


A truee expemiznce of BALLARD DEAN, Kiirkdaad, Wasbittgfon

“TME THING sprangout of
the earth one bitterly cold
evening as | was return-
ing to camp after an all-
day deer hunt,"” writtes Mr.
Dean. “I suffered excru-
ciating agony, as it bit
into my leg. It was a bear
trap, illegally set for deer.

“FRANTICALLY, | TRIED TO ——
GET LOOSE as the cold
knifed through my cloth-
ing. With sinking heart,
1 found my struggles of
no avail, n. a few Rbxiurs,
if help could ne. -~ sum-
momned, 1 would freeze to
death. Darkmess came on
as I fought hopelessly
with the strong steel jaws,

“THEN | THOUGHT OF MY FLASHLIGHT. There was a chance that other re-
turning hunters might be in the woods. Elashing the bright beam off and
on, my efforts were finally rewarded. Thanks to those 'Eveready’ Jresh DATED !
batteries, two men saw my signal and rescued me from that death trap.

igned) Kot 8Bl D ot

The uordd “Ev-erasaly’ is a registéeedd trackermookk o] Natiooak!/ Cavbosvs Conppows, e,




Speed Your Wiay ttoSucesss

8o you dropped out of school too soon?
Well, chasr upl! Asik regiregeatidivee
group of Executives, Engineers or Edu-

Courses Chi
cators and most of them will tell you: Hih
You CAN

elude,

e
home study . . .EP pou will make the effort amd
to yowr course:’ In fact, you'll gud theat~

10T |

8 number of important men in nearly

locality are former homo ltud{ students them-
selves. They KNOW and have PROVED

that home study pays.

In 40 years, home study has become
an integral part of “the American wayy";
- ... a nationwide educational systems
especially geared to the needs of
wage earners. Today, there smcx
far more home study schogis than
gou perhaps realize—and you
may place confidence in the.
courses of the American School,
established over @ years ago to ::
bring you the advantages ol
advanced education.

Insuuktlon matérial
sl -meathods simplify
and speed ug lsamming.

fees moderate

and e T susl protecty

Jymul

Catalogs and bule
letins sent FREE.

OMMEBERCOE-and Industry are tough
. taskmasters today — but they are
vmst. The penalties of failure may be
b It hes —-&thut the rrkew;rds of iuml are
rich. IT you persist in doing work that anyvxe alse esn
do—if you carelessly leave yourwelf to competi-
tien with inery that seoner or later may de all
the "unthinking" jobs . .-, the repetitive tasks — you
ore-slated for Anal disappeintrment and bitterne
To win out, today, you must THINK. You must think
ON the lob and AWAY from It and. F@Sixbaperiaat. you
must think AHEAD of It: And that takes study.

Join this “Promotion Parade”
of Progress-Minded Men and Women

Of the approximately 2.000.000 men and women enrolled
for further educatiom In universities. colleges. Institutes of
and home study Institutions, sboul 37%%

technolo
or 750, have chosen homé study as most Erldlnl ifor
their purposes. want to win SBuccess. do, ]

. lno
'nmlv ave KAITH [n themselves. Do you belleve In jiours
self/ They have Investicated home st ctiged that IS
offers them their way “out and up™ . ... out of the low pid
periodically unemployed rank and Alke... . nr Into well m{d
positions where they enjoy prosperity, securlty and respect.

Qchthefories mee&hfpmmugo Hasaof TqiKe of work

that MOST Intere: ou . . . mall it %Mm"

information and complete details of thls offer.

NO OBLIGATION. Address your inguiry, TODAY, te

AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dept. G758, Drexel at 58th, Chicago

=niark, Ciip ard Mall Tihis Coupon NOW-\oiiwwe

AMERICAN

SCHOOL, Dept. G758, Drexal at Bawh, Chikacs
Please @urd FREE and postpaid, bulietin snd detsiis

Wilthoud obliieraition.
of the Subjects checked,

AilfF Conditionin DRevalll Merchandisiig © Drefting snd ey
Elec. & Cas ¢ %il Aecoudting 8 8 Radiio d Tellewdos
Refrigeration &) Frnecatticosll Oiiligh School
B) Arcd tesrune Boohm?lﬂ B Hiome lics
and Building Economiss of Courses
8 Plum bl.tzlig sndl Direct Selling € Business Lew
Steam Fitting Q Private Secretery B Liberal Amis
B Auttomotive QDlesel Emgiinecring 8 NMedthemiicsl
Engineerin 3] Sumiyinp & Topo~ Engineering
Aviatiom Drefting %;:ph cal Drafting Elshor ¥
B Aligtiion g 8 Sheet Nfietml B Tool Nflskling
CBuilness ement  Pattern Drefting Better Formmismship
8 Accounting end CIPRA. B) Eleaxinicsll & Engline snd Holiler
B Sxies [ Engineering Work
Name.................. Ceseaatee e Oceupitiion................,.. .
ADAress. . . ... .o ittt e it Age. ... .o......
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1 JUMPED MY PAY
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5 E. V. mn wd bow N. R I, wld AInm mg to 380 a week In spare time mmwwicing
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“%After graduating I got a job as Badlo “{lmmad aftar leaving my ship Sob, I  “‘0'm now Chief Engineer of WHOD, Chattin-

Operator aboard ship, and was able to travel
apd see many parts of the world with All ax-
p4n3es paid, and a good sslary beslides

I Will Train You at Home
In Spare Time

Many fellows who want better jnbs are going

to read these wordit—and de< nothing about

them. But a few, llka J.C. V., who are

MEN OF ACTION aro golng to say

ME HOW TO BE A S8UCCESS IN RADIO®!*

'l‘ho test of my story ls for these men. The
hings™ can stop here.

$40, $50 a Waak

Radlo 1s one of the country’s buslest Ilmlm
triss today, On top of a record rimmand for
Radio sets and equipment for clvilian use, the
Badio Industry s getting millions of dollars
in defenie orders, e 882 broadcasting stm-
tions fa the U. 8. emploay thousands of Radio
Teehiielana with average psy among the
URtFy's beat sald industriea. ring,
mﬂm selllng heme end auto Radlo re-
eBIveFL (theie 8 50,197,000 in use) glives
% e tha ands. Many other Radis
flelans take advantage of the eppertumis

EXTRA PAY IN
ARMY, NAYY, TOO

_ .../ man likely to go Into military serv-
fce, every soldier, sailor, marine should
mail the Coupon Nowi Learning Radio
helps men get extra rank, extra prestige,
more interestlng duty at pay up to 6
times s private's base pay. Also mwu
for good Radlo jobe after service emd

I"T'swallAlml’ TO TRAIN FOR RAD!O

1)

was made Chief Engineer of a small brosd-
casting station. Latior I held the same jiob with
several other similar stations in the Boutth'*

ties to harve thelr own service or retall Radlo
businesses. Think of the many good jubs in
connection with Aviatlon. Commerclal, Polfce
Radia and Public Address Bystems. N. R. 1.
trains you to be ready when Television opens
new jobs. Yes, Radlo Technictans make good
money because they use. their heads as well
as thelr bands, They must be trsined.

Beglnmars Quickly Lsars to Earm $5,
$10 a Week Extra la Spavé Timé

Nearly every neighborbood offers opportumf-
tiea for a good part-time Blmo Technieian
to make extra money fixing Rsdlo seta, 1
give you speclal trsinlog to show you how
to start cashing In on theie owcmmmei
early . Yon got a modern Prolisional Rad!

Servicing Instrument. My fffy-Gfty metﬁea

@r. ). E SMITH, President. Dayt. 1MO0D,
Nstional Radio Institute, Washington, D. C,

Bend me the FREE 64-page book
J. C. V. jump his pay $35 a week.

about Radio’s oppartunities. (No salesman will
call-—write plsinly.)

Nams ...oooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiininiacanss Age,.....
Addresy ............c.iiiiiiiiiiiaiaa, cecsasee

CHY ceocervecennncareccrceccers BB cororaess
LI X L L Y Y Y Y Y Y T Y

nooga, Tenn. I make $1,800 a year more thln
when I started Radio. There are many op
tunities for trained Radio Technicians mm"

—half working with Badio parts, half study~
ing my lesson texts—makes learning Radlo ad
home interesting, fascinating, practical.
Flud Out How | Train Yom for
Good Pay In Radio
Mall the Coupon below. I'U send my M-m
book FREE. It tells about my Course:
gpu of jobs In the different brmchu
adio: shows lettars from more than 100 ol
the men I trained. so you cm se0 what they
are doing, earning. MAIL THE OOUPON
in an envbiope or paste on a penny posisl,

J. E. SMITH, Prieatidant,
Dept. IMO9, National Radio Institute,
Washington, D. C.

whiich helped
1 want to know



-  They Nevex Kfrew/”
It Weess SO EASY Td Platpy

Thousands Learn Nuwsiwal vsdtmurmenkts
By Amazinglly Simple Method

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

INK of the fun YOU are missing! The popularity,

friendship, good times! Why? Because you think it's

hard to learn music. You have an idea that it's a slow,
tedious task, with lots of boring drills and exercises.

