I
was growing familiar coming out of the
darkness.

I drew my clothes on again and went
dowmstairs and out of the house. I
approached a clump of bushes and
stopped suddenly. Through a gap in
the twisted, spiny branches I saw my
uncle standing beside a partially dug
grave. He heard me when I made a
slight move and he called out hoarselly:

“Who's there?"

I walked out into the open. “It's me
—Edwiin. What are you doing, Uncle
Henry?"

The old man laughed quietly. Dig-
gin' a grave, boy,” he replied. “I've
got to have a place, you know. I ain't
goin’ to be buried up there in the same
plot with Brother John. No, sir!”

He went back to work, and the sound
of the pick biting into stone and hard-
packed earth ran hollowly through the
awesome stillness, The trickling of
water led me toward a big overhanging
rock that was almost covered with
slimy green moss. The cool waters of
a spring gleamed in a shard of Me6n-
light that eut threugh the branehes ef
a glant eak and 1 sceoped the @@elmg
ligild 4p in My eupped Hands an
drafnk. Then I walked slowly baek te-
ward the ald heuse, herref rebbing me
of mest of my feeling:

E next morning a haggard face

stared back at me as I looked into

the mirror over an old washstand in my

room. Wihen I got downstairs, my un-

cle was just leaving the house. He had

an axe in his hand and my eyes were
drawn to its steel blade.

“Look kinda sick, Edwin,"” he said to
me, “Didmn’t sleep much, eh?” I shook
my head and he said: “How you coin-
in' along with your writim"?*

“Nearly done,” I was glad to tell him.
“Anwother day or two.”

“Nearly done, eh?” His voice seemed
a little regretful.

I breathed easier when the old man
had gone. From the window I watched
him until the mists writhing near the
woods swallowed him up. The sky was
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overcast and a thin drizzle of rain was
falling. I had to keep the lamp lit in
the kitchen as I munched a cheerless
breakfast.

Wihen 1 finished, the urge to prewl
through that anciemtt house was
stronger than my common sense.
Flesh crawling, I climbed the creaking
stairs, but I did not go to my room,
Instead, I entered Henry BrammeH's
room. A drunken old wooden bedstead
with yellowed sheets and dirty blankets
met my eye. There was an anttique
rocking chair and a dresser in the room.
I closed the door behind me with a
hand that was shaking and clammy
with sweat.

I went to the dresser, poked at the
clutter piled upon it. A revolver that
was beginning to rust lay there. It was
fully loaded and there was a smell of
oil rising from it. I went to a closet
and looked inside, A discarded suit
hung there, and I fimgered it before
hurrying from the room. Horrible
thoughts that I could not isolate milled
inside my head and robbed me of the
desire to work that day. I weighed the
advisability ef packing hurriedly and
leaving the terrible place behind. I
knew it was the thing 1 sheuld de but
an uncanny faseination held me there
as if 1t had me fettered.

Uncle Henry did not come in until
after dark. His eyes seemed set even
deeper in his head. I did not speak,
but watched him go to the bucket of
water and drink. A grating sound
seeped out of the broken plastered wall
and he flung the dipper aside and went
across the room to bang his fist against
that wall. The gnawing stopped. He
swung toward me, his face twisted with
rage,

“Dammn devils,” he swore, “Place is
alive with 'em. Drive a man—" He
lapsed into incoherent muttering.

Hours later I was shocked out of my
sleep by the echo of a shot pulsating
through the gloomy house. I jumped
out of bed, ran down the hallway that
had become as silent as a tomb, and
entered my uncle’s room. He stood
there in loose-hanging trousers and un-
dershirt, barefooted, staring down at
something on the fltanr. The weapon
was still in his hand. 1 saw the thing

there, a rat almost as big as a cat. Its
blood spattered the worn carpet. I felt
nausea claw at my stomach. The gaunt
old man laughed when he looked at me.

“I should think you’d use arsenic to
kill those things.” I quavered. “Not—"

“Poison? Aint got none and any-
how 'twouldn’t kill these devils. Go
back to bed, Edwim!"

I went back to bed but could mot
sleep. A slight burning sensation was
in my throat that I could not ignore.
Then a sudden pain knifed through my
abdomen and brought the sweat out on
me in a cold wave of nausea. Legs
drawn up, I lay wide awake until the
faint gray light announced the coming
of dawn. Daylight made me feel bet-
ter and I got up, reluctant te lie still
another minute.

Whhille I was donning my clothes,
thankful that I would go through only
a couple more such nights, my eyes
traveled over the floor and I saw some-
thing lying on the bare stretch near the
wall. I knelt down to pick it up and
saw that it was a piece of yellow cheese,
Wihite powder dusted my fingets as the
stuff broke under pressure., I felt fear
then, a fear that took the strength out
of my limbs. The seed of a herrible
suspicion was spawning 1A my brain.
I knew what 1 weuld de that day.

NCLE HENRY looked at me

strangely as we ate breakfast.
“You ain't been workin',” he ehided me
almost angrily. “You won't Hever get
nothin’ dene unless yeu="

“I'll finish my work in goed time,”
I snapped at him. “Anyhow, what dees
it matter to you?”

“Place is gettin' you, ain't it, Ed-
win?” he interrupted me, and 1 felt
ashamed of my weakness.

I wanted to ask him about a man but
could not. We did not speak te each
other during the rest of the meal, and
afterward my uncle teek his axe and
went out to the woeds. When he had
gone, I went upstairs and hid My Mmany-
script where 1 knew He ene weuld find
it unless they tere the very Reuse dewh.

Then I ventured Inte my wnele's
room again and looked for the gun that
I had seen on his eluttered dresser.
There it was. 1 pleked it up and exam-
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ined it quickly. Two cartridges had
been fited., I had heard but one shot
in the might!

I started for Granby an hour later.
All the way a voice inside of me kept
telling me not to go back. A man pos-
sessed of normal sense, I reasoned,
would keep on going until the old car
I had borrowed from my uncle’s shed
fell to pieces. But I knew that some-
thing stronger than my ewn will would
send me baek there. I had to go back.
But before I did so I was going to see
a doctof.

Granby was a small hamlet a few
miles from the desolate farm. At the
drugstore I asked the little old man be-
hind the counter a question. He looked
at me strangely, glanced out through
the window at the ancient car that I
had left standing at the curb.

“Dhat’s Henry Bramwell’s old flim-
ver,"” he said. There was suspicion in
his eyes.

I nodded. “He’s my uncle.
win Bramwell—viksiting him."

“Oh.” He considered for several sec-
onds. “Hawen’t seen Henry for nigh
onto four months. Looked bad when
he was in, too. I'd say he was failin®
fast.”

“I’'m afraid so,” I said, and wondered
why a lot of the horror had come to
Granby with me. Then I asked the
question that had been hovering on my
lips. “Did he buy arsenic to kill rats
when he was im?”

The pharmacist thought a moment,
then nodded. “Now you speak of it, he
did. 'Nough to kill a regiment of “em,
I told him. Told me the place was im-
fested with 'em out there. Why?*

My whole body felt as if it had sud-
denly been packed in ice. I leaned
against the counter, gritting my teeth.
I was glad the druggist had been mov-
ing toward his back case when he
asked the question, 86 he could not see
my face.

“Amy good doctor 'round here?” I
asked next,

“Yes—in the yellow house near the
school,” he replied, turning to face me.
“You can’t miss it.”

The doctor examined me and plied
me with questions. At last he said
gravely, “Mr. Bramwell, all your symp-

I'm Ed-

toms point to a significant fact. Your
life is in danger. You are suffering
from slow doses of arsenic poisonimg.”

I sat heavily into a chair, “I was
afraid of that,” I said slowly. “Please
don’t say anything to anyone, Doctor,
until I see you agaim.”

He looked dubious but fimally con-
sented.

HAD another stop to make, this

time in a city that was the county
seat, some six miles from Granby. At
the police station I introduced myself
as a writer and explained that I was
doing some amateur sleuthing and
asked for sorne help in the department
laboratory. The pelice ehiet was an
amiable fellow, glad te have a little di-
versien frem reutine.

“Could you find out for me if this
bullet came from this gun?” I asked,
laying the two objects on his desk. 1
had been careful to empty Henry’s gun
before leaving the farm,

The chief sent the gun and bullet to
the laboratory. I had a hard time
cloaking my feelings while I waited.
At last the messenger returned, and my
nails made deep dents in the palms of
my hands as I mentally prayed that the
hellish thought I had brought from the
farm would fail te bear fruit. Disap-
pointment came with the eenfirmation
ot my wild fear.

“There’s no doubt about it, Mr.
Bramwell,” the man said. “Ttis bullet
was fired from this revolver.”

Driving back to that benighted
house, I wondered if I were a little
crazy. How could it happen in a mod-
ern world? The bullet that had come
out of the skull of my Unele John had
been fired from the gun whieh I had
taken from the room where my Unecle
Henry slept, the gun with whieh He had
shot a rat. would that man kill
his brother, then try te peisen me?

It was dusk when I reached the
house. My uncle stood there in the
semi-darkness of the kitchen, his fists
clenched, his eyes aflame with rage.
“Wiat’d you take my revelver for, Ed-
win? You been pekin’ in my reem,
you ungrateful whelF? Wihat you been
leokin’ for? Wlmy did you hide all yeur
papers 'fore you="
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“Why are you trying to kill me?” 1
retorted wildly, my breath sounding al-
most labored in the stillness. “You
said you didn't have arsenic in this
house. You lied, damn you! The drug-
gist in Granby told me. And I went to
a doctor. He told me 1 am suffering
from arsenic poisomirg!™”

I took the revolver and bullet from
my pocket. I was a little imarticulate
with terror, but my anger steadied me,
kept me from reeling against the wall.
“Your gun, Uncle Henry, fired this bul-
let that was in the skull of John Bram-
well. How?™

I knew it then. Uncle Henry was
not there before me, never had been.
This man’s was the evil personality I
had felt the moment I had walked into
that accursed house. That grave out
there had been dug for me. I was be-
yond all ordinary sense ot fear as I
stood there watching the gaunt man’s
eyes fill with an insane light. But this
fhan was a Bramwell. This was John
=hnot Henry!

“So you know, Edwin!”
was like a feline purring.

The voice

IS bony hand struck for some-

thing near him. Up came a shot-
gun, and I heard the hammers click as
I set myselt for a charge. Yawning
muzzles of the weapon came to witHin
a foet of my stomach. Uncle John
laughed like a fiéerdl. He began te talk,
gleatingly, unhurriedly. He wanted
fie te knew sefme things befere he
killed fhe.

“Yes, Edwin, Uncle John — that
ne’er-do-well Bramwell. Too mo-good
to be buried with decent folk, Henry
said, didn’t he? A few years after your
father died I heard he gave somethin’
to your Aunt Eva for her to keep for
you. I figgered 'twas money an’ I tried
to get that envelope from her. 1 beat
the daylights out of that woman of
mine, but she never told me where she
hid it.

“Wan’t until a year ago that I found
out somethin’—don’t make no move,
Edwin. I met a broken-down news-
paper man in a fiiplionse. He knew
youe father, Edwin. Said your father
had inferred that he knew somethin’
about the Fletcher case, but the feller

never believed your father. But we de,
don’t we, Edwim?”

“Wthat would you want of it? They
know you can’'t write. They'll know
if_ﬂl

“No, Edwin, nobody'll know. I'm
dead, ain't I? I'm buried. But I got
to kill that hellcat of mine, too, to be
safe. Oh, I've had nigh onto a year
to plan all this. That man you saw the
other night was my man. I sent him
to Henry to find out all about my
brother’s habits, his house—everythin'.
He got paid, but he come back for
more, so I had te kill him last night.

“You see now, Edwin? Now where
did you hide that manuscript? I been
lookin' for it an' I'll find it if I have to
tear down the house. Wihen I get it,
I'll be ricdn. There’s thousands of dol-
lars in that thing for me. I’ll make ‘em
pay me thousands, them people that es-
caped the noose that time, Edwin. The
world can wait for the story °til I'm
ready to let 'em have it—for more
money. Get it twe ways, Edwin. You
wou;dﬂ’t have theught et that, weuld
y@u ”»

“Blackmail,” I said hoarsely. “Then,
after they’re bled dry, you’d turn them
over to the hangman, you devill'”

“So I was right, huh, Edwin? That
was your legacy.” He laughed and
thrust the barrels of the gun closer to
my stomach. Up to that time I had
died a thousand deaths—had felt my
whole body break wide open frem
blasts of heavy shot. The man's face
did net look human.

“Weantted you to write that story an’
get it done 'fore I shot you, Edwin.
Guess it'll do now. The bones you and
Eva buried up there wan't mine. They
was that broken -down newspaper
man’s. Henry—he was surprised when
I killed him. Clothes fit me geed, den‘t
they?” He cackled with herrible en-
joyment.

“The arsenic, you devil,” 1 eried.
Wihy did you give that to me when yeu
could have shot me essii (0107 r g

“Arsenic?” His eyes widened and
his mouth snapped open. He seemed
stunned for a fmement like a mad deg
that has run inte a stene wall. Then
he gritted his teeth and 1 saw his hand
convulge on the trigger. But the shet-
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gun did not rock the house with its
thunder.

Instead the gun by some miracle
slipped out of my uncle’s shaking fin-
gers and clattered to the fidmr. A re-
flection of the horror I knew to be in
my own eyes shone in his as he ¢lutched
at his chest. His long legs buckled be-
neath him and he swayed, then fell for-
ward on his face. Did a laugh come
from the dark shadows of the far re-
cesses of the hoise? It seemed te me
that sofeone was laughing.

DON’T know how long I stood

there gazing down. Foam made a
hissing sound ag it cozed between his
bared teeth. The eyes were open but
lacked even the luster of one ot the dirty
windew panes of the aceursed heiise.
I knew the man was dead, but still 1
eeuld niet meove. Slewly reaetion set ifi
and I meved away frem the wall.

My eyes were drawn to the water
bucket that stood on the sink. Time
enough had elapsed since Uncle Hen-
ry’s murder for slow doses of arsenic to
eat into the vitals of his murderer and
stop that black heart from beating.

That night I had to do what I did
not want to do. I had to find out one
more thing. Wiith a lighted lantern I
went out to the spring and examined
the ground all around it within a radius
of a hundred feet. Soon I found the
place where liish earth had been broken
net s6 leng age. The turt eame up eas-
ily as 1 dug at it. Refiewed horror took
held ef me as I knelt there, my dilated
eyes fixed upen the tifly rivulets ef wa-

ter that trickled out of the nearby bank.
The place where I knelt was higher
than the spring pool, the pool that
somehow had become poisoned by ar-
senic.

That picture remained in my mind
like a hideous nightmare for years af-
terward. A rivulet of water running
through a grave where a man lay. A
body that had not been accorded the
dignity of even a rough, hand-made cof-
fin. And enough arsenic in the man's
pocket to kill a regiment. Axsenic that
had gradually been washed out of the
grave and into the spring poel from
which the Bramwaiil's had always taken
their drinking water. Nausea eon-
vilsed me as I stuimbled away from the
spot, stumbled past the half-dug grave
that was te have reeelved my ewhn meft-
tal remains.

I had to go back into the house to
get my precious manuscript. When I
bhad secured it from under the floor of
the closet in my room, I ran out of the
place with it clutched close to my chest.
I got the old car started and drove
away froth there as if all the demons
tremh hell were at my heels.

Everybody knows who Edwin Bram-
well is. They know he has a great deal
of money. But they say he is a strange
man, that he has what psychologists
call claustrophobia—a dread of con-
fined, lenely places. They say he does
his work in an office in the Heart of a
big eity and that he keeps all the win-
dews threwn wide epen se that he €an
Hear the traffic rear. There is a reasen
fer that.

i3

COMRLETE GRIPPING STORIES OF THE UNCANNY
IN OUR COMPANION MAGAZINE

STRANGE STORIES

NOW ON SALE 4§¢ AT ALL STANDS

SRS



THE SHADOWY
CURSE

HENRY S. LEWIS

Awthor of “Just Take It Easy,” “Cimee Mawches Omt,” etc.

LLA SAUNDERS could not
have uttered a more terror-rid-
den shriek if death himself had

stalked malevolently down the moon-
shadowed corridor.

“Oh, I can’t stand it! I can't stand
it any longer!” she sobbed, clutching at
her throat with fear-crazed fingers.
“r'l go mad!”

Ella Saunders

But her frantic eyes and her unbe-
lieving ears would not be still. Like
a cursed reanimation of an evil specter,
the gimlet eyes in the ancestral por-
trait glared mockingly at the paralyzed
heiress. From the thin-lipped mouth
itself came words of horror, and the
wheole wall on which the picture hung
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seemed to reverberate with the mock-
ery of the voice emitting them.

“You are mad, Ella Saunders,” said
the portrait sepulchrally, the small red
eyes gleaming with evil life. “it is the
curse of the Saunders, curdling your
blood, drawing the last shreds of sanity
from your brain. Ella Saunders, you
are as certainly doomed as though you
were dead. Nay, worse.

“Nothing—mothing can halt the col-
lapse of your mind and the decay of
your souwl!”

The blood itself froze in Ella Saun-
ders’ pounding heart. Madly she bolt-
ed from the corridor, running hysteri-
cally from the nameless terror. Wiith a
frenzy born of utter despair she pound-
ed her bloodless hands against her
throbbing temples, until it seemed as
if her head would burst apart,

Wiildly she looked about her. She
had fled into the library, she saw dazed-
ly. There was a telephone on the desk
next to the chair in which she had col-
lapsed. Desperately then she tore
through the pages of the phone book,
forced her blurred eyes to memaoftize the
swimrming numbers,

Frantically she lifted the receiver,
spun the dial.

“Acme Detective Agency,” came the
prompt respomnse. “Wiho is calling,
please?”

“Bllla Saunders,” the gasping heiress
sobbed. “Oth, plezse—"

“Sorry,” said the man’s voice sharply.
“Ome experience with you was enough.
We had to sue you to collect our fee!”

“But you've guit to come!” the girl
her voice pure hysteria. “I am going
mad, I tell you! The portraits on the
walls—they talk to e, lok at me
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with their horrid red eyes! I—I kill
myself if you don’t come at once!” she
sc;esamed, and then lapsed Inte breken
sobs.

Something that sounded like “Oh my
God!” came back over the wire. Then
the clipped male voice sighed resign-
edly.

“Oth, all rigght. Tey to get yourself
together, Miss Saunders. Better take a
sedative, we'll be there in—let's see—
well, by eleven-thirty at the latest. Tell
the butler to let us in.” The phene
clicked off.

“Damn!” exploded Pete O’Reilly in
his New York office.

“I’ll bet she’s got the d.t's,” said his
partner, Tomn Sherman, as he rose lan-
guidly from his Mortris chair across the
room. “I could hear her shrieking in
the receiver.”

O’Reilly muttered angriillly and
grabbed up his hat.

“That’s the trouble. The last time,
she pulled a fast one on us. But to-
night—well, I don’t like it, Tomm. She
was not only on the level, she was liter-
ally scared to death. We better get up
there before she does something desper-
ate.”

ORTY five minutes later the two

detectives were speeding up the
Sterm King highway under a cold bleak
feon that stared dewn balefully over
the Nevermber countryside te make the
barren fields, the winding read and the
leatless trees even mere stark and
eheerless.

Neither man was in a placid frame
of mind as the car wound up the gravel
roadway to the huge Saunders mansion,
desolate-looking in its grim stone archi-
tecture, with only lights from within to
disturb the silent pulse of night.

O'Reilly loosened his collar, shivered.
“Come on, Tom. Let’s get this over
with.” He pounded the door knocker
harshly.

Reeves, the thin-blooded, umemotion-
al butler let them in. Wiithout a word
he led the two detectives into the
library.

Ella Saunders, startled, looked up
from red-rimmed eyes and rose jerkily
to her feet.

“You think I've been drinkimg!” she

said bitterly as the two men stared at
her. “But I haven’t. Here, I'll show
you_li

Wiith a little puff of blue flame the
dim ceiling lights winked out. Almost
at once a harsh, rasping voice began to
chuckle weirdly.

O’Reilly found the hair on the back
of his neck beginning to rise. Sherman
gasped involuntarily, and his hands got
sweaty. Ella Saunders stood rooted to
the spot with a half shriek on her sen-
suous lips.

“You cannot break the curse of the
Saunders,” intoned the mocking voice.
All three whirled about like automa-
tons, stared incredulously at the por-
trait on the far wall. The picture of an
old Engllish slave trader. Only now the
long-dead voice had come alive, and the
eyes sparkled with hatred.

“Go, you two men,"” rasped the por-
trait. “Go, before I step forth from this
picture frame to throttle you to death!
Ella Saunders must await her fate
alone. Nothing under the sun can halt
her grim march toward utter humasy!”

The voice stopped speaking. But the
eyes continued to glare evilly. Rooted
to the spot, the two detectives stood as
though a part of the unearthly spell,
until a dull thud tore them from their
trance.

“The girll” O’Reilly exclaimed.
“She’s passed out. Quick, Tom—we've
got to bring her to, before she has hal-
lucinations and goes mad altogetlen?

“iHallucinations,” Sherman muttered.
“We saw the same thing, didn’t we?”

Panting from what they had seen and
heard, the two detectives got the un-
conscious girl to her bedroom, loosened
her clothing and bathed her face and
wriste with ice-watet.

She came to, after a while, and im-
mediately began screaming. O’Reilly
clamped his hand over her mouth, held
her writhing body while he talked
soothingly in calm, measured tenes,
though his eyes were a little wild and
desperate.

Finally the girl began to cry broken-
ly. O’Reilly sighed, knowing the spell
was postponed for the time being, and
after a few minutes he left the room
with Sherman at his heels.

“Go to bed now,” he said quietly at
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the door. “Tthere must be some logical
explanation for all that’s happened.
Welll tear this place upside-down, if we
have to, Miss Saunders. But I don't
think that will be necessary. I've got
an idea what’s behind all this. And as
for who—"

He shrugged, and Sherman followed
him out into the hall.

“I heard a radio somewhere,”
O’Reilly said as they went downstairs.
“Must be a party going on in the base-
ment. Let’s drop in. If the guy who's
pulling all this fast stuff is down there,
we may be able to frighten him into
showing his hand.”

T was a party, all right, the two

detectives found as they made their

way inte the dungeonlike corridors
underneath the mansien.

“Viihy, hello!” a loud voice greeted
them when their faces appeared at the
entrance of the ornate, crimson-walled
cocktail lounge.

“Good evening,"” O'Reilly said coolly.
“Miind if we join you? Miss Saunders
has gone to bed. Somebody’s been
trying to frighten her to death, you
know."

There was a chorus of cymical pro-
test.

“Oh come, now,” said a high precise
voice. “I can’t imagine any of us hav-
ing the energy for such monsense.”

“Wedll, I can!” Sherman snapped.
“Wio are you?"

“Me?” The fat man with the smooth
face and the cold eyes laughed un-
pleasantly. “¥Why, I'm Archer Living-
ston. An attorney, if you’re interested.
I handle Miss Saunder’'s estatie

O’Reiilly glared at ham. *“You would.
And who are these other people? Come
on, speak up! We're detectives, so
you’d better not waste our time.”

“Really?” The drawling sneer came
frotn a dissolutely handsome young
man in dinner clothes. “Wll, I'm Joe
Service. A cousin of Miss Saunders. I
get one-third of her estate when she
dies. Lucky, aren’t 12"

Sherman clenched his fist,
Service backed up judiciously.

“Puth-lease, Mr. Cop! Take it easy.”

“Don’t mind Joe,” a cooing-dove so-
prano said. O’Railly raised his eyes,

and

stared disdainfully at the ill-concealed
curves of a blond girl whose eyes were
too round and too blue.

“I'm Bari Barry,” she said quickly.
“A friend of Mr. Joe Service.”

O’Reillly scowled at her. “I don't
doubt it,” he said pointedly. The girl
flushedl angrily.

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen!” said a
protesting baritone from behind the

bar. A well set-up young man put
down the cocktail shaker he'd been
manipulating.

“So?” O’Reilly snapped.

“I’'m Santa Claus,” the man parroted.
“They call me that because I'm so
broke I just hang around here like a
lapdog. How 4bout a little drink,
friends? Arcthue Harris, sirs, at your
service!”

O’Reilly surveyed the foursome up
and down contemptuously.

“Come on, Tom,” he snorted grab-
bing Sherman by the arm. “[Let’'s get
out of here. The place smells.”

Togetiher the two detectives strode
back up the corridor headed for the
ground floor, the others’ mocking
laughter ringing unpleasantly in their
ears.

As they strode down a long hall to-
ward the library a high, muffled shriek
from a point below the ceiling stopped
them dead in their tracks, hearts con-
tracting.

O’Reillly stared at the portrait above
a high door.

“Get out of my house!” said the
painted spinster in her high shrewish
voice. Her eyes gleamed hatefully.
“Get out of here at once, do you hear?"