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

No neediless, old-fashioned “scales®
and exercises. No confused, perplex-
ing study. You learn to play by play-

ing. It's thrilling, exciting, imspilring! Titaxs Gold In Them Thar Hilibilly Sones.”
raxe for mountain music, n and other

No wonder hundreds of th.ousa.nds of popular forms has brought fame agd fortune to

people have taken up music this easy many wgg gumg play“led tor thowgunlol -
i i ou3al ixorel unexpect easure

way. No wonder enthusiastic letters and profit in musio,  thanks to the = unigue
like those reprodueed here pour in method that makes it amazingly easy to learn.

frem all ever the werld,

Sound interestimg? Well, just name
the instrument you'd like to play and

Send for FREE Booklet and
Print and Picture Sample

we'll prove you CAN! If interested, Heo for Sourselt how ;3",,‘,,',9,"’,"“2,‘{
mail the coupon or write. gawn lnnhtnfh 1l':.ey 37 your S?fwn
Learned Qulekly st Home, I didmft 1omu With tho interesting iljuetra-
U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC it 35211.: ottty a2 play tad Dooklgt, oM io, Leam Mynlo
- wi out = teacher. (] en
29411 Brunswick Bidg., for people they. hardly baliero “ma T e urselt Wheet JOu vant
- loarn play 86 well in 8§86 a
New York City time. *H. C. 8., Calif, P gg@ﬁs}mm e wantsd,
r----------—--------—h1
g Y. 8. SCHOSL 6F MUSIC 1
§ 29411 Brunswick Bldg., New Yoek City, N. Y. ]
1 am imterested In muskc stu. articularly {n the instru-
: ment indicated below. P dyserfd me you’r free booklet, '
“How to Learn Musle at and ‘the free Print & 1
i Picture Sample. ]
Plano Banjo Flut:
] Vielin t'fl?"jld?"" Picoolo {
ulele
Plane Accordion Comet Dﬁ:::s and Traps :
et gy Bl
Wouldn’t Take $1,000. Plays on Ridlo. 1 Cell
“The ey sjg * happy 1o tell you that Hawalian Guitar Trombone Volee  Culture 1
i‘ma , 8. E 0 for our woeks 1 hsve are, You 1
thal T M . 7 bbbofow thwatd otarheue Name................................ %ili tRstew. £, .,
derétand’ can nidie : Qﬁaq mﬂnw 1
&(ma tolliay Hy e : 1 tl ﬁO Address. . ... e e, 1
learned taeplay by nata §' a 1: &f Hﬁ%
o month I \Am;nlldn‘ EF 8 88, 4 HF§8 CHY. oo State t
o, an :: e AR
Jars for Ty cousen. prate my gmﬂégﬂh Al ©) Cuck treme for Bookles “A™ ff wnder 16 yeave of age. |

B
®Actual pupUls’ mamres om request. Pictures dv Profmimal models



Actual pho-
to of the
mam wh
holds th
title, *'The
Worlld’
Most  Pey:
feetly De-
velope
Man,"”

America’s Greatest
‘tRuillder of Mem”

Among all the phys-
ical Instructors and
" oAdi T aresrs of mem™
ONLY ONE NAME
STANDS OUT. That
name {3 Charles Atlaa !

In every part of the
country Charles Atlas
13 recogmilssed] =3
“Mmeerica’s  Greatest
Builidar of Men.™ Al-
most two million men
have written te him.
Thousands upen theu-
safda have put their
?hyil@ih dBVBlSPFﬂEm
fte Bis hands!

And now that the
call Is for men caps-
ble of helping Amer-
ica meet and conquer
any national emer-

gency. many tihowu -
sanda of othera (even
these already In their
eountFy's Army and

Navy) are ealling uﬂ
88 Cha Ias At l

& Lh kind at msﬂ

Bk
America vitally ﬁeeéi

Here's PROOF Right Hierel

"Resullta come so fast by
your method that it seems
Just as if some magician put
on the pounds of solld musele

ust where you mﬁt dhesm
! il T

"Rl llke & mlllm dollars
and have & 44" normal chest
-A 2% GAIN IN 4 DAVST"

—L. A. 8.. 1llinols

ey decter Ehlﬂh yBUF
course 15 #ne: In 15 day

Rave put twe inehes en my

ehest and % {neh on My

e@k —B. L., Oregon

g 1 Fr*é&? éé%&”k%%%“
& mmise at 5 m:; iﬂ@l

My Aeek inereased 2
—@. M., Ohlo

]'M “trading-in" old bodies for new! I'm taking men
who know that the eondition of thelr arms, shoulders,
chests and legs—their strength, “wind,” and emtiiraacee~
18 not 100%. And I'm making NEW MEN of them.

I don’t care how old or young other men in only 15 ml:mtumnddqﬂ

you are, or how ashamed of your
present physical conditiom you may
be. 1 can add SOLID MUSCLE to
your bleepa—yes, on each arm—In
double quidk timel I e¢am breaden
your shoulders, strengthen your bask,
develop your whole museular aya-
tera INSIDE and OUTSIDE! { éiﬂ
add jnehes te yeur ehest. give you &
vise-Nky @FiD, make thee legs et
%ﬁ \1he #RA  BaweFMdl I
new EIF Qfl'h IHIG Gatd

6!
ei ; ﬂ@f
isli“ y%\i @Fim BE} @;%

o9 &
%‘gg“ ;}x
fﬂw gt "

] Was a 97-lb.
Weakling

All the world knows 1 wsa ONCB
w skinny, scrawny 97-pound wesk-
ling. And NOW It knowa that 1 wan
the title, “The World'sa Moat Per-
fectly Developas! Msn.” Agahut all
comers! How did I de i(? Hew ds
1 work miraeles Jn the bodiss 6f

The answer 13 “Dynamie Te

the aniaxing method I discoversd
and which changed me from e 97-
pound weakling Into the champion
you gee heret

What 15 Minutes a
Day Can Do For You

Are you ALL MAN—tough-mus-
cled. on your toes every minute, with
all the up-and-at-tam that cam lick
your weight In wildcats? Or do
you need the help I camn give you—
the help that has already werked
sueh woenders for other fellows,
everywhars?

In just 15 minutee a day, right
in the privacy of your own home,
I'™m ready to prove that “Dynamle
Tension” ean lay a new outfit of
selid muaele over every ineh ef yeur
bedy. Let e put new, smashing
a@w inte )‘ﬂui iimi and sheuldafi

% BF-RAKId 8
iEhﬂR ﬂthii liuahi it ﬂwﬁeh
imim 'a ¥% i 15t8 Fe ’k

MHRQ.
%FE‘E% BF WFBB zlvm E
i I%F

S%VE‘HQ sHow ydd

THIS FAMOWS BOOK THAT TELLS YOoU
JUST HOW TO© GET A BODY THAT
MEN RESPECT AND WOWMEN ADMIRE

Almoat two million men have sent for and read my book, *“Eves:
lasting Health and Strengm It tells you exastgi{ what “Bymamio
Tension™ can do. Amd it's packed with picturss ti BHOW you what
{t dees. Reeulta it has produced for other men. RESULTS 1 want
te pr@w ft can get for YOU! H you are uatlsfed to take a back
§edt and be pusmdl around by other fellows week-In. week-out, you
den't want thls book. But It you want to learn how you cam actually
Becomia & NEW MAN. right {n the privacy of your own home and in
3} 19 mlmm # day. them man'—get this coupom Into the mall to me
3 GuF lags e get te the Iamrml CHARIFS ATLAS, Dept.
i’=k~4~_ Hi 3t 23fd Bt.. New York Cf

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW!

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77-L,
115 East 23rd St., New York Clty

I want the proof that your sz‘ stem of “Dymamie
Tension” will help make a New Msn of me—
tive me a healthy, husky body and blg muscular
development. B8end me your free "tBiver-

lasting Health and Stremgtth’™

(Please Print or Write Plainly)
(Please Print or Write Plainly)

Address ......... ... ... i,
Address

Clty ... State.........
City State



A Money-Making Opportunity
ffor Men of Charaaeer
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE EOR
AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE
A MULTI-MIILION-DIOQILAR INDUSTRY

Costly Work Formerly
Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

EARNINGS

One man In Californla carned over §1,600 per Moodh for thaet
monthe—cinse to $5,000 in 90 days' time. Another wd‘a
from Delaware="Sincs 1 have been opsracing Ciuse a I
law! tlem 2 month of actesh selling) s6di aot the folli day
that, because I have becn getting organized aad had to spen
at least half the day in the office; counting what | have
outright and oo trial, I have made just a Jittle in exces of one

This Is s ¢all for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day,

thousand dollars profit for one month.’* A man working small
city in N. Y. State made $10,803 in 9 months. Texas man
pets over $300 in less than a week's time, Space does not per-

mit mentioning here more than these few candom cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwihile future
in this business is ed with immediate carnings for the
rightt kind of man. One man with us has already made over
a thousand «ales on which bis esrnings ran from $5 to $40
Eer dale and more. A great deal of this business was repest

usipess. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with us, That is the kind of nity this business
offers, The fact that this business his attracted to It such

years sgo the home and boggy businees was mpscenerecodin
salmost extinct. Twwenty ycars sgo the phonograph industry ran into
maoy milliony—today practically a relic. | & comparativcly fow
foresighted men sew the fortuncs shead in the automobile and the
tadio. Yet irresistible waves of public buying swept thesc men to
foctane, and sent the buggy and the phonograph iato the discard, So
are great successes made by men able to detest the shift in public faver
fom ove industry to asother,

N et il N Estiy [Pk T fd 88 coorkilihed cadwintevvenclivmensd tf] INB¥PiDCSS men as former bankers, executives of byilesses—
sod important Ex of the oatiiozs structure—in which miliioas of dolfars cheat Hakidi men who demand only the highest of ity and
AR A b rgmirao o 4 oty Ay b fe kmven | jncome—giwes # fairly good pleture of the kind of business éhls

AS
AS 2& OF WHAT 55 ORDINARILY PAID! "It baa mot iedcvént long fot men
who nave wlked over ihie figha to chis valusble inverioo 0 do » iasitingsg,
#re slamost tinbnosrd of for thi Svege G

#od show esrulbgi which & ehie cisoies
ProfivisTypildahbpt
the Youmyg), Groouing Jridglsseiry

is. Our door is open, however, to the z@un
#

[ mag leakiagafg
the right field inwhich to make his sta¥

Ad develophis futuse.