O’Reillly swore then. “Nuts!” And
taking the revolver from his shoulder
holster, he threw it butt-first at the pic-
ture. There was a ripping tear and the
sound of jangling metal.

“Come on!” O'Reilly shouted.
“There’s a loud-speaker behind that
portrait. Let's trace the wiring,
quick!”

O engrossed were the two detec-

tives in following the thin copper
strands along the wall that the uA-
earthly scream from behind the high
vaulted door had sounded twice befere
they heard it.
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“BEllla Saunders!” Sherman gasped.
“Here comes the payofff!”

Together the two detectives rammed
their shoulders against the heavy oak
door. Finally it gave with a splintered
crash. O°'Reilly was first into the
musty trophy room, pride of the Saun-
ders family for generations, And what
he saw there brought him up short,
gasping.

In the far end of the room, on a
raised platform, was an open Egyptian
mummy case. Arms swathed in yellow
mummy-) ings were locked about
Ella Saunders’ frantic shoulders. The
mummy’s right hand was clutehing a
wicked-looking hypodermie syringe,
about te plunge it inte the girl's white,
unprotected sheulder.

“Drop that girl!” O’Reilly shouted.
“The game’s up— Arrtthur Hidarfst"”

The man's defiant snarl echoed
hoarsely with the bark of O'Reillly’s re-
volver. The man in mummy wrappings
jetked convulsively, then collapsed
slowly to the floor, blood from a deep
scalp wound dyeing even redder the
auburn tresses of Ella Saunders as she,
teo, slumped flsorwaicd in a dead
falat. . . .

“So you see,” O’Reilly said an hour
later, after the State police had taken
away the still-snarling Arthur Harris,
“that guy thought he had a perfect set-
up. Nobody suspected him, because
nobody knew—except Ella Saunders.”

They were all gathered in the cock-
tail lounge. O'Reilly, needing a drink
now, was putting the fimishing touches
on a Martinii. Tom Sherman toyed
with a sidecar. Ella Saunders, still pale
and distraught, was obviously trying to
pull herself together.

“This Arthur Harris,” O’Reiilly went
on, “had things a little too good. Erst-
while chemist, electrician, gigolo, what-
have-you—welll, he thought he coiild
scare Miss Saunders into insanity, then
take over her estate.

“So he rigged up this complicated
loud-speaker business behind the por-
traits. He painted the ancestral eyes
with phosphorus. You know—it gleams
like all getout in the dark, or semi-dark.
He had a couple of microphones hidden
about the place, and it never was any
trouble for him to sneak away from the

rest of you and begin broadcasting.
Broadcasting, that is, for his wife’s spe-
cial benefitt*

“H3s witte!” Livingston exclaimed.

“Rigiht. Ella Saunders Harris.”

The heiress went white.

“When Harris saw us arriving to-
night, he knew the jig was up. He tried
to scare us out of the place. And when
that failed, he went to the trophy room
and put on those yellow mummy-wrap-
pings. Only first he spoke through the
loud-speaker in his wife's room. Told
her to come into the mummy—I mean,
trophy room, or else she was slated to
die at once.

“He planned to stick that lhypodermic
syringe in her. Cannibis Indica, see?
Somewthat like hasheesh. Makes you
have hallucinations. Wiith that stuff in
her, she'd really be ‘seeing things.’
Then Harris could put her away in
the nut-house for keeps—and, as her
husband, grab her estate.”
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CHAPTER 1

Egyptaan Homor

E grueSome mystery began at

a roadside in a patch of woods

down on Long Island. The night

was Stygian black. An automobile

with bright headlights crept slowly

along the winding road. Suddenly the

driver jammed on his brakes. The ear
eame to a screeching halt.

The motorist, wide-eyed, starimg,
with a cold sweat breaking out on his
forehead, leaped from the car. He had
seen an oblong, grisly thing lying te
one side of his path. His hand shook
as he examined it—this resim-soaked
aromatic smelling travesty of the dead.
And now, with the fullness ef his head-
lights upon it, he knew that it was a
mummy!

He lifted the strange burden to the
empty seat beside him, in his car; then
he climbed in with it. Wiild, umcanny
tales of the rifled tombs of the dead in
Egypt, the curses upon those who tam-
pered with them, or those who even
contacted these dead, rushed at him.
He was young, imaginative and net toe
brave. When He reached the poliee sta-
tien, he was trembling and shattered
By Ri§ experienee.

The affair caused little comment in
the papers. It was a mummy, they
thought, of a young Egyppttian girl. My
father and I saw the notice, but gave
it little discussion at the time. Nobody
came to claih the lost mumpmy. The
pelice queried the large public muse-
ums, and many et the smaller private
enes. None seeried te have had any
fufmmies stelen. Hew se ufAusual a
thing as an Egyptian Mummy eould Be
lest 8n a Leng Island readside seemed

McClure and Son Investigate a Ghastly Series of
Crimes Which Smack of Ancient Egyptiam Magic!
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destined to remain a mystery.

That was the beginning of one of the
weirdest cases into which we have ever
been plunged. My father is William
McClure. We're McClure & Son, Pri-
vate Investigators. Police - sergeant
Dolan, of Forest Valley, where the lost
mummy was being held, is a friend of
ours, He phoned us, a couple of eve-
nings after it was found, and asked us
to drive out and take a look at it.

E DID. With Dolan beside us

we stood gazing silently dewn
at the desiccated, brown-giay face of
what apparently had been a glrl ef
worman of aneclent Egypt whose bedy
might have been feldefing in a tomb
for twe or three theusand years. THe
mummy sheuld still have beeh there.
It was revelting.

“See anything queer about it?” Do-
lan demanded.

“I’m no expert on mummies,” my
father said.

“[t’s not a mummy,” Dolan informed
us grimly. “It’s a corpse!™

“Wihat?” I exclaimed.

“A corpse,” Dolan reiterated. “This
girl was undoubtedly alive a few days
ago!”

My father and I exchanged swift
glances. A large cadaverous, lamtern-
jawed man in black had joined us.

“This is Jonathan McNabb, our lo-
cal undertaker,” Dolan added. “We
thought that mummy looked queer, so
McNabb telephoned for the medical
examiner to perform an autopsy, as
you might say.”

“Witeat did you fimd?” my father de-
manded.

“The organs and viscera,” McNabb
said, “show that it's a girl who hasn't
been dead more than sixty or eighty
hours. No sign of poison; ne wound
on the body to cause death.”

The cadaverous undertaker had a
hollow resonant voice that reminded
me of a tomb. He let it trail off hope-
lessly as he shrugged. I saw my father
stiffen at his words. His jaw tensed.

“No sign of what killed her?” he de-
manded briskly.

“Omly—she turned into a mummmy,”
McNabb said.

It gave me the creeps. I'd just heard

a radio drama based on the stramge
deaths following the excavation of the
tomb of a Pharaoh; explorers who had
offended the deities of Egypt, dese-
crated the sanctity of Egypt’s dead, and
who had paid, to the last man, with
their lives. The drama had been well
done. And as I stood here now, re-
calling how those men dled mysteri-
eusly in the Whssterh world theusands
ot miles frem the Nile, I wondered whe
this glrl might be.

I hoped emphatically that we were
not embarked on some strange phe-
nomena of ancient Egypt. Easy to
laugh at it, maybe. But somehow, as
we stood over that weird corpse in the
Forest Valley station house, it seemed
that here might be some avenged, su-
pernatural thing, against which pelice-
men and detectives like ourselves
would be powerlless. It gave me the
shudders.

“Oh, there’s Judge Van Dyke,” the
sergeant said abruptly, in an aside to
us. “It ]ooks as though there's goin’ to
be hell, before this thing's done with.”

We turned to see a small stocky man
of about forty. He was a recently re-
tired judge of New York City. His
summer home was here in the Leng
Island hills only a mile or se frem
Forest Valley. Having heard of this
strange corpse, he had hastenied te if-
spect it. He was a nervous little fel-
low, this ex-judge, Van Dyke. 1 reeall
distinetly—and eertainly 1 had plenty
of cause to remember it afterwards—
that he flung the eadavereus MeNabb
a side-long glanee as he eame forward,
sheek hands with Father and me as
the sergeant intredueed us; and then
whikled 6 the weird cadaver.

S HE stared, his face went sud-
denly ashen. I eould see his lips
moeving soundlessly as he leaned eleser
in his inspection, as theugh he were de-
ﬁylﬁ% te himself the evidenee whieh he
saw before him.

“Dear God!” he burst out suddenly.
“It can’t be! But somehow=" He
swung to face the sergeant. He seemed
trying to gain contrel of himself. “I
think,” he continued slewly, “that this
is the body of a young gifl I kmew—the
sister of a friend of mine. She was t6



THE CASE OF THE MUMMIFIED CORPSES
(replacement page 91)

visit relatives out West. She didn’t arrive.
We’ve kept in telephonic communication with
them, hoping against hope that she had not
met with foul play. But here — P’d swear it is
Patricia Vamce=” He had a queer jerky way of
talking, with a swift, nervous crisp intonation.

The sergeant told us that young Arthur
Cantllin, who had an estate near here, was the
one who had first suspected that this corpse
wasi’t a mummy. He, we learned, had
inherited from his father who died a year ago,
a small private museum in New York City: the
Camtlin Museum, devoted largely to Egyptian
relics. Young Camtli’s father had been an
enthusiastic amateur Egyptologist. And the son,
coming to view the lost mummy, had become
suspicious of its authenticityy, and had
suggested the autopsy.

Just then a friend of Judge Van Dyke’s,
whom he had telephoned to meet him here,
arrived. He was John Griflfim, a big, blond,
handsome fellow of middle-age, reputedly
wealthy real estate operator of Forest Valley.
He had been a friendi and business associate of
Camtlin, Semior, he told us. The sergeant and
the judge led him to the weird corpse. He
stood an instant, gazing at the harrowing sight.

*“My God, gentlemrem” he said fiinally,
*that’s the body of Patricia Vance!P”

Father and 1 left presently, parted from
the judge and Grillfim, and drove back to our
home and laboratory on upper Broadway. The
papers now were full of the weird mummy-
murder, and two nights later we were
definitely drawn into the case. A telephone call
came from John Griiffin. He was at Judge Van
Dyke’s, with young Arthur Candlin, the
Egyptologist. They were speaking for the judge,
Grifffin said, and the judge wanted to engage
us. Grifffin’s voice was tense. Judge Van Dyke,
he said, was afraid for his own safety, and
wanted us to see what should be done to
protect him.

Q:I-EE CALL came about eight o’clock
= a §ultry summer evening. We started at
onee, drove over the Queensboro Bridge and
out to Forest Valley. Beyond the town, almost
at once the road skirted the lonely edge of a
cemetery, a little wooded patch with marble

headstones and the white blobs of mausoleums
gleaming pallid in the fitful moonlight. We were
just nearing the cemetery comer when the road
made a tumm. It flung our headlight beam out
toward the tombstones. A figure crouching by
one of the graves was suddenly illumined.

Was it a ghost, or a human? 1 could feel
my heart suddenly leap into my throat, and the
roots of my hair prickled. Then the damned
thing moved; stood erect. It was no more than
fifty feet away, and now 1 could see a pallid
face staring at us. It was a human fligure,
clarified as our light bore down upon it to be
revealed as a dark-haired young woman.

For a second or two she stared into our
headlights, her beautiful face stamped with
horror. Then she turmned and fled. In the
darkness of the cemetery we could see only the
dwindling blob of her as she ram, eerie, ghostlike
in the darkness. Then she seemed to climb the
other fence, and vanished.

*Say, was that something really humen1?’
1 gasped.

~“We certainly firightened! her, whoever
she was,” Father muttered.

I DROVE on. The lights of Judge Van

Dyke’s big bungalew showed yellew hreugh the
trees a6 our road wound past the eemetery, and
en past a small square marble-and-briek building
whieh stood alone in the woeds. What it was,
we didwt know then, But for some reason It
looked gruesome, like a huge mausoleum set
here in the woods, with a dark hill en each side
behind it.

“Cheerful neighborhood the judge picked
for his home” 1 commented.

Only the big handsome John Griffin and
young Arthur Canilin were in the judge’s living
room to receive us. Cantlin was a slim, smallish
fellow in his twenties, dressed now in polo shirt,
ridiing) breeches and leather puttees. Both he and
Griiffin were obviously nervous, not only because
of what they vaguely understood the judge was
about to disclose to us but because they were
worried about the judge himself.

“He and 1 were out riding this
aftermoomy” Camtlin said. *Then he told me
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he had to go to Forest Valley—some
business there.”

“WHmatewer the details, the judge
hasn’t yet come home,"” Griffin said.
“He told me to phone you—have you
here by nine o’clock. No doubt he's
stopped somewhere at a roadhouse for
dinner. But good Lord, why he'd ride
out in these hills now, under the cir-
cumstances—"

“Wiat circumstances?” Father de-
manded.

They didn’t have much to tell us.
The judge was a bachelor, living here
alone with two or three servants. He
was the nervous type. Now, with this
weird murder of Patricia Vance, he
seemed afraid for himself,

“I think,” Griffin said, “that he ex-
pects to tell you why he's afraid. But
Cantlin and I certainly don’t know. He
wouldn’t confide in us. Only one
thing—" He exchanged a glance with
young Cantlin. “He’s afraid of Mc-
Nabb,” Griffin added abruptly.

It seemed suddenly as though Grif-
fin and Cantlin were shuddering

“Wthy?'” Father asked bluntly.
“Wtet’s McNabb got to do with it.”

“I don’t know,” Griffin said with a
wry attempt at a smile. “All the judge
ever told me was that something hap-
pened between him and McNabb about
a year #go.”

“[t’s queer under the circumstances,”
Cantlin muttered, “that when the
judge’s brother died last week, he'd
give the funeral to McNabb.”

Another death! “The judge had a
brother?” Father demanded.

“Lee Van Dyke, an artist,” Griffin
said. “He died of bronchial pneu-
monia.”

“He’s buried here in the cemetery
down the hill?" I asked.

“Yes,” Cantlin agreed. “Patricia
Vance—ihat mummified corpse—was
engaged to Lee Van Dyke. She and
Nina Vance were at his funeral only a
few days ago.”

Father shot me a look. “Was there
any suspicion that Lee Van Dyke was
murdered?” he demanded.

RIFFIN and Cantlin were star-
tled. “Good Lord, no,” Cantlin
ejaculated. “Not that any of w6 ever

heard,” he amended. “Lee was hurt in
an auto accident a few months ago. Got
cut in the chest—rammed by the steer-
ing post of the car he was driving. But
that had nothing to do with his death.
He died of bronchial pneumonia.”

“So they say,” Griffin muttered.

“What about this Nina Vamee?”
Father pursued.

“She is Patricia’s older sister," young
Cantlin added. “She works for me.
She's the curator of my little Egyptian
museum, in New Yotrk. Father had a
company incorporated—the Egyptian
Exploration Company, 19 what we call
it”

The gruesome thing all seemed
somehow to be linked together, with
the same people imvolved.

Abruptly now we heard the front
door open. A quick step sounded in
the hall, and a young woman walked
in on us. It was the dark-haired young
worman we had seen crouching in the
cemetery! We had seen her face
plainly in our headlight beam; no
chance te mistake her.

“Helllo, Nina,” youmg Camtlin
greeted. “You took quite a walk,
didn't you?”

Nina Vance!
fied corpse!

Griffin introduced us. “This is Mr.
McClure and his son—you know, the
two detectives the judge sent for,” he
added, lowering his voice as though the
servants might hear him,

This Nina Vance, curator of young
Cantlin's Egyptian Museum in New
York, was obviously quite at heme
here; and she was about as handseme
a black-haired beauty as yeu'd éver
want to see. It Cantlin and Griffin were
nervous and tense, it was nethifg com-
pared to the ebvieus tenseness ef Nifa
Vanee. Her face was pale; and there
was still that herrer lurldng iR Ref
eyes.

There was hardly time for her te
more than acknowledge Griffi's intre-
duction of us, with her lips quivering
despite her efforts at selt eentrol, when
suddenly we all Heard the seund sf
horse’s hieots an the gravel af the drive-
way eutside the liviRg reem Windsws.

t{i gied Van Dyke was retuffing frem

8 Fide.

Sister of the mummi-
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CHAPTER 11

Murmmines Whake You Wait

FOR no reason, except maybe a
premonition of horror, we were all
on our feet, tensely listening, as the
hoot-beats slowly passed the heuse and
went around te the back. They
sounded queer, You couldn't miss it;
like a herse walking, stopping te
browse grass at the edge ot the drive.

“That—itthat must be Francis,” Nina
Vance murmured.

Then from the servants’ quarters one
of the maids screamed. We heard her
tearing through the hall, screaming,
“Oh, my God! Oh, my God, Nihaa-
Me. Griffim! Oh, my God—"

We met her in the hall. She was in-
coherent, chattering. She turned and
ran back, and we all followed her out
through the kitchen te the backyard
space between the heuse and the near-
by garage and stables. One of the serv-
ants had lighted a yard light. It glared
dewnward eh the judge's serrel pele
peny where the hefse steed with the
relns dangling frem Ris neek, his head
lewered as he ealmly munehed at the
edge of a grass plet. Quite evidently,
dAguided, He Had wandered Reme, &af-
FyiRg His ghastly fider

We all stood numbed, staring with
a blank, horrified silence. Astride the
pony’s back, with ankles lashed by a
thong under the animal’s belly, sat
what obviously had been Judge Van
Dyke. His dead body was shrunken
now within his clothes; a hideous, des-
jccated and shriveled thing with the
aromatic smell ot resin watting frem
it! Then as the peny shifted, I saw
the judge’s face—a faee still with his
familiar features but new gruesemely
shrunken; flaky skin gray-brewn and
dried, drawn llke shriveled parehment
ever the eheekbenes! A mummified
eorpse like Patricia Vanee, with the
smell ef the grave upen it, as theugh
for eenturies this Murmified Bedy had
Been meldering in its tomb!

The big, handsome John Griffin was
standing strickem, with his jaw
dropped; beside him the swaggering

young millionaire polo player, Arthur
Cantlin, stood gazing, numbed by silent
horror. At my elbow the beautiful
dark-haired Nina Vance was swaying.
I heard her gasp.

“Oth, my dear one—Oh, dear God,
Francis—" I felt her sway against me;
then she slipped before I could grasp
her and fell unconscious at my feet.

The large Van Dyke bungalow was
in a turmoil when Sergeant Dolan, Cap-
tain Franklin and half a dozen of their
men arrived from Forest Valley. We
had revived Nina Vance, and carried
the gruesome, revolting corpse of
Judge Van Dyke into the living roem.
It's never our idea to mess up the reg-
ular run of police investigation. There
wasn't mueh that Delan and Franklin
could do, however,

The gruesome murder of the judge
hadn’t taken place here. That was ob-
vious. By telephoning around in For-
est Valley I learned that the judge
had been seen in town late this after-
noon, after he had parted from young
Cantlin. Where the judge went then,
Heaven only knew, but his peny had
come heme, trom miles away.

It was Captain Franklin's idea mow
to send for McNabb to take charge of
the body. The medical examiner, a
fat little fellow named Dr. Peters, had
arrived. He agreed that McNabb should
take the corpse to McNabb’s Under-
taking Parlor in town where, tomor-
row, the twe of them would perform an
autopsy on it,

Y glance met Father’s, when that
. scheme was outlined.

“Yow're thinking,” Father whispered
to me, “that, according to Griffin and
Cantlin, the undertaker had some rea-
son for killing the judge.”

“I damn sure am.”

“Wkdll, if he did, Tim, he killed Pa-
tricia Vance, too,” Father retorted.
There was a dangerous glint in his eye,
“A bizarre methed of death like this
means it's the same murderer.”

I had no argument with him on that.

“Weelll have to find out what motive
McNabb had,” Father added grimly.
“Amd what possible reason could he
have also for killing Patricia Vance?”

I could only shrug. And I couldn’t
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help my mind dwelling again on the
idea of some weird, supernatural venge-
ance connected with Egypt. Eather
stared at me when I mentioned it. I
could see he was checking up.

“I can see the connection with things
Egyptian,” he declared. “Her sister,
Nina Vance, is an Egyptologist. But
what the devil has the judge got to do
with Egypt or its cryptic mysteries?"

I had no answer. Cantlin, as owner
of the Egyptian museum, certainly
seemed connected also. And John Grif-
fin had said that he and Cantlin's
father had been partners. We felt now
what we had vaguely sensed before—
that every one of these people in some
fysterious way was linked to the grue-
gofne thing.

McNabb arrived presently to take
the corpse. In the light of what we
now knew, to me he seemed a sus-
picious sort of fellow, with his deep-
set, burning black eyes, gaunt face, and
hollow, tomblike sanctimonious sort of
voice. It was as though werking so
fauch with the dead had given him a
graveyard aspeet. His face and lips
were almest bloodless, as though em-
balming fluld instead ef bleed fitowed
in his veins:

And this time McNabb’s partner,
Wiilliarm Quirk, was with him. He was,
Cantlin and Griffin had told us, care-
taker at the graveyard and engraver of
the headstones. If McNabb looked
ghoulish, Divirk was worse. He was a
small, wizen-taced man with a twitch-
ing manner and alert, darting black
eyes.

He didn't say a word; just followed
McNabb around, obsequiously obeying
orders. But his eyes were like gimlets,
boring into everything. And when he
saw that mummified cadaver of the
judge I heard him suck in his breath.
The look on his face gave e the
creeps; it was the look of a gheul.

“I'm going to telephone to Bud.”
Father’s words brought me out of my
grisly thoughts. We had a chance at
the hall telephone once again, which
was in a dim recess. Father called up
Bud Welllington, one of our employees.
Bud, off duty, fortunately was at heme.
Father teld him swittly what Had hap:
pened; told him te eall Uup the news:

papers—dig into their morgues.
“Puiblic and private life of ex-Judge
Van Dyke,” Father ordered. “Amnd look
up this Jonathan McNabb, undertaker
and cemetery owner here in Forest Val-
ley. If he’s appeared in the news, or
any news that wasn’t published. Get
me, Bud? Something happened be-
tween Van Dyke and McNabb and I
want the low-down. Dig it up if you

€an: ) .,
mg&ggweﬁve for murders” Bud de-
"Right,” Father agreed: "But T want
facts only, Ret semes e-f% imagipatien:
And there's a John GFifin up hers, a
real estate man. Used to be a partner
of Arthur Cantlin, Senisr. Find eut
Grifhn's connection with the Egyptian
Exploration Company: And anything
you ean get abeut Nina Vanee, it's
eurator: Tim of I'll eall you later.
Stay home but use your phone plentsy!™

ATHER hung up. McNabb and
Quirk had left, taking the mummi-
fied cadaver of the judge with them.

“lLet’s get out of here,” Father said.
“I'd like to see McNabb with that
corpse—wihen he doesn’t see me.” He
smiled wryly. “We might get some
hint on how a living person can be
turned so quickly into a mummy.*

We got away unobtrusively, took our
car and drove back into Forest Valley.
It was now getting on toward mid-
night. McNabb’s somber little cottage
was near the edge of town. It was
the last house on a somnolent street.
We parked well away, where the street
wound off into a lonely road, and we
went ahead on foot.

From a little distance we surveyed
McNabb’s premises. His cottage stood
in the center of a big tree-shrouded
garden, The grounds at the back, ex-
tending a good hundred feet down a
declivity to a sullen little willow-lined
stream, were solidly dark. There was a
vacant lot beside McNabb's. Next
door to that was a low frame structure
which housed an all-night bar and grill.

The restaurant was lighted. Me-
Nabb’s place was wholly dark. Then,
taking a few steps to the side, we saw
that there was a dim light showing be-
hind one of the back lower windews.
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“Let’s have a look,” I suggested. We
crept silently around to the back of the
house. Presently we were crouching
at the lighted window. The shade was
fully down, but the sash was partly up
from the bottom. We listened. There
was no sound. Were McNabb and
Quirk in there? We thought not.

“It’s his embalming room,” Father
whispered. There was a smell coming
out of the slit of window, of formalde-
hyde and disinfectants. Formaldehyde,
we knew, was the basis of all embalm-
ing filviids.

Then cautiously I moved the shade
aside. The room was empty. With
the shade raised about an inch, we had
a good view. It was the sort of place
which, to an undertaker, no doubt,
would be just a workshop. But to
anybody else, an eerie shudder. There
was a large tub in which the cadavers
eould be washed, soap and sponges and
towels, a percelain wash-stand, and a
fhedicine eabinet. This steed epen,
shewing razers, selssers for hasreutting
the dead, teilet artleles, ma%bg a fivst
ald kit, and eesmetics. Things fer
greeming cerpses:

Shelves held bottles of chemicals and
embalming flwids. On a slab in the cen-
ter of the room lay the only occupant of
the somber place, the mummified
corpse of Judge Van Dyke. It was on
its back, the grisly shriveled brown
face upturned to the light directly
above it. The grotesquely large riding
clothes were still on it. The arms were
crossed on the breast.