No Muyrey Nezet i BRcRRvSed

[0 tryidg chis boiinesi Gut. Yol
Hmdmt be out. &

'l
camlng

Not a *! e
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Dequi4047M, Mobile, Ala.
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My Trained Accountants Command
—and how ambitious men are qualifying 1 Hig’l §al’aries

by the La Salle Problem Method

;’f this straight.

B}y‘ acooumtzenyy " wie dio ret reezn “boo
ing.” For accountancy begins where bookkeeping
leaves off.

The skilled accountant takes the figures handed
him by the bookkeeper, and analyzes amdl inrtemprests
them.

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

He knows what profits should be expected from
a given enterprise, how they may be increased.

He knows, in a given business, what per cent of
one's working capital can safely be tied up in mer-
chandise on nand, what per cent is safe and ade-
quate for sales promotion. And these, by the way,
are but two of scores of percentage-figures where-
with he points the way to successful operation.

He knows the intricacies of govern-
ment taxation.

He knows how to survey the trans- Business
actions of a business over a given Control
peviod; how to show in cold, hard
figures the progress it has made and
w%ere it is going. He knows how to
use these findings as a basis for con-
structive policies. )

In short, the trained accountant is
the controlling engineer of business—
one man business cannot do without.

Small wonder that he commands a
salary two to ten times as great as
that of the bhook-

LaSalle accountancy students.* For example—one
man was a plumber, 32 years old, with only an
eleventh grade education. He became auditor for
a large bank with an income 325 per cent larger.

Another was a drug clerk at 330 a week. Now
he heads his own very successful accounting firm
with an income several times as large.

A woman bookkeeper—iburied in details of a
small job—is now auditor of an apartment hotel,
and her salary mounted in proportion to her work.

A credit manager—earning $200 a month—
moved up quickly to $3000, to $5000, and then to
a highly profitable accounting business of his own
which netted around $10,000 a year.

And Bihat It Means to You

Why let the other fellow walk away with the

better job, when right in your own home you may

equip yourself for a splendid future in this profit-
able profession?

Are you really determiinact to get

Through  ahead? If so, you can start at once

Assountaney to acpine—iby tthe Lahilke Prabkm

Method—a thorough understanding

of Higher Accountancy, mmaster its

fundamental prineiples, become ex-

pert in the Yractical application of

those principles—this without losing

an hour from work or a dollar of pal.

Preliminary knowledge of book-

keeping is unnecessary. You will be

given whatever training, instruction

or review on the subject of bookkeep-

ing you may personal-

ly need—ana without

keeper. Indeed, as an

any extra expense to

independent operator
(head of his own ac-
geunting firm) he may
garn as mueh as the
president of the big
and influential bank
iA Ris esmmunity, of
the operating man-
ager ef a great rail-
£83d:

Some Examples

Small wonder that ac-
countancy offers the
trained man such fine
opportunities=—0p-
portunities well illus-
trated by the success

of thousamds of

A Conaxfimowddenednstititiobion
DEPT. 11320 HE CHICAGO

Opgortumiﬂu in Accountancy—Check below and we will
send you a oopy O oy, the Profession that
Pay8,” without obligation. -

B Higher Accotintancy:
Opportunities: If more interested in one
of the other fields 0P Dadihega il tabioth etasiRthdicone
& BisHde KtdniipRisige 'nd Belerar ik’

E} Modern Sidésmunship O Modern Fanemanship
B Traffiic Meowedramentt B Expert Bookkeeping ~
Bl Lew: Degree of LL. B Bl C. P. A. Comacthling)
Industrial Mansgement E} Business Engilsth

E] Busi Conrespoart Sdenotypy

Credit and Collection El Eftisctive

Correspondence

LaSalle Extension University

*Mames avallable on request,

you.

If you are dissatis-
fied with your present
equipment—if you
recognize the oppor-
tunities that lie ahead
of you through home-
study training = you
will do well to send at
once for full particu-
lars. The coupon will
bring them t®oyou
without any obliga-
tion, also details of
LaSalle's convenient
payment plan.

Check, sign and
mail the coupon

NOW.
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INSURES PARENTS, CHILDREN (Married or Unmarried)
BROTHERS, SISTERS and GRANDPARENTS . ... Ages 1 to 75

% Now, modern life insurance methods make it possible for_ all of your family, including
in-laws, to be insured in one policy paying Buarantee benehits for death from apy sause.

Instead of issuing five or six policies to include mother, father, sons and daughters,
even gnndu;amrts, we now issl:xe just one policy that insures them all . . . and at one low
cost price o $1.00 th. S

price of only 31,00 a mon COMPUTED ON LEGAL RESERVE BASIS

To guarantee J:ayment on each death that occurs
in your insured family, we hsve figured this policy
out on the strict legal reserve basis, complying
with State govermment requirements in every
respect. This is Cyour assurance of Cad$iliae¥og%ou

FAMILY POLICY Need It Most. la(ilmls ar% paid ltf)lc.'&e oo f;vith-
out argument or delay. State re verity ouf

INSURES FROM 2to0 6 ‘ fair and just settlements.
MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY Guarantee Reserve specializes in full family

coverage, that's why we can offer safe, guaran.

for Natwrel B,
teed life insurance on your whole family at one
m4m or Ordiaary tow price of only $1.00 a month.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION
m for Asto To edl'inlurimé:Il cémsiy doctor fiﬁ' etc., we have elimi.
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ship

Guarantee Reserve family policy. No member
for Trand
Acddental Death

fees, no examination fees, no policy fee ... $1.00 &
month pays for oae policy that insures all.

The figures shown above represent the

insurance provided by the policy on @

typical average family of five persons.

GUARANTEE RESERVE LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY
DEPARTMENT 17L° HAMMOND, INDIANA

SGusrantee Xeiertoe urs. insurance: ¢00. '
GUAKANTES FISERVE BLDO., Dupr: 17-L Wamwvnd Ihdf :1
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NawaX «
Addréts. cemea
Gy Sl




I.IS'I' EN YOUNG MEN-

%mYﬁ EB%Y@UNQ M N BETWEEN 17 AN WHO HAVE SPECIJAL-
ed now- They WH ed more than ever in
eafhs any e are g@l g te gra the first gb they can get,
uture wen make mue den‘ lize a “mere job" tod%y
%&Pﬁ new TH TH N L IS GOING
%F R oo JoB NOW, UT ONE THAT WILL BRI
- IF YOU ARE ONE OF THESE FELLOWS | OFEER YOU AN-

I
Amazm ly Easy Way
to get mto E Eﬂ'RICITY

Electrlclty is a fast growing field. Tens of thousands of fellows are making $35.00-$40.00-
$50.00 a week and more every week. But to qualify for one of these lObi you must be
trained to hold 1t. Here at Coyne we will train you by the famous Coyne ‘{Learn-by-
Doing/’ method—98 days shop training. You can get my training fisst—~THEN PAY
FOR IT IN EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS AFTER YOU GRADUATE UNDER
MY “PAY AFTER GRADUATION'" PLAN.

Lecorm Withidwd BodHseB€sO(

Lack of experience—age, or advanced We train r a good job.
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ay your li
’llpheplpyyiu et Hn?'ben. in 13
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ing shog® of Coyue, 1 tralp you
as you never dreamed you could
be trained...on one of the great-
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in 90 Days at Home

Hundredi of men end women of all ages 13 §0 mke $16.00

go 00 In a tingle day sitieg qcent Mass ] an
ydro-Therapy treatments. f

Hospitals, Banitariums. Cmba octqu mdmpr \me mm aa
wall a# opportunities for establ lshing your
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By mall. through our bome it course. Same inetructors
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1s awarde eompletlg In 8 to § months. H Bchool train-
:ng 1 not Desessary. Many earn blg money whlls
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Anatomy Charis & Bookiet FREE

Enrol now and we will include unif cost,
medical dlctlonary tented reduclng ler and
Hydro-Therapy tuoplies without extra cost. The
reducing eourse alone may be worth many timas
the modeit tultion fee.

Sond coapom wow for Anatomy Charti asd beeklet
eontsining photographi and letters frem sussessful
graduates. These will all be teat postgpni—FREE.

THE Collage of Swedish Msssage
Dept. B83—30 E. Adams 8t., ONiced
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S8end uls your original poem.

Mother, Home, Love, Sacred,

Pat.rlotlc Comic or any sub-
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Dental Labhoratory
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Ask Yosr Newnsdealer for the
Gala First Issue of

BEST
CROSSWORD

PUZZLES

FEATURING THE GREATEST
ARRAY OF CROSSWORD PUZZLES
OF EVERY VARIETY EVER PUT
BETWEEN THE COVERS OF
ONE HA.OAZINI

BIE QUARTER'S WORTH!

Count Your Blessings

Are you using the hlessings revealed in your
solar horoscope, or are you allowing them to re-
main dormamt?

Astrology showi these as well as the planetary
aspects and vibratory cycles for the attalnment
of wealth, fame, love, and happiness.

For inspirational messages, consult the Cosmic
Flashes each day of the month in

EVERYDAY ASTROLOGY
Sold on Newssiands Everywhere — 10c & Copy

Best Mystery Thrillers

THRILLING
DETECTIVE

Every Month

kQc At All Stands
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The Waonrld’s Greatest Slisuth
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Mysterious Death
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maker, Machine Operator;

htaman. Metal Worker,
Mazhhanic or Student. Covers
Shop Practloe In All Brmchog.

to Operate & Bes

tha Berew and Mllll
mi‘hllrm Shnmn Dril
and All Machine Toola.

anmnm BOOKS INOREL

ao NI.LY
Modern Machine
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ing and How to Draw. 3—
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instructions Free—Open s welding shop now. AGENTB—lake blg

mﬂtl selling to arages, factorles, femjtors and macntne shops. Write
& for our 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. DYNAMIC WELDER

PANY, 2226-8A S8ILVERTON ROAD, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
Don't rely on simokes, sprays and injections If you
suffer from terrible recurring, choking, gasping,
wheezing spells of Asthma. Thousands of sufferers
have found that the first dose of Mendaco wsually

palliates Asthma spasms and loosens thick stremgling
mucus, thus promoting freer breathing and more rest-

ful sleep. (Jet Mendace In tasteleas tablets from drug-
giﬁ:ﬁl odnly G0c (guaramtee). Money back unless fully
Ba ed.
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Hiow Littlee Mistokiessin Eatinigo
Can KeepYou Hdlf

WHICH DO YOU SUFFER FROM?

Dietary Iladigestita—iisartbura

He 15 one of the countless people who muffers peed-
leatly from dietsry stomach dlsorders. Chepier 7 of
Victor H. Lindlahr's great book shows a Way
to quick rellef and prevention far thouasnds.

Common Rheumatism aad Arthrithy

He suffers from rheumstic pains largely becaute of simple
mistakes in his dlet. If he follows the suggestion on page
eight of Victor H. Lindlahr's remarkable book he should

get Quick relief.

Excass Welght

Bhe ooulu redoce In oo time, yet actually est more food
than she does now . ... If she only ete properly. "o Are

What You Bat” would tell her how.

Frequeat Colds

Bhe is an easy victlim of coughs and colda. Some-
thing rital {4 lacking in ber dlet. Whatr Read the
fint chapter of "k Are What Yoa Bat” to see bow
eady it should be to put ber oA the read to strength
ond Bealth.

Learn How to Eat Your Way to Better Health

TMERY, AT LAST, 1s Victor H. Lindlahr's re-
% markable method of health through diet
brought to you in a big, fascinating book—at a

FORMIRLY $2.50

price 80 low everyone can own i1t I In just one eve- NOW

ning, you can learn how to coseett mistakes in ONLY

eating that may have been keeping you below par

. .. you may learn how to be healthier, hbpgiier

bgw fggl':hovging the proden ?ridi;@lh?lea ot hlfslbt;h —gund 20 monsy!
threu iet in Vietor H. Lindlahr's yemarkable ust mal the coupen. Y@
book, “Pou Awe WhHat You Bai.” e e

Do you know how you may improve your com-
plexion by a simple change In diet? Do you kmow
what high-witamlim frult® and vegetables will help
build you up when you are run-down? De you
know what foods often help promote sound, rest-
ful sleep ? Do you know what methods of cooking
destroy the chief value of certain foods? Do you
know whuat vegetables can help in bullding better
blood?

Let Victor H. Lindlahr help you and your fam-
fly gain better health through diet. It has been
done in thousands of cases. It 18 belng done
every daydl

Don't Leit LiWe MHidialeta IEutiBating
Rab Wau obfeeabdetemnlth
Foods are medicine . . . and Victor H. Lindlahr

knows that foods have the power that may give
you freedom from many commen 8symptoms. Out

Liudlahr’a book by return
mall. When it comea pay
the postman 98c, plus &
few cents postage. If at
the end of 5 days you
aren’t thrilled—eetam ¢he
book and your money will
be refunded without ques-
tion. MefithesourdNOW,

ACT NOW! =5 tee oo

JOURNAL OF LIVING PUB. CORP.
Dept. M-7, Carlton Arve., Jersey City, N. J.

Bend me Vletef B Llnalahn Book. “Fuu

ELLIE R 1 R R T R 0

of the Kitchem cau come meals to help put an end Rame . e i e raees .
to many of your distressing troubles. Yes, foods Addresi  ..........

often possess a remarkable power for improvimg | 7Tt meeee
health—and now Victor H. Lindlahr shows you ity o Blate. ..........

how to use this power!

NOTE: If t t wh
Nors aad%a ° coos ﬂeiteni postmsn ealls, #end $1.06 with
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FANGS OF DOOM

A Griggivag Compibate Crimate Mixséeyy Neovel
By E. HOFFMANN PRICE

Auitioor of “Wlwmwiies to Ordar,” “Bledd Men's Golld,” etc.

CHAPTER I
Thkee Mygteeiouss Dr. Zeng

OCTOR Zeng Tse Linm looked
as if he had nowhere to go,
with all night to get there; yet

he was actually in a hurry, and most
of San Francisco’s Chinatown seemed
to know why.

“Doctor Zeng’s looking for that
man, Chow, again,” shop keepers

16

whispered. “Why doesn’t he fire the
one-legged fool?"

But no matter how many times his
servant frittered away afternoon and
evening sitting through a second and
third showing of a western serial at
the New China Thwater, Dottor Zeng
always forgave Lai Hu Chew. Fer
the old reprobate was the ene living
link that connected Zeng with the
mysteriously murdered p a £ hitss he
hoped some day to avenge;



' The Threefold Sign of Heawen and Earth should not be made

w NING in the presence of persons who might be members of a

¥ Chinese secret society; embamrassing and dangerous com-

lications could result. You are warned against using, even in the modified form

ere presented, the passwords of the SOQIETY OF THE WHITE LOTUS, an or-

ganization which is also kmown as the TRIAD SOQIETY, the SOQIETY OF HEAVEN
AND EARTH, and the HUNG SOCIETY.

A silken scarf cut off her protests. ORe mam
wrists (C

Zeng, scarcely breaking his long
stride, managed to aveid colliding
with two slant-eyed giris whe darted
out of a traffic jam around the corner
of the Chinatown telephone exchange.

nsld qu about the apkies, anether held her
ap. [it)

Their sleek hair was marcelled; their
gay chatter had not a trace of Chinese
inflection. These young ladies were
the most moderm of moderm. They
affected a condescending comternptt,



The Remarkable Dr.

Zeng Tse Lin Takes

for things Chinese, yet they paused
for a long look at the tall young man
who was so freakish as to wear a pork
pie cap, quilted silk jacket, long gray
tunic, and felt-soled shoes.

“Doctor Zeng’s awfully hamdsome,
even if he is old-fashioned,” said the
first.

The other sighed. *I bet he'd look
swell in a double-breasted pin stripe.”

The two telephome girls would have
been amazed could they have known
that lovely occidemtal Amme Carter
was saying the same thing to her fa-
ther, Captain Brian Carter, recently
retired from the San Francisco police
force. It was because of Amme and
her father that Doctor Zeng was hur-
rying out in search of his peg-legged
servant. Guests for dinner, and no
food — not even the servamt!

There were two movie houses in
Chinatown, which gave Doctor Zeng's
deductive powers a severe test. Chow
had seen both the day before. Now,
after having spent the early afternoon
honing his favorite hatchet to a razor
edge, he was gone. And Zeng was
seeking him.

N old man who sold camdied
kumquats and li-chi nuts at a

corner stand clasped botth hands,®

bowed, and spoke. “I hope you have
eaten, Doctor Zeng.”

Zeng Tse Lin had no time for cere-
mony, but he made a courtly bow,
and answered. “May your shadow in-
crease, Honorable Hong. I trust your
pious and learned father is well?”

In spite of being a full-blooded
white Americam, Doctor Zeng Tse Lin
— as he was known in Chinatown —
was the most ceremonious person in
the entire Chinese colony of San
Francisco’s some thirty thousand in-
habitants. At times, hewewet, his pa-
tience was sadly tried.

Finally the Homorable Hong said,
“If I am not mistaken, yout servant
is waiting for you at the New Shang-
hai Theater. He passed by early this
afternoon with a basket of groceries,
a bottle of ng ka pay, and a very flétce
expression,”

Zeng hurried on, turning dewn the
steep slope toward the theater- He
smiled whimsically as he murmured
to himself, “There are tigers in the
western moumntains and there are u-
gers in the eastern mountains. When
Chow is in the Gobi, he steals too
many horses. Wihem he is in town,
he steals too many hours for the
movies.”

Zeng just reached the theater in
time to hear a hoarse voice roaring
in Monguwlimm. Then he caught the
squeal and chatter of the delighted
Chinese crowd that was gathering.
A basket erupted out of the tangle and
a roast duck skated over the cobble-
stones, then sharks fins, and seaweed,
and chunks of ginger root.

Two burly cops now ploughed into
view. They had blue uniforms and
red faces; and their hands were full.
Four men would have been comfort-
ably busy giving Lai Hu Chow the
bum’s rush. The huge Mongol bel-
lowed and suddenly went limp, sag-
ging to the tiles. That threw the cops
off balance, physically and mentally.
They thought Chow had passed étt.
“Sure, and how de we earry this big
ox?” one grunted. “Claney, de yes
put in a riet ealll!”