“Someone was here a minute ago,”
Father whispered. “See that cigar-
ette?”

ERE was a small flat-top desk
te one side. An ash tray on it held
a lighted cigarette that trailed a wisp
of smoke upward. Had we been heard?
Was MeNabb abeut to spring upen us?
1 listened fer any seund. There was
fiene save the dismal ereak of the fregs
iR the distafiee. I glaneed bBehind and
aBeut us. Only the shadewy tfees were
there. But I had my Hand en My re-
velver and was prepared fer any emer:
geney.
Father was plucking at my sleeve.
“Tivat paper,” he whispered.

I saw a square of white paper with a
lead pencil on it lying on McNabb's
desk. We were close enough to see
that it was a penciled sketch of some-
thing, or a crudely drawn map.

Then we stiffened. We heard foot-
steps approaching the room. Then Mc-
Nabb came in, a tall, bony figure in
black trousers and white shirt. His
thin sunken-cheeked face was grim; his
small black eyes were glittering. He
went to the corpse. The judge's white
shirt was unbuttoned from throat half
way down his chest. A scalpel was
lying on the side of the slab, a tiny
knife of razor sharpness. McNabb
picked it up, and swiftly, skillfully went
to work.

Wiith the shirt and undershirt of the
corpse stripped aside to bare the
shriveled, mummified brown flesh of
the corpse, McNabb wielded the scalpel
with deft incisions. Presently he lifted
a segment of the skin, a few inches or
so square, held it up to the light as he
carefully examined it. Then he wrapped
it In a piece of gauze and sat dewn,
eleebklhg his feet up en an edge of the
slab.

Wihat was he waiting for?

Father drew me back from the win-
dow cautiously and put his mouth to
my ear.

“Stick here, Tim,” he whispered.
“I'm going to that restaurant and
phone Bud.”

I modded.

For five minutes or so, McNabb did
nothing but sit there. Then, like a
shadow, Father was back, motioning
me to come away from the window.

“Amything happen, Tim?"

I shook my head. “You get Bud?*

Father sure had some dope on the
murdered judge. He had been sus-
pected of whollesale bribe-taking; had
been forced to resign his judgeship. Teo
save scandal, the D. A. had agreed to
keep the affair hushed up.

“¥Withat did McNabb have to do with
it?" I demanded. “Any motive for mur-
der?”

“Plenty,” Father retorted. “Less
than a year ago, McNabb had a case
in court, with Judge Van Dyke pre-
siding. The judge decided against Me-
Nabb, probably to earn a bribe. They
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had a public altercation out of court.
McNabb threatened the judge’s life.”

“Amything else?” 1 asked.

“About John Griffim,* Father said.
“He’s half-owner with young Cantlin
of the Egyptian Exploration Company.
And Cantlin Senior’s will endowed it
with a hundred and fifty thousand dol-
lars. The endowrment is to be made
next month, out of the liquidation of
securities from Cantlin Senior’s estate
it young Cantlin doesn’t change his
okay.”

“Signifying what?"

Father shrugged. “Nuothing that I
can see. Not yet, anyway. I'm won-
dering,” he added, “if Lee Van Dyke,
the judge’s brother, died a natural
death. If he didn't—well, then I could
imagine that Patricia Vance might
Rave suspected he was murdered and
she was killed to silence her.”

“Amd Nina Vance was in the ceme-
tery!” I exclaimed. *“At Lee's grave,
maybe. But why?*

“Niina Vance was in love with the
judge,” Father declared. “Didmn’t you
get that idea, Tim? But what she would
have been doing at the cemetteny—"

It was a queerly tangled web, but at
least we were picking up the threads.

—— S — —

CHAPTER 111
Scaviffeet! Tissue

—— R

FATHER and I were standing
well back from McNabb’s win-
dows, exchanging welhement
whispers. Across the empty lot, the
lighted side windows of the restaurant
were visible, Out in the street, sud-
denly we saw a small coupe pull up
hastily in front of the restatirant. A
dark-haired woman, wrapped iA a dark
evening eleak got hurriedly eut of the
ear and hastened inte the grill:

It was Nina Vance! The lights in
front of the restaurant showed her
clearly. A moment later she appeared,
silhouetted at one of the side windows
where there was a telephone booth,
Father knew this, having used it enly
& moment before to call Bud.

Father is pretty proficient at lip-read-

R ——

ing; he's practiced it for years. And
he's never without a small but high-
powemreed pair of binoculars. He
whipped them out mow.

I stood breathless beside him. “Make
anything out of it?"

“Not yet.”

Then he thought he caught a frag-
ment as she moved her arm and he
could see her lips.

“My husband! Oh, yes, of course,
I'll come. Oh, my God—money? Of
course I've got it, and I'll give it
gladly!” Father repeated aloud for me.

So Nina Vance was married! To
whom? We saw her hang up; start out
of the restaurant. Father grabbed me.

“Stay with McNabb,” he whispered.
“Dom’t let him see you. Just watch
what he does. And that diagram on
his desk—get it if you can! I'll meet
you at Van Dyke’s later tonight.”

He ran for our car. Nina came out
of the restaurant and drove off. Half
a minute later 1 saw Father go by, fol-
lowing her. He told me later about it.

Wiithin half a mile they turned into
a well traveled highway, and the lights
of Father's following car weren't no-
ticed by the girl. It's not a long drive
to New York. Presently they were
crossing the bridge, and then west on
a crosstown street. At Lexington Ave-
nue, Nina suddenly parked, leaped out
and hurrled away en feet.

Father went around another corner,
jumped from hig car and got behind
the girl again without any difficulty.
Then he saw where she was headed.
The Cantlin Museum, owned by the
Egyptian Exploration Compay !

The museum was a big rambling
brick and marble building, set in a Jarge
shrouded garden well back from the
street. Nina hurried furtively toward
it, with Father watching frem a dark
line of shrubbery. At a small dark side
door she paused, opened it with a key,
and closed it guletly after her. Father
waited a mement; theR He eautiousl
tried the deor. It was leeked. Wit
his ear te the.%aael; he eeuld Rear
nething frem within.

CCLURE, senior, is a fast
worker upon oceasion. It wasn't
[Turn to Pagee 98]
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hard for him to get through a windew
into the lower floor of that museum.
He found himself in a sort of cellar,
with a litter of boxes, barrels and dis-
carded packing cases. Against a wall
he stood listening. A dark stairway
was near at hand; he heard a quick
footstep, and then the faint, muffled
blur of voices.

Like a stalking cat, he went up the
stairs and found himself in one of the
large public rooms of the museum.
Faint sheens of the city lights shafted
in its large windows. Dimly he could
see glass cabinets that were ramged
along the walls, with weird things of
old Egypt in them; and spread about
the room there were oblong table cabi-
nets, with flat glass tops in which
staller objects were displayed.

It was a place of the dead, doubly
weird now in the silence of the night,
pallid and eerie with faint shafting
light and heavy with black shadiows.
A sinister menace seemed hanging here
—a menace which, as though beyond
all knowledge of human science, could
strike at a living human, shrivel a living
body all in a moment into an age-old
mummy. These dark silent things
standing inert in the bilg glass cabinets,
fummies whe had moldered in their
tombs en the Nile fer theusands of
years, were all seemingly starlng at him
with a mute menaee.

“Niima, are you sure this is all? If
you’re lying to me, ¥ilIl—3"

“No! No—ithat’s all of it I have. 1
swear—"

Father stiffened as the sudden frag-
ments of voices floated to him—the
voice of Nina and that of a man who
had met her here. Then he saw them.
The girl was crouching by a side wall
partly across the room. The man was
close beside her, but one of the glass-
topped tables hid him, se that only the
dim blobs of his arms were visible, and
an edge of his dark shoulder. The girl
seened to have opened a seeret wall
recess, taking money out whieh had
been hidden there.

The loot of the judge’s brilbe-talkimg?
Bud Welllington had said that the
judge’s accounts had been imvestigated,
but there had never been any sudden
influx of money; he had been too clever

for that, evidently caching it away iR
hiding for use in future years: It
seemed now that Nina Vanee had higd-
den it, or at least some of it, here iR
some secret recess of the museum
which only she knew abeut. I that
were so, then Eather reasoned that she
was the judge's wifie! )

And now this man seemed fercing
Nina to give up the meney. Father's
automatic was in his hand. In the &:
lence of the big eeri¢ reom, agaln a
fragment of Nina's agitated veiee
floatsdl to hiimm:
“Aﬂ'i;l\vcf? Safe? And yeu'll take
me—

ATHER was slowly stalking for-

ward now. And suddenly he was
conseious that the big sliding glass
door of a cabinet beside him was open
and that his elbew had brushed some-
thing—somrthing that meved! He
leaped away, startled, and then whirled
with His guR leveled inte the eabinet
at this new adversary. The Seeurrence
was §e Bizafre that it sent a esld shud-
der threugh him, made his heart psund
and the Bleed ehill iR his veins.

A mummy stood silently in the cabi-
net, mutely staring at him, a ghastly
upright blob. Father’s finger twitched
at the trigger of his gun. But for an-
other second he withheld his fitee. The
mummy was motionless, just staring.
No! It was moving again. He caught
an instant glimpse of its gray-brown,
ghriveled, hotrible flaky face. And it
was dressed in man’s elothes that were
fueh toe large fer it. A terribly dead
thing masquerading as a Mmam!

It was a brief tableau: Father star-
ing tense, stricken, fascinated with
horror at the impending attack; the
mummy staring, moving. Then Father
realized that it wasn't stepplig from
the cabinet; it was falling forward, eut
through the cabinet doorway. The
next second it had dropped the twe feet
to the floor, landing with a limp thud.
One of its fleiling arms slapped down
a second later as it relled & haM-turn
and lay still.

Wiith his breath stopped and the
weird sight blurring before hif in the
eerie darkness, Father steed Rumbly
gazing down at the pinehed and hefri:
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ble dead mummy-face. And the fea-
tures were vaguely familiar! The
clothes, grotesquely large because of
the shrunken body within them, were
familiar—polo shirt, filaring corded niid-
ing trousers, leather puttees.

It was the mummified corpse of
young Arthur Camtlim!

Chilled by the sight, for just a second
or two Father stood staring, hid
thoughts whirling and his heart pound-
ing. The horror of that instant threw
him off guard. Then beside him he
was aware of a faint rustling! He
whirled, but it was too late. Something
crashed on his head and he went down
into the soundless abyss of umcon-
sciousness!

WHEN Father dashed away from
me, following Nina Vance into
New York, I went back to the window
to watch McNabb. The undertaker ap-
parently hadn’'t moved. He was still
sitting there beside the mummified
corpse ot Judge Van Dyke. For an
heur er fofe 1 erouched there at the
windew, watehing him. Despite his
guletness; I eould see that He was tense,
expectant, ag theugh waiting fer seme-
thing te happen.

Then at last he suddenly jumped up
and left the room. I could hear him
in a nearby hall, apparently telephon-
ing. It was my opportunity to get that
diagram which was lying on the desk.
I slid up his window, got in, seized the
paper and was out again in twenty sec-
onds. I was barely in time to avoid
McNabb as he came back. The num-
ber he called hadn't seemed to answer.

He sat down again; waited another
five or ten minutes. Then with sud-
den decision he jumped up and donned
his black coat and a black cap. I saw
him put the gauze containing the seg-
ment of skin into his side pocket. Then
he noticed that the diagram which I
had filched from Hhis desk was geone,
That seefed to puzzle him. He be-
gan searehing the reem for it, agpaf-
ently in deubt just where he had left
it

I had had a brief squint at the dia-
gram, but it hadn't done me any good.
It was the sort of thing that suggests
a pirate’s crude map of buried treasure.

There was a square object, between
crescent lines that might designate
hills. And there was an X to mark the
spot. Of what? I couldn’t imagine.

McNabb in a minute gave up his
search for his missing diagram. He
left the room. I darted across the back
yard. I had a hunch he was on his
way out now. I was right. He came
swiftly from a side door of his cottage,
and started off on a path, with me trail-
ing him—a path that in five minutes led
us inte the cemetery.

Suddenly I realized that I had lost
him. The dipping paths occasionally
had cut him from my sight; but this
time, though I stood rigid beside the
shaft of a headstone for a full minute,
he did not appear. Had he discovered
I was following him? Was this a ruse
to ambush me? I wondered if he could
be quite near me, behind a elump of
bushes, watehing me as furtively as I
had been watehing him.