The supposedly helpless Mengel
seemed to explode. His wooden leg
booted the relaxing Claney te the
curbing. As he bounded upright, the
other cop’s truncheon eraei@g d6WH;
The blow was wasted en Chew's Bul-
let head; it did net break his even
rhythrn. He tripped the eop, made 3n
amazing leap to the middie 8f {he
street, and sprinted alang the slippery
cobblestorrs.

Clancy recovered enough te draw
his service .38. “Halt!" He yelled.
“Stop oF —

Then he lowered the weapen. THhHe
street was packed with eackling spec:
tators, and the Mengel MaRiae was
ducking out of sight Beyend 3 passif

truek. “What ig the tFouRle Ay
Doctor Zeng asked. Ble, Bheed

And then the other epp siry@sled
erect, shouting, “Whdes %H% H?tﬁ%@k
ing devill?”



the Trail of a Grim Chinatown Mystery!

The two angry policemen charged
up the hill, blowing their whistles.

“WHewat did the big man do?" Zeng
asked a chestnut peddler.

“He was throwing knives and hat-
chets at the screen. We thought this-
was fun until the police came to ar-
rest him. That was more amusimg.”

No doubt that €Chow had been dis-
appointed when his first hurled wea-
pon failed to make the moving target
stop; but Zeng was not sure that this
had been merely a test of skill at
throwing knives and hatchets. He
hurried back to Grant Avemue, toward
the big art store whose gilded sign
read, ALMOND BLOSSOM HALL
OF FRATERNAL ASSOCIATION.

As far as Chinatowm knew, Doctor
Zeng was a wealthy merchant from
Peiping. Few had entered the living
quarters on the second floar of the
building, and none but Captain Brian
Carter and a handful of federal agents
had ever seen the laboratory on the
top fibawr.

Doctor Zeng stepped down the al-
ley that separated the ALMOND
BLOSSOM HALL from the adjoin-
ing WILLOW GARDEN OF MU-
TUAL PROFIITT.. Darkaess had
scarcely hidden him when there was
a soft hissing. A cloud of vapor sur-
rounded him. Tihen came a metallic
rustling, and seemingly solid briek
swung back on silent hinges,

(1)
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Wihen the vapors thinned, Doctor
Zeng was in one of his secret eleva-
tors. If anyone had been spying no
eye could have penetrated the opaque
fumes or noted which bay of the wall
had opened to admit him.

N the second flioor;, the elevator si-
lently stopped. The grilled door
folded back so noiselessly that the
blond girl whe paced up and down the
antique palace carpet did not realize
the owner of the house had returned.
Amnmne Carter’s lovely face was tense
as she twisted a hamdikerchief.

Zeng stepped silently from behind
the embroidered screen that masked
the elevator. As he crossed the per-
simmon red and tawny buff of the
rug border, he spoke pleasantly.

“Good evening, Amme. Wiill you ac-
cept my apologies without boring de-
tails? I am sorry.”

The girl started. “Ofh, Lin?! How
on earth did you — ” Then she ran
toward him, and caught both his arms.
“I’'m so sorry, but we can’t dine with
you, Lin. Yow’'d barely left here when
the Police Commissioner phoned. Dad
had to leave right away.”

Zeng Tse Lim’s bland face became
grave. “Tihe Commissioner asked your
father to break a dinner emgagememntt?"
He edged her toward a bench of teak
inlaid with ivory. “Sit dowm, please.
I was hunting that worthless servant,
Chow. Wit has happened?”

“It was hardly ten minutes ago,"
she said breathlessly. “I couldn't
help overhearing because you’d left
one of your amplifiers cut in. I got
the message when Dad answered the
ring in your smoking room. Prince
Ywan has been horribly murdered.
Some maniac — bit him to death —
tore his throat owtt — with human
teeth! The marks are unmistakable.”

“Prince Yuan of Mongolia? The
one staying at the Saint Framciis?"

“Yes, but it happened at Forest
Baker’s house. It is all so uncanny
that the Commissioner wants Dad to
handle it, with your help. Amd I'm
afraid of the whole thing, Lin. They
were speaking of looting Genghis
Khan's grave in central Asia, just be-
fore this happened. It's as it some
curse, some demon — oh, of course,

it’s silly, but I hate to think of Dad
mixing up im such ap eutrageeus
thing! Wiy can’t they let him alene,
after thirty years of service? WHhy
can’t younger men —

“No younger man could equal yeur
father, my dear,” Zeng Tse Lin grave-
ly answered, his black eyes resting en
her lovely face with an inscrutable ex-
pression. *“He knows the Chinese
colomy, and this sounds like a Chinese
crime, I am sorry to say. But perhaps
I can help him.”

“Dhat would be just as bad! I
mean—you're a doctor, not a detec-
tive!”

Zeng Tse Linm smiled faintly as he
realized that she was concerned about
his safety. In spite of her belief that
he was Chinese and a persom to be
regarded as a scholar and not as a man.

He turned to help Amme with her
mink coat. The lustrous fur had
scarcely settled about her shapely
shoulders when Lai Hu Chow clump-
clump-adlimpped from the passageway
that opened out of the smoking room.
He was breathless, his pie-round face
battered and his hands bleeding.

“Homorable Master,” he said woe-
fully, “two foreign devils beat me
with clubs and guns. I lost the stuffed
duck and the shark fins and the sea-
weed and the preserved oramges—"

“As I saw it, you beat and kicked
the two foreign devils until they were
halt dead, and then ran before they
could shoot you down,” Doctor Zeng
interrupted. “Wieaat mannef of thing
is that, throwing knives and hatehets
in a movie theater?”

HOW shifted his weight to his
pegleg, grinding it well inte the
inlaid hardwood off the fitnsr. He
grinned amiably now that he realized
that Doctor Zeng knew the truth.
“Ewery time I see the big bearded
man shooting at the tall young man
who rides the white horse, I de net
like it. So this time, I threw knives
at the ghost-pictures, each time I hit
the dark bearded man’s shadew, he
will feel ghost knives in that same
spot. The foreign devils tried to
stop me, so I kicked them both in
the stomach. How much will it cost
to have a man beaten or jailed in my
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place? Please take the amount out of
my pay, Exalted Master.”

Anne, who conducted an English
class in Chinatowmn, umdlersttoo d
enough of Chow’s dialect to follow.
“Does he actually believe those movie
stories are true?” she asked.

“Yes,” said Dr. Zeng. “Amd he does
not realize that he can’t buy a sub-
stitute to serve his jail sentences.” He
turned to Chow: “You have already
drawn eleven years' pay in advance to
pay fines for brawling, for gambling
debts, and for movie tickets. So for
the next thirty days, you will not
leave the house.”

“But the shopping,
learned Doctor?”

“I will do that with my own hands.”

Chow knelt and knocked his fore-
head on the fitsor. “That will disgrace
me!” he groaned. “I will lose face.
I will be a man of no account.”

Zeng considered for a moment.
“Wedll, I'll let one of the clerks do the
shopping. But you stay away from
movies till further orders, or I'll not
only do my own shopping, but I'll
cook the stuff myself.”

The human mountain was still
kneeling in remorse when Amme and
Zeng stepped to the screened doorway
which led to the exit.

“You have the most unusual meth-
ods of discipline, Lin,” the girl said.

Doctor Zeng smiled. “Two police-
men with clubs hardly made an im-
pression on him, you know. Possibly
my way has its good points. But tell
me more about Prince Yuan.”

“There’s nothing more I can add,
except that a Russian woman’s mixed
up in it—Nadja Karakhov—and that
every person in the house has a per-
fect aliibi.”

“Amd, doubtless, perfect teetin!™

The elevator made an aiir-cushioned
stop at the ground floor, and Doctor
Zeng helped Amme into the long, ver-
million sedan waiting there in the
underground garage. As the hundred
and sixty horsepower engine rumbled,
then subsided to a sleepy whisper, he
pressed the horn butten,

At the double-toned blast, the ga-
rage door opened, and Dr. Zeng drove
the rakish attractive car up the grade
and into the swirling mists,

pious and

CHAPTER II
The Uighur Saroll

IFTEEN minutes later Doctor

Zeng was in Forest Baker’s som-
ber library where the body of Prince
Ywan was sprawled in a leather up-
holstered chair. The dead man was as
bulky as Chew, though years younger
than Zeng's Momgell servant. His
heavy threat wag a gory eavern from
whenee bleed had drenched his white
shirt and the satin lapels of the din-
fier eoat hHe had exchanged for the
jaeket and felt beets ot his native
EOURLEY:.

His broad, flat face was brougit into
stark relief by the glow of the hearth
fire. His big mouth sagged and his
little eyes stared as if he still won-
dered what had come to tear out his
throat. Captain Carter stepped from
the group of plainclothes men, pho-
tographers and assistant coroners,
who were eying Doctor Zeng curi-
ously.

“Look at his hands,” he said. “Look
at that brandy snifter on the end table.
If he’d made any move at all to de-
fend himself, something would have
been disturbed.”

Captain Carter'’s close-cropped
moustache bristled and his ruddy face
tightened into challenging angles as
he gestured, his squarish hands turned
palms up. He added, “Tthis is a devil
of a fiiw It’s impossible, and still it's
up to us to explain it!”

The baffled cops were not discuss-
ing business. One muttered to his
neighbor, “Where do they get all
these big Chinks? If it weren’t for
his eyes and that dead pan, I wouldn't
believe Doctor Zeng was one at alli'”

Zeng’s ears were far sharper than
anyone realized. He turned blamdly.
“Lectmres on anthropolgy are out of
place here, gentlemen, but I might ex-
plain. Many of my countrymen are
taller then I am, many of them have
noses as prominent as yours or mine.
China, like these United States, has
been a melting pot. In the heart of
Asia there are Mongwlian men with
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He pointed to the Captain of In:
spectors. “Permit the personal toueh,
sir. Some have hair as red and eyes
as gray as yours.”