Thougihts raced through my mind, as
I paused, tensed and waiting for a move
by McNabb. Had he come here to
meet his partner, the ghoulish little
Quirk? I had concluded that McNabb,
after cutting that mysterious slab of
skin from the chest of Judge Van
Dyke’s murmmified corpse, might have
been waiting all that time for Quirk
te arrive.

I cautiously moved forward again.
Still there was no sign of McNabb,
Quirk or anyone else, nothing but
winding paths, grave mounds and
gleaming headstones and occasional
shrubs. I went half-way acress the
cemetery, somewhat past where I had
last seen MeNabb. Then abfugtly, by
the dim Fath at fﬁg feet; 1 eaught sight
of a small white ebjeet. 1 steeped and
pleked it up. It was a felded pieee of
gauze. Within it was the ghastly seg-
fent of mMummilied skin whieh Me:
Nabb had ett frem the judge's cagaver!

UICKLY I jumped behind the

nearest tombstone, with the feel-
ing that at any morment it wias possible
for a shot, or a stalking armed blob,
to stab at me from the shrouding dark-
ness. The eerie and fitful shadows
here made diseernment of objects diffi-
cult. I strained to see abeut me. THen
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I chanced using my flash, briefly to take
a look at that segment of skin. An
ugly old scar ran across it. It was not
a new scar; an old one which showed
that it had been healed for some time.

Then suddenly 1 realized that I was
standing now just about where Nina
Vance had been crouching when Eather
and I discovered her with our headlight
beam. It was at the head of Lee Van
Dyke’s grave! The proof of that was
before me—the pallid marble headstone
engraved with Lee Van Dyke’s name.

Then I saw that the grave mound
was queer. The dirt had been recently
turned, more recent, apparently, than
at the funeral a week ago. I dropped
to my knees, peering closer, my hands
running over the loose earth. I used
my flash cautiously once more. Flowers
which had been planted after the inter-
fment were scattered and withering.
Seme were stuek in, as theugh in
a elumsy effert to hide the faet that a
ghoul had been at werk!

Lee Van Dyke’s grave had been
opened! That was what Nina Vance
may have suspected. She had verified
it to her horror. Wiy had the grave
been epened? 1 had the startling facts
now and they clicked together like a
jig-saw puzzle that suddenly goes right
and glves you a pleture altogether un-
expected. My mind flashed baek. That
aute aceldent Lee Van Dyke had had!!
A steering pest rammed ifite his ehest!
That wound weuld heal with a scar!

And now Lee Van Dyke’s grave had
been robbed, his body removed, I had
no doubt. The connection wasn’t hard
to dope out. The brothers in features
looked somewfhat alike. It was Lee’s
boedy then, which had been mummified,
dressed in the judge's clothes!

Then Judge Van Dyke was aliive!
And that, obviously, was the reason for
the bizarre murder methed. The
shriveled, parchmentlike face of the
corpse would enable the cadaver of Lee
to pass as that of the judge! And Me-
Nabb, whe had prepared Lee's bedy
for burial and knew the sear was there,
had taken the first oppertunity te re-
feve it, fearlng that semeene else
would diseever the substitutien of
Bedies!

How had the segment of skin come

THRILLING MYSTERY

to be dropped here? Had MeNabb been
startled into dropping it?

The whole compiexion of the ease
had been changed! It seemed to tie up
with Father's lip-reading ef Nina
Vance, at the restaurant telrphone.
She had learned that the judge was
alive! I had vaguely wondered at her
attitude at the judge’s house. She was
probably his wife! 8he had seme, at
least, of his bribe-money hidden away.
She had mentioned that money ever the
telephone! The judge then, was in this
ghastly thing—doubtless the main
brains behind it. Wihere was he hid-
ing? Had McNabb come here to meet
him in the cemetery?

CHAPTER 1V

Eleattiéc Frrmace

HAD been standing beside a tomb-
stone, with my small flleshlight il-
lumining the grave mound and scat-
tered, withered flowar plants at my feet.
Suddenly the darkness ot the cemetery
was split by the flash ef a shet. There
was a spurt ef yellow-red flame, and
a bullet eame whizzing past my head.
I dropped down and back behind amn-
other headstone. And then I saw a
crouching blob some twenty or thirty
feet away. 1 fired, but it darted side-
ward, and 1 missed. A second later
another shot came, the leaden slug
thuddln? inte the tombstone, and chips
of marble pinged agalnst my faee. Toeé
damn elose for corntort. 1 went flat en
the greund, walted threugh a silenee,
thea eau_ﬂe_uslfy faised fy head with My
auternatie in frent ef it

Fifty feet away there was a running
blob—a man making his getaway. I
tried to wing him, but it was no go.
Then I was after him. Wiith my next
shot he seemed to fall. Or did he? A
dip in the ground might have hidden
him. OF he might be lylag there, wait-
ing for me ineautiously te rush up.

I took my time getting to where that
blob seemed to have fallen. I didn’t
go direct, but in a big circle. Then at
last 1 saw the vague outline of some-

(©@oinuaded on Pagee 107)
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Famous Myystic and Autbhoitjty on Esoteiic Lore

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

The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment.

It presents

true stories of horror, mystery and the supernatural gathered from all corners of the

earth and authenticated by reliable persons.

Your CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading Free!

Send in Coupon on Page 106

HANDS ©F THE UNSEEN

lT has been said that once a spot such as
a shrine, church, graveyard or altar has
been dedicated to spiritual forces, anyone
using that place for worldly activities will
meet the ‘thands of the umseem’

Thhree instances of late seem to prove that
this belief is based on something more than
guesswork.

First: In Comnecticut recently, a man
built a dance-hall on the grounds of an an-
cient cemetery. He did not know that this
property was once dedicated to the dead.
On opening night of the dance-hall, one of
the musicians was stricken with appendi-
citis. A new player was soon substituted,
and an hour later, the lights went out. In
some strange manner which the electrician
could not explain, water had short-circuited
the buried wires. Shortly after that was
fixed, one side of the floor collapsed—ter-
mites had eaten into the timbers. After a
series of strange mishaps, the manager aban-
doned the place. It is now for sale.

Second: In New Jersey this past June,
a man bought an abandoned church in Sus-
sex County. He remodeled it and opened a
tavern. Wiithin two weeks, after a series
of mishaps, he was taken to a hospital for a
nervous disorder. At this writing, he is not
expected to live.

Third: The following is quoted from the
New York Heenaldifinshune of June 24, 1939:
“Port of Spain, Trinidad: Mysterious drop-
ping of stones marked with macabre crosses

in a suburban bar here today, attracted a
crowd to the little roadhouse where strange
oings-on have struck terror into a family
or three days. More than 100 persons, in-
cluding policemen and newspaper men,
sought vainly to find the cause of the strange
occurrences. They gasped when pictures
crashed from the walls as if loosened by
some unseen hand. The family attributed
the incidents to the strange native rite of
obedh and the practice of black-magic on
this spot previouslly.”

o knows?

TOMBSTONE NUMBER

SA/M.IEE.L MARKHAM, manager of a
monument company in the East, reports
an incident which he considers the weirdest
in his experience.

Some weeks ago, a young woman came
into his office and ordered a tombstone for
her uncle’s grave. She was the trustee of
the estate. She told Mr. Markham that her
uncle had been a very fastidious old bache-
lor who could not tolerate mistakes of any
kind. She insisted that the tombstone be
perfect in every respect—if there were the
slightest flaw in it, she said, her uncle could
never rest in his grave.

Markham took the order—and on the or-
der card he had the girl write down the
exact location. She copied the number
from the cemetery map which she carried:
“Grave 3—Plot 125"

A few days later the tombstone was ready

(Condinissi on Page 102)
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(Comntfimuzd from Page IMl)
aAd inspected. Then Markham ordered his
foreman te ereet the tembstene in accord-
aHce with the order en the eard. The rela-
Hvsi were f% visit the grave that afterneen
when the joB was completed:

The foreman and two helpers went te the
cemetery and stopped their truek in frent @f
Plot 125. It had been raining during t
night and there was a puddie of water be—
side the plot.

The foreman took out the order card: He
was about to check up as to the individual
grave number, when a gust of wind came
up out of nowhere and knocked the ecard
from his hand. The card landed in the
water.

Aithough the ink had smeared a little, the
foreman could still read the grave mumilber—
so the men began to erect the huge tomb-
stone.

Just as they were compieting the job, a
car sped up and out jumped the excited
niece.

“Oth,” she said, “I hoped I could catch
you before you started. There was a mis-
take made on the grave number. It should
be Number Eight—not Number Three.”

“Mhe foreman pointed to the order card.
Why—we DID put the stone on grave
Number Eight—accomding to the card.”

Then they inspected the smeared order-
card. “WYes,” said the foreman, rather be-
wildered at the strange discovery—‘iit WAS
Number Three you wrote—but a breeze
blew it out of my hand into a puddle, and
see what happened? The water blurred the
Number Thiree, causing the ends to close in,
and making a perfect Number Eight.”

MARK ©F MYSTERY

JE SANTOS was always ashamed of
the ugly triangular birthmark on his
neck. His mother consoled him by telling
him that his dead father also had a similar
birthmark. But later friends told him that
his father's mark had not been a birthmark,
but was due to a burn he had received when
living in South America.

Howewver, Jed believed his mother, be-
cause he knew that marks on the body, when
caused by accidents, are not imherited.

Wihen Jed was 18 he became a seaman on
a merchant ship which carried freight be-
tween New York and South America. One
night in a storm his ship flbundered. Jed,
an excellent swimmer, managed to swim to
the nearest shore where he dropped umcon-
scious on the sand. He was on the Yucatan
coast but knew nothing of the strange ways
of the natives.

Wihen he regained consciousness, he found
himself in a native hut, comfortably propped
tle and surrounded by food and beverages.

e could not speak to the natives but he
knew that he was being highly honored.
Days later, when they led him to the nearest
civilized commumity, they gave him a bag of
gems. Then he realized that the native chief
had a mark on the neck very similar to his
own. It must have been on account of his
birthmark that he had been so wonderfully

8
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treated by a tribe that he later learned was
the most savage on the peminsula.

_Back home, his friends doubted his expe-
rience. But the birthmack interested himm—
and then to his surprise, his mother con-
fessed that his father’s mark was not of
birth but a ritual tatee of a mystie eult to
which the elder Santes had ence Belenged.
But the mother swere that her sen’s mark
was eaused by birth, a mere eeineidence of
similat fermatien.

And up until this very year, has Jed San-
tos, now an old man, believed that his birth-
mark had no significance, either of nature
or mysticism. Not until last June when he
read the following newspaper item released
by the Associated Press, did he realize that
his case is food for thought:

“Camden, Ark., June 24, 1939: Jake Car-
roll, a cattleman, is sure he has discovered
a new trait of nature. Carroll has marked
his cattle for years with a single crop in each
ear. Today he exhibited a calf born with
the familiar Carroll crop, perfect in each
ear.”

Have the Yucatan Indians solved a secret
of nature by some mystic ritual?

THUNDER PHOINE CALL

A PROMINENT lawyer of New York
City has just revealed this story. Dur-
ing this past summer, his doctor had ordered
him to get away for a few days because he
had been overworking. His nerves were in
bad condition.

He was at the time engaged in defending
the adopted daughter of an old scientist who
had passed away without leaving a will.
Relatives who hated the adopted daughter,
were trying to claim the estate.

If there had only been a will! But none
could be found. A thorough search had been
made of the old man's mountain home, Ma-
nordale, a lonely spot miles from the city.

The case was to come up in September,
If no will was feund, things looked bad for
the daughter who could not find her adop-
tion papers.

It was in June that the lawyer was or-
dered to rest. He went to his own country
place in Connecticut. One evening he was
sitting alone in his living room when he
heard a thunderstorm approaching. He be-
gan to think of the dead scientist, who had
been experimenting with artificial lightning.

The lawyer must have dozed off in his
chair. Suddenly he was startled by a crash
of thunder. He rushed to the front window
before the storm broke. As he closed it, he
heard the telephone ring. He picked up the
receiver and heard a deep voice say: “Go
to Manordale at once."” n the connection
broke and he could not get the operator.

Excited, the lawyer believed that some-
thing of great importance had come up. So
he drove to the dead seientist's heme, 65
miles away. It was net until he reashed that
valley that he heard thunder again in the
distance: AFFiving at Manordale, he tsupd

(Continued on Page 1(4)
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(Contfinued from Page H3)
A8 ofe there. The earetaker was visiting
neighbers. But then, He netleed that light-
ARG FUSE Rave striiek a corner of the house
3hd knecked dewn a small part et the wall,
A Beam was still smeuldering.