The Inspector looked e¢onfused.
“Then what the blazes is a China-
man?” he growled. .

“Imspector, what the blazes i5 an
American? What is the standard size,
color, facial expressiom, or weight?"

Zeng’s answers which implied that
he was Chinese were deliberate. Bas-
ing them on fact and wide kmowledge,
long ago he had decided that Linwoed
Lawtom, the son of Doctor and Mrs.
Hartford Lawtom, would become a
Chinese scholar.

A bit of simple plastic surgery had
given his eyes just enough slant to
give his face a Mongollian expression,
His cheekbomes, a shade on the promi-
nent side, helped the imposture, and
the cunning use of a bleach proof dye
he had invented while studying chem-
istry enabled him to put on the fimish-
ing touch,

The big query was, would he be
equally convincing in China when he
went far into the interior to hunt
down the crimimnals who had murdered
his father and mother?

All this filashed again through his
mind as he stood there calmly explain-
ing to the police that he was Chinese
in spite of his size. Them he turned
again to the corpse and eyed the sav-
age laceratiom of the carotid artery.
Blood had spurted from it, and was
now drying black on the cream-
colored hearth tiles and on Yuan's
outthrust shoes.

WAROCTOR ZENG pointed at the in-
MW side pocket of the dinner jacket,
indicating the agate knob which
tipped the end ot a hardwood rod
about which was rolled a length of
silk damask.

“As we agree that human teeth did
managle Prince Ywan,” he said, “let
us consider this ancient manuscript
in his pocket. Inspector, have you
made your ffingerpiiivit routine? May I
touch it?”

“Help yourself, Doctor. Say, what
kind are you, an M.D. or a Ph.D.?"

“Baoth. Also a Doctor of Science,”
was the amazing answer as Zeng

plucked the roll of silk damask from
the dead man’s pocket and umnwound
it. As he read, one eyebrow slowly
rose in an ironic arch. *“Tthis Uighur
manuscript haé something to do with
treasure, I umderstamnd?”

“Yes, and a crazy yarn, too!” Cap-
tain Carter supplied. “Genghis Khan's
armor, his sword, the horse-tail stand-
ard he carried in battle—sacred re-
lics, you might say, plus a few wagon-
loads of treasure his officers buried
with him. But it seems no one could
read the mamuscript.”

Amme came a little nearer.
sure Doctor Zeng can read iitt!"

“I knew many of the Uighur peo-
ple of Turfan,” Zeng said, evasively.
Then, to Anne’s father, “Captain Car-
ter, I would like to speak to Forest
Baker, and to Nadja Karakhov. They
told you about the treasure, did they
not?"”

“They did.
Baker’s study.”

Carter led the way to the second
floar. The coromer’s assistants were
impatient, but until further orders
they had to wait for the corpse. D6é-
tor Zeng was making the mest of his
Chinese deliberation. Instead of fel-
lowing Captain Carter at enee, he
joined Amme, and paused for a ms-
ment to inspeet the rows of leathef:
bound beoks, the tall Brenze dlwr
lamps, the jade Bewhs, and the Jife:
sized porceliain Fu degs. Half-Hidden
by gilt-enerusted draperies was an 8ld
camnphof ehest, ernately earved: Bt
unlike mest of it kind, It fad A8 Bras
loek and leek plate, ABF 2RY PHSEQ?
binding.

“Profiessor Baker seems to appre-
ciate Chinese art,” Zeng murmured.

Amme, impatient as the others, tesls
his arm and demanded, “Whai are yeu
holding out, Lin? In spite of that Asf-
rible sight, you've been smiling {8
yourself.”

“I am sure no one noticed wnseem-
ly mirth.”

“I did! Wit does that manuseript
say? Tihat started it.”

Zeng shook his head. "Better &g
hear first what they say abeut the
manuscript. Kindly wait below.”

He gently disengaged his arm.
Leaving her in the vestibule, he went

“I am

They're upstairs in
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up the stairs, stately in his sleek
silken tunic. Captain Carter, pacing
and chewing his cigar, was waiting at
the door of Baker's study.

“Ihey’'re a pair of polished liars,
Zeng,” he whispered. “Better inter-
view them separately. Which will you
meet fifigs€”"

“By choice, the lovely Slavic lady.
But you are unjust, assuming them to
be pervaricators. Let me see them
together.”

Carter barely suppressed a smort;
he was annoyed at this upset of a
basic principle, that of separating wit-
nesses so that neither could influence
the other, But Carter tapped, and a
man with a scholarly veice invited
them in,

Zeng paused at the threshold,
clasped his two hands, and bowed
ceremoniously as Captain Carter pre-
sented him to Professor Baker and
Nadja Karakhov.

“How is your health?” he began. “I
trust that your business prospers?
And your parents, they are well, I
hope?”

Captain Carter’'s impatience faded
when he saw how that formal, old time
Chinese litany was confusing the two
witnesses, for they had not been pre-
pared for such an approach. But of
the two, Nadja Karakhov was the first
to meet Zeng on his own ground.

“I hope that your parents are in
good health,” she countered in that
soft, Slavic purr which made her Eng-
lish just a little hard to follow.

AMIYJA'S black hair was drawn
severely back and gathered in a
gleaming knot at the nape ot her neck.
Her gray green eyes had a faint slant,
and like Zeng’s, her cheek bones were
promiment. She was a pale-skinned,
levely wommam, with a face amgular
eneugh for strength, yet with features
sufficiently softened to be wholly
feminine. She were a black geown,
sAug fitting enough te aceentwate her
substantial Slavie frame, and for all
the warmth of the reer, she had a
shert silver fox weap abeut her. One
hHand held it sAug, while the ether
gestured.
“We were sitting here, Professor
Baker and I, when it happened,” Nad-

ja answered, once the ceremonial
touch was over. She indicated Baker,
whose thin face was as expressionless
as a totem pole, and not a great deal
more amiable. “Primce Ywan had be-
come drunk and a little stupid, se we
left him in the library.”

“To swill more brandy!” Baker
grimaced. “The man fairly drained
the decanter after dinner. In spite
of cocktails and wine.”

“Tthat was old and fragrant brandy,”
Zeng said. “Very costly.”

Baker sat up, pulled his dinner
jacket into shape. “It’s not that!
We'd met to discuss business, and he
became swinishly dmumik?!”

Zeng sighed. “Mongwlls love hard
drink. A racial failing, I might say.
It is sad, very sad, that you humored
him. But where did Prince Ywan fit
into this? I was womndering about that
Uighure scroll in his pocket.”

“Ihat’s a long story. Omne of Yuan's
ancestors was in the burial party of
Genghis Khan. On their return, they
were to have been ambushed and mas-
sacred by the dead Khan's highest of-
ficoss, so that the site of the grave
would remain hidden forever. But
Prince Ywan’s ancestor had fortunate
suspicions, so he slipped from the
cavalcade, and thus was the only suft-
vivor. He wrote an account of all this,
and ot his eseape. Amnd, a few months
ago, Prinee Ywan came froth Mengelia
with the lehg hiddem deeument.”

“Wihy did he bring it to you?” in-
quired Zeng keenly.

“Because of my experience in Cen-

tral Asiatic archeological expedi-
tions,” Baker answered. “Amd be-
cause he can’t read Uighwur. Also, I

was going to fimance the expedition.”

“You never saw the manuscript
until tomight?*

“No. Ywan trusted no ome. He
could not translate it himself. Like
many of his kind, he can barely read
his own dialect, much less Uighur.
Only tradition and nothing else gave
him an idea of its actual significance.”

Zeng turned to Nadja. “Amd you,
Miss Karakhov? Are you a partmen?”

HE shook her sleek head and
sighed.
“No. I knew Prince Yuwan in Mon-



24 THRILLING MYSTERY

golia. He helped my father years ago
when he fled from the Bolshewviki. So
when I heard he was in San Francis-
co, I went to pay my respects, and he
invited me to come with him tomight.”

This cleared up a few details that
Ammne had not got when her father had
been phoned at Doctor Zeng’s quar-
ters. Everything seemed logical, and
the two survivors of the trio were each
other’s alibi. The servant who had
served the dinner had left perhaps an
hour before the murder.

“We were smoking and drinking a
few B-and-Bs,” Nadja said, pointing
to the cigarette butts in the tray—
her owm, paper-tipped and rouge-
smudged; Baker’s, cork-tipped, half-
smoked, and ground out.

“Prince Yuan became surly, and re-
fused to surrender the manuscript for
discussiom, and you had to leave him
there?” Zeng summed up.

“Yes. Later, when I went down to
persuade him into a happier mood—"
Baker gestured. “I found him, as you
saw. It was some momemts before I
could compase myself enough to sum-
mon the police.”

Zeng nodded sympathetically.
“Ewen shocked as you were, you knew
that human teeth had bittem him to
death?”

“Eh?” Baker started. “Damm it,
could any wild animal have entered
the house? Every door was closed.”

“I suggested that human teeth had
bitten Prince Ywan,” Nadja inter-
posed. “We Slavs are superstitious,
perhaps, but there was a strong magic
about Genghis Khan, and his grave
would be protected by a curse. I
didn’t like this venture, though it was
no affair of mine.”

Doctor Zeng rose, and imcluded
Captain Carter in his ammouncement.