He looked in the hole and discovered a
hidden alcove he had never seen befere.
Wiith a fshlight, he examined the dama e
and then was startled to find a small wal
cabinet. He managed to open the eabmet
and found the adoption papers and a will
leaving all to the adopted dlauushter

It was not until the next day, when he
checked up on the strange happenings, that
he realized the mystery of it all. © one
had phoned him. No one but he had heard
any thunder, either at his place or at Manor-
dale. No storm had been reported. He
could not have received a phone call, because
his line had been out of order all day due to
a broken pole caused by an auto accident.

His practical doctor still insists that the
lawyer must have dreamed of the phone
message due to his nervous condition—and
that the broken wall at Manordale had been
caused by spontaneous combustion. But the
lawyer deﬁmtely remejnbers closing the win-
dow at the time the phone rang, and find-
ing it closed later, Whmat do YOU think?

THIE REPORTER'S DQG

REAEIRS of this department will be in-
terested in the recent success of a fel-
low reader who says: “I want to give credit
to Horror-Scopes, for if I hadn't been a
steady reader, I wouldn’t ha‘je been able to
take advantage of a strange coincidence
when it.came into my own life.”

Tihis reader does not want his real name
mentioned, for reasons you will umderstand.
He is a newspaper reporter on one of two
rival newspapers in a mid-western city, We
will call him Max Jordan.

For the past few months he has been wor-
ried for fear of losing his position., The
rivalry between the two papers was intense,
and his newspaper was not doing well. The
editor was constantly criticizing his work,

One of Jordan's neighbors was a middle-
aged doctor who was very well known. No
one had ever thought about the doctor’s his-
tory before he came to this city ten years
ago. This doctor was very fond of dogs.
Jordan had a collie which would visit tne
doctor frequently. A side doer of the office
opened on the lawn. The dog would strell
up to the screen door, wag his tail—and the
doctor would give the animal a friendly
word. The doeter eften beasted that he be-
lieved the collie Towwed him better than its
master.

One night, recently, the collie was killed
by a car. Jordan was terribly cut up about
it—and he knew the doctor would also be
distressed when informed of the accident.
But the next afternoon, Jordan decided to
stop at the doctor’s office and reveal the sad
news. As Jordan came to the screen-door,
the doctor looked up.

“ttidllo, Max—Ywur dog just paid me a
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visit a few moments ago. *I thought you
would be along shortly.”

Jordan was dumbionnded. He remem-
bered readmg in Horror-Scopes that people
who see a vision of a dead pet often follow
that pet in death within a few days. For fear
of upsetting the doctor, Jordan didn’t tell
him about the dog's death. He would wait a
dag or so.

ut when Jordan arrived hom he began
to wonder. Was the dector gemg to die
soon? Of course, he dreaded the thought,
but what could he do in the face of fate?
One fine thing he could do however—pre-
pare an obituary article that would do credit
to the doctor’s memory.

So for two days, he gathered all the bio-
graphical material he could dig up. The doe-
tor's nurse gave him a lot of private data
believing that Jordan was writing a feature
for the Sunday edition.

Midnight, the following Thursday, Jordan
had the biegraphy completed. And the next
morning he took it to his office to keep in
his desk. At 2 o'clock, Jordam's mother
phoned that the doctor had just had a heart-
attack. Jordan rushed owver, and a few min-
utes later the doctor was dead.

With mingled emotions of grief and duty,
Jordam returned to his office—wrote a short
opening paragraph as to time and cause of
death—then brought the article to his city
editor. There was just time to catch the
evening edition—and Jordan’s paper scooped
its rival with a masterful biography to the
jreat credit and advancement ot? Reporter

ordan, now the assistant editor of the
paper. He could not have achieved this had
not his dog come back from its grave to
greet a dear friend.

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Chakra:
Are visions that are seen in a crystal, of
physical nature so that they could be pho-

tographed?
TOM WOODIN

Dear Mr. Woodin: There i8 ne Fecord of any
crystal-ball pheoto, showing a “wilsien." It i8
believed that they are seemn omly with the lm-
ner-eye—itthe crystal simply aiding concen-
tratiomn so that the subcomscious mind plicks
up the visiom by some extra Sensory power
and the gazer believes he sees it in the crys-

tal wiith his actual eye. The effect om tihe
braim seerids the same.
Dear Chakra:
Whhat is meant by theugm projection?
ACE GOLD

Dear Miss Geid: Thomg;mrt pr@ﬂ@m.l@m is the
power to Pproject amn image by extreme
thought force, 8o that ome cah see with the
eye, that which is being seen by thought
omly. Certain mystics claim teo be able te
create matter by thoeught—buxt that is te be
proved to science. course, advecates of
thought projectiom claim that God created the
world by thought prejection. His willl was
poweriful enough to create matter, in aec-
cordamnce wiith his visiom of iit.

Dear Chakra: )
Is it true that human beings use only half
of their brain substance?

JACK HOWS
(Gontinued on Fage 106)
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(Corntinaed foom e 10%)

Dear Mr. Hows: Psychologiats differ as t9
the exact amount, but all will agree ftlh%t
more than 40% of the braimn {8 Rever ntmz@é
Thils gives strength to the argument that the
rest of the braim is for extra sensery Rper-
ception not yet discovered.

Pear Chakra:

Has anyone ever esnmaﬁcd that if a vote
were taken of J:eoplc in America, hew many
of them would answer '‘yes,” to: “Do you
believe in the supernatural, mainly ghosts?”

MARION JEPBS

Dear Mr. Jepps: A few years ago a vote was
taken of owver 10.000 in Emgland. Owver S5%
said they believed. But in Amrerica it is more
than likely the vote wowld be less, for occult
books have a smaller sale im the United
States thah in Englnd. But eccwlit study s
growihg rapidly in this eountny, It is safe to
say that the great rajority believes In éxtra
senasvry pérception:

Dear Chakra:

Is it true that evil thoughts reveal in time
a facial ugliness that makes one repulsive
to good people?

BEATRICE HOLMES

Dear Miss Holmes: There are many cases
to substantiate this, although the pages of
history are full of cases of beautiful women
who had the hearts of fidendu. It is more than
likely that the ugliness results frorm dissipa-
tion which usually accomyparmies ewil thHimk-
ing. It 13 admiitted howeereer, that evil
thougthts affect ome's personality and many
people are able to sense a feellng of dislike
of such individuwdl. Vieclous thinking affééts
the eyes more thah the facial musdress. Héﬂé&
the old saying: "All devils Rave pig €y8s
Hypnutists usually have eyes {hat di'éttl‘igﬂ
most people, espwm‘l'hy those hyphdtists
use their power megatively.
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THE CASE OF THE

MUMMIFIED CORPSES
(Contiznded from Page 10D)
thing lylng en the greund: it was a
faan sprawled on a grave mound. When
I was elese enough, 1 peuneed, fiinging

fayselt dewn on him.

It was a weird encounter, so horribly
nightmarish that it set me shuddering.
The man was dead, but it hadn’t been
my bullet that killed himt A shriveled
face was upturned to the dank gloom
of the night—a face with that same
ghastly mummified look of the grave.
The man's whole body was shriveled
within its clothes, a thing that might
have been moldering here a thousand
years. But it hadn’t. For I saw that
it was the mummified corpse of the
ghoulish little Quirk!

Then the man with whom I had been
exchanging shots had escaped. Was
it Judge Van Dyke? Or McNabb?
For ten minutes at least I lay there on
the ground, alert, straining all my
senses. 1 was fairly near the lower
end of the cemetery, and at last I con-
cluded my adversary had leaped this
nearby fence and escaped. Then
abruptly I recalled that queer diagram
I had fiiched from McNabb's desk.

Off to my left the gloom, with a little
starlight added to it now, showed the
dim contours of the nearby hills. I
had a flash of realization. Father and
I had passed a weird-looking, small,
rectangular building not more than a
quarter of a mile from here on our way
up to Van Dyke’s. We had won-
dered what it was. I recalled the look
of McNabb’s diagram—that rectangle
set between the hills. And I knew that
was the amswer.

I got out of the cemetery in a hurry
and trotted up the road. The small
brick-and-marble building stood dark
and silent. The woods were black on
both sides. The front garden drowsed
under the perfume of figowers. All sup-
posed to be nice and cheery. But new
I could read the sign over the build-
ing's facade:

THE FOREST VALLEY
CREMATORY
McNabb & Quirk

(Qowinmded on Pagee I08)
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Fistula Often
Brings Tragedy

Logs of bowel control and ills due to self-poisoning
often result from neglected Flistula. Thousands could
save themselves from humiliation and serious illness
by knowing the facts and taking proper treatment in
time. The McCleary Clinic, largest Institution special-
izing In non-malignamt rectal diseases, finds radical
gurgery not advisable except in extreme caBes. Re-
gults of successful mild McCleary treatment of patients
from all over the world and condition of these dis-
eages explained in Book offered FREE by McCleary
Clinic 1197 Elms Blvd., Excelsior Springs, Mo. Write
for Book and Reference List mailed in plain wrapper.
FREE.

BACKACHE?

Try Flushing Excess Poisons
And Acid Thru Kidneys
And Stop Getting Up Nights

35 CENTS PROVES IT

Whenm your kidneys are overtaxed and your
bladder is irritated and passage scanty and often
smarts and burms, you may need Gold Medal
Haartemn Oil Capaules, a fine harmless stirmulant
and diuretic that starts to work at ence and costs
but 35 cents at any modern drugstere;

It’s one good safe way to put more healthy ac-
tivity into kidneys and bladder — you should
sleep more soundly the wholle night through. But
be sure to get GOLD MEDAL — it's a genuyine
medicine for weak kidneys — right frem Haar-
lem in Helland.
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E E ABLE TREATMENT FOR

Stomach Ulcers

(Due to Gastric Hyperacidity)

H. H. Bromley, of Sheiburme, Vt.,

@ Writes: “1 suffered for 10 years with

IR acid-stomach trouble. Doctors all told
. 3 me 1 kad ulcers and would bave to
s~ B diet the rest of my lite. Before tak-
['¢ ing your treatment 1 weighed 148
“ pounds and could east nothing but
soft foods and milk. Now, after tak.

‘\‘M ing Von's Tablets, 1 weigh 171
’ da, can eat almost anything and
feel perfectly welll™ It you suffer from indigeetioo, gastritis, hesrt-
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(Qotitinared from Page 107)

Ancther of McNabb’s and his part-
ner's enterprises! The place where
you bring a body for cremation if you
don’t want to bury it. With memory
of that diagram McNabb had made, |
prowled around the back of the build-
ing, a dark yard where a sudden de-
clivity went down into tree-shrouded
darkness. The descent was fairl
steep, but raggedly broken so that
could easily climb down.

E crags were dim in the vague
starlight, with black hollows be-
tween them. Wiithin a minute I was
well below the crematory ground level.
Off to the left I could see where a high-
tension power line brought current
over the hill from Forest Valley—high
voltage for running the electric fur-
naces of the crematory.

I had reached what I thought was
about the spot marked by the X on
McNabb’s diagram. And then I saw
the last thing I had anticipated. A
man’s body was lying here, wedged be-
tween two rocks. It was the body of
McNabb! What grim irony that he
should be lying here, almost at the spot
he had marked! He lay face down,
limp, still warm, not a mummified
corpse. As I turned him over, the limp
right hand fell away from gripping a
knife-handle—a knife which was buried
to the hilt in his heart. The cadaverous
white face, with distended, glazed eyes
goggled up at me. Was he a suicide?
The attitude indicated so—as though
he had throwa himself face down to
press the knife into his chest. But with
the suspicion of Judge Van Dyke being
alive, obviously McNabb was another
victim. Killed because he had discov-
ered the substitution of Lee’s body for
that of the judge!

McNabb, who had prepared Lee’s
body for burial, of course, had seen that
scar on Lee. And seeing it again on
the supposed mummnified coepse of the
judge, he had recognized it at once. He
had removed it, waited to talk to Quirk.
Togetiher, doubtless, they would have
taken it to the police,

I was crouching behind a rock, peer-
ing into the darkness. Was the judge
lurking around here?

BEST FUN, FICTION AND FOTOSw



And still I hadn't found out what that
X on the diagram indicated. Neot Me¢-
Nabb’s body, surely. Doubtlless 1t was
something he must have had reasen fer
suspecting would be in this neighbsr-
hood.

Then suddenly in the darkness I saw
a sheen of light. It lay on the ground,
off to one side of me—a dim sheen on
the rocks, quivering almest like a glow
of phosphorescence. Cautiously I
moved toward it. Amd now if the si-
lenee I was aware of a very falnt eraeck:
ling, hissing seund. It seerned eleetri-
eal and, as I listened, it steadied inte a
FAUEMUEAG Aum.