“I do not see how any Asiatic wiz-
ard’s spell should strike, for there is
nothing in that scroll which concerns
Genghis Khan. It is a collectiom of
drinking songs, written by a Uighur
poet and dedicated to an Emperor
who lived a thousand years before
Genghis Khan was born! Now let us
have the truth.”

Thhere was a moment of silence, then
a choking sound. Baker bounded to
the door.

“Yout're crazy!” he shouted, and rap,
cursing furiously, toward the stif-
way.

CHAPTER 111
Tikee Whiiite Lotus

DGCTOIR ZENG follewed €ap-
tain Carter as he raced down the
stairs. o

Baker was sheuting in a cracked
veige. ,

“It's that damned Rayne! He's Be:
hind all tnis! )

Once in the library, Baker seized
the manuscript. “Tihe same agate
knobs, carved in a lion head.” He ad-
justed his glasses. "Good Lerd!
Youw're quite right. Someone did palm
this substitute. Yuam would never
have knowm the difference.”

“Someome? You mentiomed a Mr.
Raynmne."”

Baker flung the scroll into the
hearth cormer. "A tricky scoundrel!
A scholar, but a disgrace to his pro-
fessiom. He was guilty of some hoax
in exploration, and resigned from the
university faculty some years ago.
But he's always had Genghis Khan's
tomb on the brain.”

“Amd now you think he committed
this murder,” Doctor Zeng asked,
“and substituted a Uighwr manuscript
in an attempt to conceal that robbery
was the motive?”

Baker shrugged. “I don't know
what to say, except that many think
the poor chap is a little mad.”

“I think we should get Miss Karak-
hov’s ideas,” Carter suggested.

“Please do,” Zeng answered. “Now,
Mr. Baker, where does Mr. Rayne
live?”

“I'm sure I wouldmn't know. We've
never been any too cordial, mainly be-
cause our field work at one time con-
flintdd. Since his resigmatiom, he’s
called on me twice regarding Genghis
Khan’s grave, and suggested that we
bury our differences and peel ouf re-
sources.”

The coromer’s assistants carried
Prince Yuan’s body to the waiting am-
bulance. The Uighur 6croll was in-
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cluded among the exhibits, and Doc-
tor Zeng was requested to appear at
the inquest to testify, officially, as to
the nature of the documemt. This
routine was interrupted by the hasty
return of Captain Carter.

“Harris,” he said to the imspector,
“I can’t find that Karakhov womam!
Did she by any chance come down the
backstairs?”

Nadja Karakhowv had left the house;
that soon became clear. Baker’s out-
burst had given her the opportunity
to get away ummoticed.

“But why?” Carter demanded. “She
wasn’t under suspiciom. lnspector,
have men watch her apartment.”

“Please do not disturb her,” Zeng
requested. “Let me handle this. Her
address is on your records, and she
would not be-silly enough to try to
leave town.”

“Ihem what in hell was the idea?”
the inspector growled.

“Tthat,” Doctor Zeng answered, “re-
mains to be seen.”

He bowed to each member of the
group, and then went to where Anne
had withdrawn to an alcove in the far
angle of the somber room. “I am
sorry that I shall not be able to drive
you home.”

“Lin,” she said anxiously, “you
mustn’t try to handle this yourself.
That Mongol giant was caught off
guard by some horrible maniac, some-
one he knew, but whose madness he
did not have any reason to suspect.”

“You mean Baker, or Miss Karak-
hov?”

“Oi, I don’t know!
ful.”

But do be care-

Doctor Zeng’s vermillion sedan
swooped out of Saint Francis Weod,
and up over Twin Peaks. For a mo-
ment, San Francisco was spread out
beneath him, long avenues of neon
that winked through low-lying mists.
The Bay Bridge reached across the
water, its vast spans outlined in so-
dium lights.

He tooled the powerful car over the
hump, and down the roller-coaster
grades which led to the long curve of
the Embarcadero. Presently, he was
in a confusion of blind streets.

E parked and snapped off his
lights. There was a moment’s
pause, and when he emerged he was
no longer in his conspicuous gray
robes. Instead, he wore a black tunic
which he had takeh frem the car’s
glove compartiment. Darting up the
fligit of steps that made the narrow
street passable for pedestrians, he
fAeved with weasel swiftness te the
heart of the Telegraph Hill distriet.
Old frame houses clung to the steep
hillsides. Music came from a cafe,
and there was shrill laughter from
one of the many studios of San Fran-
cisco’s Latin Quarter where squalor
and gaiety and luxury were stramgely
jumbled. Finding an address in this
section at night would have taken the
average persem hours, and for all
Zeng's knowledge of every part of the
eity, he lest valuable moments. -
Finally he was at a narrow door
which seemed to open into the base-
ment level of a cluster of rickety
buildings. He fiingeret the latch, and
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stepped into a narrow passageway:
Affter thirty feet of darkness he
emerged in a small courtyard. In the
gloom he could just distinguish stair-
ways which led to balconies overhang-
ing the rubbish-littered back area.
Above him, unless he had entirely
miscalculated, was Nadja’s back door.

In the darkness, he oriented him-
self. Then he stealthily crept up the
swaying stairs which were guarded by
a slender railing of gaspipe.

As he ascended, he noted the edors
of stale cookery, of sour wine and
spaghetti. Then he caught the faint
smell of joss sticks; someone who had
not long since left a Chinese temple
was lurking in this crazy tangle of
balconies.

At the end of the flimsily railed
back porch Zeng heard a hinge creak,
a vague stirring, and then a woman's
startled outcry.

“WHat do you want?” she
manded in Russian.

Tihere was no answer, and no repe-
tition of the question—only a choking
sound, the scrape of a chair, a muffled
gasp. A man exclaimed in Chinese,
“Weattch owt!?”

Glass shattered. A Man cursed.
Tihere was a moan, and a thump that
shook the rickety fFbwr.

All this happened during the mo-
ment it took Doctor Zeng to bound to
the end of the porch and a screen door
there outlined by a light within. His
felt-soled shoes made no sound, and
he was across the threshold before the
four men could turn from their cap-
tive,

They were dressed in dark suits,
their faces masked. Two of them still
struggled with Nadja, who for all that
solid thump on the floor, had not quit
fighting. A silken scarf had cut off
her protests, and its folds were mow
looped about her throat, choking her,
One had her about the ankles, and an-
other held her wrists.

“Huwrry, tie her!” the leader com-
manded.

The room was well furnished,
which was not surprising in that un-
predictable quarter. Much of the
light came from a heap of letters
which blazed on the hearth.

The leader turned as Zeag bounded

de-

into the room and whipped out a
straight-bladed knife. The gesture
and the flight of steel were little
slower than the drawing and firing of
a pistol, but Zeng had not banged
blindly into an encoumter. He had
landed poised on both feet, quick eye
and quick muscle functioning at once.
He twisted, and the knife barely
grazed his black tunic. Scarcely
checking his advance, he snatched a
decanter from an end table, and hurled
iti

E heavy missile spattered to
fragments against the Chinaman'’s
jaw, knecking him fllt. Too certain
of impaling the new arrival, the knife
threwer Had been eaught prettily.
But the ethefs, having Nadja thret-
tled inte semi-eonscivusiss, were
fiew en their feet, and drawing blades:
Zeng sidestepped, caught the wrist
of the man nearest him, and twisted.
The fellow dropped his knife, yelling
with pain from the savage wrench
that crippled his wrist. Then Zeng
made another dizzying shift, using his
disabled oppomemt as a shield against
the other twe.

They hesitated, then they separated
to attack him from both sides at once.
That was what Zeng’s maneuver had
intended to accomplish. Onee again,
he was a move ahead. He catapulted
his captive crosswise, knoeking the
two off balance. Whorlding tegether,
they could easily have everpewered
Doctor Zeng, but they falled beeause
he had anticipated thelr reactiens ¢8
each feint he made.

The knife hurler staggered up,
brushing the blood and glass from his
forehead, and closed in. Zeng faced
the charge, and learned that the leader
was more dangerous empty-handed
than when armed. The fellow had a
deadly collection of wrestling trieks,
and for all Zeng’s advantage i height
and weight, he had his hands full.

For a moment they grappled, vainly
shifting from one hold to the next,
each testing the other’s endurance to
the limit, each trying to disable the
other. Neither could gain, and the
three who had been kneeked ifite a
corner during Zeng's first victorious
rush were gradually reeevering frem
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the shock of crashing against furni-
ture and walls.

Nadja was recovering enough to
claw the silk scarf from her throat
and mouth. Zeng heard her half-muf-
fled outcry. Breathless himself, he
panted, “Grab that kmiifie!”

He spoke in Russian, hoping that
Nadja would gain an instant for self-
defense. He needed only a split-sec-
ond’s advantage to settle his wiry
enemy as the man was weakening
from savage punishment.

Then Zeng and his adversary both
lost. They lurched over the threshold
and against the fragile railing of the
balcony. Tihe piping tore from its
anchorage. Still grappling, the two
crashed to the sloping roof of a low
shed.

Above, Nadja screamed. A pistol
fire, furniture scraped and thumped,
and a door slammed. Zeng and his
opponent rolled down to the paving.
The shock stunned Zeng, but it was
worse for the tough little wrestler.
He shuddered, twitched, and lay still,
his head lolling at a grotesque amgle.
His neck was broken; and all Zeng’s
efforts to take a prisoner for ques-
tiening had been wasted.