Another few feet brought me to
where I could see that the green glow
was coming from a crevice in the rocks,
an inward, downward rift in the cliff.
I could barely squeeze into it, but after
a few feet it turned a right-angle and
widened inte a little tumnel-passage,
faintly yellew-gieen with an eleetrie
glow. Ahead of me seefed the én-
tranee te a eave in the ragged, heney-
eomird eliff. Seme ghastly apparatus
was if aetien Rere Anew! I eeuld Rear
the éFQEHlB% gleetrieal hum rising &
ReteR in pite ngWﬁB% lguder as 1 eu:-
tisusly advanéed.

And then I stiffened, stood staring
with a shock of horror that blurred all
my senses as numbly I peered at the
lurid scene before me!

EIRDLY the small subterra-

nean grotto was lighted by an
eerie, yellow-green glow which came
from an electrical apparatus that stood
fe more than ten feet from me. It was
a big, oblong glass box, like a glass cof-
fin lying horizontal on a metal chassis.
But it wasn’t a coffin. Wiires led to it,
and there were metallic pipes connect-
ing it with a bell-like apparatus over-
head. It was a ghastly little electric
furnace, and an apparatus for exhaust-
ing the air, withdrawing moisture,
heating, drying and desiccating with
some grisly processes of chemicalizing
human flesh under intense heat.

And the horrible thing was working
now! A human body was visible in-
side it. Nina Vance! [ stared with
blurred vision at the weird, greenish

(©otiriided on Pagee 110)
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(Qotitised from Page 109)
interior of that little furnace. Chemical
fumes, turgidly green-yellow, whirled
around her body. For a second it
seemed that she was quivering. Then,
even as I stared, the white flesh of her
body rapidly turned red, then brown.

For a second I stood there, stricken
with horror. And then I saw, across
from the furnace, on the dirt floor, a
seated blob—a man bound with rope, a
gag in his mouth. His body was
hunched down, his back against the
wall.

It was my father! His face was
ghastly in the greenish light, but his
eyes were open, and they swung to-
ward me with recognition as I leaped
toward him.

In that instant as I sprang, I was
aware of a nearby recess of the cave
suddenly made visible by my for-
ward rush, a shadowed recess with a
pile of loose earth and a hole where a
grave was partially dug. A man's
ibc:»ely lay there ready to be dumped into
t.

Wiith an agonized stare of horror,
Father’s eyes were trying to warn me.
But it was too late From the black
shadows behind me, a figure came with
a rush. My automatic spat, but the
roaring shot went over my assailant's
head. In another moment outr bodles
faet. A blew frem his fist kneeked my
automatic away, and we went dewH,
relling if the arkness.

The sheen from the ghastly furnace
did not reach here; it was solid black.
For a second or two I was underneath,
with my antagonist sprawled over e,
his fists pounding me. Then I squirimed
looge, rammed his head baek agalnst
the reeks. 1 theught I Had him, But
with amazifg strength He Heaved me
baek and staggered te his feet.

Again in the blackness we clinched,
struggling to throw each other. He
fought silently, panting, with enly an
occasional muttered eath. Who was
he? The human mind werks gueerly.
As I fought desperately, aeross the
baeckgrouwnd of MYy ¢conseieusness,
thoughts wete surging.

This murderous fiend had killed Pa-
tricia Vance because she had suspected
Lee’s death to be murder. He had
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der competent guidance?

Or have you been sitting back, as it is
eagsy to do, waiting for the day to come some
time when you will awaken, all of a sudden, to

the discovery “I am a writer”?
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ngineers must be draftsmen. We all know that, In
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It 1s seldom that any one becomes a writer until he
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to copy some one else’'s wrlting tricks) yeu are rapldly de-
veloping your own distinetive, aelf-Havered —under:
going an experience that has a theill t5 it and whieh at
the same time develeps in you the pewer to make your feel:
ings articulate.

Many people whe should be writing beesme awe-itfuek
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| Miss

killed McNabb and Quirk because they
were on his trail. It wasn’t the judge.
It was too large a man for him. The
man lying near the grave seemed to be
the judge. This villain then, had ab-
ducted the judge to force him to give
up his hidden bribe money; he had
faked his death to avoid having the
judge looked for as a kidnaped person
would be.

He had lured Nina, the judge’s wife,
to get that portion of the brilbe-money
which she had hidden. And then had
killed her because she knew his iden-
tity. He had used this gruesome
method ot murder to make possible the
judge's faked death, and thus to throw
suspicion for all the murders on Mc-
Nabb.

UT who was he? Wiy had he
killed Cantlin? Father's words,
what Father had learned from Bud,
flashed to me. The Egypiian Explora-
tien Company was to be endowed in a
month from now with a hundred and

(Cobinmoed on Page 112)
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(@otitireded foom Page HhL)
fifty thousand dollars! That was ac-

cording to Cantlin Senior’'s will—if
young Cantlin didn’t change his okay!

There was the key to the fiend’s iden-
tity! Young Cantlin had been killed
because he had decided to change his
okay of that hundred and fifty thou-
sand endowment! And only one man
would lose by it—the man vtho owned
halt ef the eompany! Se Cantlin had
peen killed te make sure the huge en-
dewiment would go tmowglh!

“Why—" 1 gasped, “you—john
Griffim—I know you maw!*

It so startled him that he let out an
oath of surprise. Momemtarily his big
hands which were fumbling at my
throat, relaxed. 1 heaved desperately,
caught him off balance, and threw him.
Then suddenly I was aware that he was
fumbling at something behind him. He
had found a knife,

It was in a ghastly sheath—in the
chest of Judge Van Dyke, whom Grif-
fin had stabbed and was about to bury
here. A little light from the furnace re-
flecwed into the recess and struck wpon
Van Dyke’s ghastly features. And I
saw Griffin’'s sweating, demoniacal face
now as he seized the knife.

As he jabbed the glinting blade at
me, I heaved and rolled us both into
the grave. I was on top as we landed,
The knife cut the flesh of my arm, but
I reached, seized his wrist. Then 1
realized that I had the knife, jabbing
it, slashing at his face, his throat—wild,
frenzied blows with his het bleed spiirt-
ing eut en e, his sereams of ageny
finging iR Ay ears until at last he went
limp. 1 leaped shudderingly eut of the
grave, where his Bedy lay welterifg in
its siekening het gere.

That’s about all I have to record of
the weird case of the Mummified
Corpses. Griffin had thought that
Judge Van Dyke was dead, but he
wasn't, quite. He had a fearful time
of it for weeks il a hospital, but they
pulled hif threugh. Peef Nina Vanee
had marfried him just a few weeks Be-
fere. He Had insisted eR keepin
seeret for a while. He was (&rfg zea
fer his safety—afraid of MeNabh's
vengeance, and ether threats He hHad
had frem tHe WRAFWerld, s8 that he
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felt that marrying Nina openly would
put her life also into danger.

Nina Vance was really a pathetic fiig-
ure. She had wanted the judge to make
restitution; had taken a considerable
amount of his hidden money, hoping to
buy back with it her husband's honor
and safety.

Several undertakers, chemists and
other scientists proved satisfactorily
how Griffin, who himself had been an
undertaker’s apprentice in his younger
days, produced that ghastly mummified
aspect in the cadavers of his victims.
They talked of the influence of heat
upon formaldehyde and other chemi-
cals; of resin crystals heated in solu-
tion and then vaporized.

The scientists were enthusiastic.
They talked of how only a final tem-
perature of twelve hundred degrees,
Fahrenheit, was used. A gradual rise
of temperature, for a total of only seven
minutes, with moisture being evapo-
rated—cherically evaporated as well
as by heat action—hot chemical fumes
aeting upen the desiccating flesh, giv-
ing it the gueer age-old, flaky gray-
brewhn fumfy leek.

Thus, was Griffin’'s result obtained.
There’s a triumph of science for you!
I can't say that Father and I shared
much in the general enthusiasm. We
had seen that damned little furnace in
operation, with Nina Vance’s body in-
side it.

Memory of that will haunt us for
quite a while.
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CONSIGNED TO HELL

A Novelet of Eerie Revenge
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BLACK -DOOM

A Novelet of Haitian Horror
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WAKE NOT THE DEAD

A Novelet of Weird Orgies
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EVERYDAY ASTROQLOGY
22 Woest 48th Street
New York, N. Y.

Please send me my Solar Hamescope, in accordance with my zodiacal birth
period. | am enclosing iS¢ in stamps or coin which includes mailing and handling.

| was born

Month Date (I to 31
Montfi Date (I to 31

SEND FOR YOUR HOROSCOPE

BASED ON THE SUNSS POSHTON
AT YOUR BIRTH

*

A Searchlight on Your Persomality!
" LEAR. REVEALING. Portrays your traits and trends,
according to your zodiacal starting point. Gives you
an insight into the amazing solar vibratiiems which exerted
such a powerful influence at your birth and which still dom-
inate your real self.

Ome of the most valuable aids to self-understanding is
the Solar Horescope. 1t explains you to yourself and shows
you the true significance of the latent forces in your mature.

All you need do to receive this Horescope NOW s to
fill out the application form above and send with [5¢ in
stamps or coin, which includes mailing and handling. Ad-
dreas EVERYDAY ASTROLOGY, 22 Wast 48th St., New
York City, N. Y.




BEAUTIFUL
DESK s, *l°°

WITH ANY

REMINGTON PORTABLE TYPEWRITER

A beautiful desk in a neutral blue-greem —trimmed in black

and silver—made of sturdy fibre board

now available for

only one daollar ($1.00) to purchasers of a Remiimgton Deluxe

Noiseless Portable Tygeewiiter.

The desk is so light that it

can be moved anywhere without trouble. It will hold six hun-
dred (600) pounds. This combimation gives you a miniature

office at home. Ml the eoupon today.

THESE EXTRAS FOR YOU
LEARN TYPING FREE

To help you even further, you get Free with this
special offer a 24-page booklet, prepared by experts,
to teach you quickly how te typewrite by the touch
method. Wihem youw buy a Noeineleas you get this free
Remimngtom Ramnd gift that inereases the pleasure of
using youwr Remimgtom Deluxe Noinwlless Portable.
Remember, the touch typing book is sent Fr«& while
this offer halds.

SPECIAL CARRYING CASE

The Remimgtom Deluxe Noigeleas Portable is light in
weight, easily carried about. With this offer Reming-
ton supplies a beautiful carryimg case sturdily built of
3-ply wood bound with a special Dupont Fabric.

SPECIFICATIONSS

ALL ESSENTIAL FEATURES of large standard
office machiines appear in the Noisless Deluxe Port-

Remiingtom Rand Inc. Dept 169-11

able—atandaid 4-row keyboard; back spacer; margin 1 465 Wanhington St., Buffalo, N. Y.
stops and margin release; double shift key; two coler
ribbon and autormatic reverse; variable line spacer: | Tell me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial of a |
paper filngers; makes as Many as seven carbons; takes new Remingtom Nooeless Deluxe Portable, including
paper 9.5” wide; writes lines 8.2 wide, black key | Carrying Case and Free Typimg Bookilet, for as little as l
cards and white letters, rubber eushioned feet. I 10c a day. Send Catalogue. )
The Remingtom Noioeless Deluxe Portable Typewniter is Add
sold on a trial basis with a money-back guarantee. If, after | m R R A s '
ten days trail, youw are not entirely satisfied, we will take
it back, paying all shipping charges and refunding your I City...ooiiiii i eeenas State....... ]
good will depasit at once. You take no risk.
————-————-—_—’




@ WITNESSED STATEMENT SERIES

€harles Belvim, veteran independent tobacco buyer, says: “Fhe
Government's new methods have led to finer tobaccos, and
Luckies always buy the ‘cream.’ I've smoked them for 16 years."

Hawe you tried a Lucky lately?
Luckies are better than ever be-
cause new methods developed
by the United States Govern-
ment have helped farmers grow
finer,lighter tobacco in the past
several years. As imdependent
tobacco experts like Charles
Belvin point out, Luckies have
always bougtht the Cream ot the

Crop. Aged from 2 to 4 years,
these finer tobaccos are in Luck-
ies today. Tiry them for .i week.
Then yow'll know why sworn
records show that among inde-
pendent tobacco experts—buy-
ers, auctioneets and warehouse-
men— Luckies have twice as
many exclusive smokesus as have
all other cigarettes combined!

BIRERL

Easy on Yaur Miroadt-
Bevausse/ TS TOASTED'

WIITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST...IM'S LUCKIES 2 to 1