There was not much chance that
anyone would call the police. In this
quarter people minded their own
business. Recowvering from the shock,
Zeng went up the stairs as fast as he
could. Nadja came running from the
front. She had a six-millimeter auto-
matic, which she lowered as she recog-
nized him.

“Wihere are they?” Zeng demanded.

“I did better than pick up the
knife,” she said, *“and they ran,
Please sit dowmn, Doctor Zeng.”

The letters in the hearth had not
only been consumed, but the charred
paper had been stirred up beyond re-
construction. Then he noted one en-
velope, crumpled and browmed, which
must have been blown from the blaze
by a draught. Zeng picked it up.

“Pardon me,” he asked, “but were
all those letters from Hubert Rayne?"

“So you did come to spy on me?"

“Hubert Rayne,” Zeng blandly went
on, “is Forest Baker’s rival. He seems
to have been carrying on a confiden-
tial correspondence with you, yet you

continue to enjoy Mr. Baker’s confi-
dence. In view of tonight’s peculiar
murder, explanations are in order,
Miss Karaknov.”

“Iindeed!” Mockery and definance
were mingled. “Please continue.”

Zeng pointed gravely to an over-
turned chair. “See that square of red
silk, those brass coins—and that one
blossom of white lotus?"

“My visitors probably dropped
those things while you were knocking
their heads together.”

“Tthat is my impression,” agreed Dr.
Zeng dryly. “Those visitors were
members of the Whiite Lotws, the
Sociityy of Heawen and Eavrth. Their
presence tonight tells me that you do
not have too long to live.”

“WHeat do you mean?” The Russian
woman was badly startled.

“I will explain this to you, if you
are kind enough to make some things
clear to me. Such as this friendliness
with one Hubert Rayne—and your
haste to destroy evidence of it.”

—]
=

CHAPTER IV
The Ofiisn Smoker

—_—
—

—

N grappling with Nadja’s assail-

ants, Doctor Zeng had umexpect-
edly won an advantage more useful
than anything he could have gained
from the mere questioning of a pris-
oner. He settled down te making the
most of it.

This square of silk is a certificate
of membership in the White Lotus
Society,” he said. *“Yom read Chi-
nese?"”

She nodded, and he went on, indi-
cating characters with his firfgertips.

“Owerthrow Tsing and restore
Ming. And the Four Excellent Ones,
Han Phang, Han Fook, Chang Tien,
and Chang Kwolk, Guardians of the
Gates.”

“I don’t know why they came after
me.” Nadja was deeply troubled.

“To me it is quite clear,” Doctor
Zeng said. “The Whiite Lotus or-
dered the death of Prince Yuan. Next
they sought you. Undoubtedly there
will be others.”
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She leaned forward to lay a trem-
bling hand on his sleeve. “You kmow?
Is that why you came to my apart-
ment?”

“You have not told me about youf-
self and Hubert Rayne, the man For-
est Baker accused of stealing the
Uighur manuscript,” Dr. Zeng coun-
tered.

“Had someome really palmed off a
substitute on Prince Yuan? Or were
you just bluffimg?"’ the womam pur-
sued. “You Chinese are wily.”

“Baker read it after I calmed him
down,” Zeng answered. “How did
you leave, and wihy?”

“Baker's hysterical outburst dis-
tracted the police,” Nadja amswered.
“It was easy for me to leave. I fol-
lowed a sudden impulse.”

Zeng shrugged meaningly. “Am im-
pulse, but a ratiomal one. Wien Baker
accused Hubert Rayme, you left be-
cause you wanted to destroy every
trace of correspondemce betweem you
and Baker's rival.”

She eyed him for a momemt, then
slowly nodded.' “Yes,” she admitted.

Zeng rose, folded his arms, and
sighed. “Amd now the Society of the
Whiite Lotus seems to suspect you of
having the missing manusectipt. Do
you? Is that why you left se hur-
riedly?”

Nadja’s face was a pale mask. “I
was shaken by that horrible killing. I
couldn’t stay in that house any
longer.”

“I can advise the police to search
your rooms,” Zeng said. “The scroll
is evidence pertaining to the murder
of Prince Yuan.”

“I can't stop youw, and I'm grateful
to you for having saved me from those
four ruffians.” She gestured. “You
want to use the pliome?”

“Tiere is no such hurry, Miss Ka-
rakhov. Please sit down and tell me
about you and Hubert Rayne.” He
handed her the half-burned envelope.
“Amd you may have this surviving bit
of evidence.”

“You're very puzzling,” she re-
fleated, taking the scrap. “Yow could
hand this to Forest Baker and con-
vince him that I have been tricking
him, secretly working with his rival.”

“Tinue, but it does not serve my pur-

pose. Now tell me about Hubert
Rayne.”

She seated herself and spoke
frankly. “I met him in Turfan a few
years ago. I was half-starved, the
daughter of another Russian refugee.
He was and had for years been look-
ing for the sacred relics of Genghis
Khan. He was kind to my father and
me. In return we gave him bits of
gossip we had picked up in our wan-
derings among the Mongol and Man-
chu tribes. Later, I met Prince Yuan.
Amnd just recently, in San Francisco,
I learned that he had come to the
United States. Hubeit Rayme told
e, asking me te find eut what Baker
and the prinee wete planming.”

“So you really were spying on them,
to help Rayme?™

“Do you still want the police to
search my place?”

E did not answer. Instead, he

stepped to the telephome, and
dialed headquarters. When Captain
Carter was on the wire, Zeng saiid:

“Miiss Karakhov was attacked in her
apartment by four Chinese thugs.
May I suggest that plainclothes men
be detailed to guard her? .... Of
course, as a material witness, and, in-
cidentally, to prevent another murder,
. . . No, I can not explain the details
over the telephome, but please believe
me, this is not a false alarm.”

He then said to Nadja, “Wiith that
small but efficient pistol, I think
you'lll be safe enough until they ar-
rive. I shall leave by the back deor.
Good night, Miss Karakhov.”

Once in the court, he played a foun-
tain-pen filshlight about the corner in
which he and his oppomemt had
landed. The man with the breken
neck was not there,

Zeng smiled, and nodded as if sat-
isfied.

“His comrades came to look, and
they found him.”

Back at his car, Zeng pressed a buit-
ton at the left of the starter, and there
was a faint humming under the cewl.
He had cut in an ultra-shert-wave
radio set.

“Lai Hu Chow! Lai Hu Chow!”
he said to the concealed micrephene.

Two receivers would respond te
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that wave-length. Omne was concealed
in the apartment above the Almond
Blossom Hall; the other was in
Chow’s wooden leg. In a moment the
big Mongol was answering: “Yes,
Honorable Mastenr?”

“Drive to Berkeley, and watch the
house of Hubert Rayne,” Zeng or-
dered, giving the address. He added,
“Just watch. Do not take any action
unless it is necessary to prevent a
killing. If Rayme is in, and should
leave, follow him.”

Zeng cut the switch and then drove
back to Forest Baker’s house in Saint
Francis Wood. Now that the police
had fimishedl their routine it was time
for an unofficial Jook.

Tihus far, Zeng had no reason for
having Rayne watched, except on the
chance that Nadja might try to get in
touch with her friend. He reasoned
that she would consider herself much
more secure from further attack if she
left the place which the White Lotus
had searched; and Rayne’s place
would be a logical refuge. Also, she
would want to tell Rayne what had
happened.

Zeng parked his car and covered the
last block on foot. His earlier con-
centration on the possibility that
Nadja had switched scrolls on Prince
Yuan was not blinding him to the
chance that Baker might have exe-
cuted such a sleight-of-hand perform-
ance himself. Zeng wanted to see
what he was doing, now that the po-
lice had left the house.

The building stood well back from
the street, surrounded and halff-hid-
den by oaks. During the imvestiga-
tion Zeng had noted the layout. He
had now his knowledge to serve him,
as did the ivy whose luxuriant growth
half-hid the bricks of the English
manor. But before he began his
ascent to the second floor, he paused
to consider the peculiar glow that
came from the window of the study.

E light, dimmed, stremgthened
again; then there was a moment of
absolute darkness.
“Someome is searching the place,
using a flasitlight;”’ reflected Zeng.
He kicked off his shoes, and tested
the ivy whose hundreds of tentacles

had won a hold in the crevices of the
masonry. Slowly, carefully, he drew
himself up, taking every advantage of
joints in the masonry, getting toe-
holds that relieved the ivy of part of
his weight. Like a vast black bat,
he clung for moments at a time, rest-
ing from the strain of combining
strength with delicacy of touch. His
ascent was rapid, nevertheless, and
presently he grasped a sill and found
solid support.

The window was unlocked. Zeng
had attended to that earlier. From the
first, he had decided upon this unoffi-
cial search, for the death of Prince
Yuan had been too uncanny to be en-
tirely convincing.

The window rose silently. Zeng
slipped through and passed into the
dark hall. Wihem he reached the door
of the study he saw the purpose of the
dim light and the cause of its waver-
ing.

A man in a dark suit squatted in the
far cormer. He had moved a screen
to one side, exposing a wall safe. Now
he was spinning the dial, and trying
the lever that opened the door. He
shifted his light, referced to a scrap of
paper and renewed his twirling of the
dial, cursing under his breath as he
began again.

Doctor Zeng waited patiently.

Bit by bit, he got a complete picture
of the intruder from each shift of the
light that cast a reflection from the
burnished metal of the safe. The
man was tall, thin and wiry, with a
lean, sallow face. He wore woolen
socks over his shoes, and on his hands
he had white cloth glowves. But most
interesting of all was the perceptible
reek of opium. He had recently been
hitting the pipe.

The man sighed and relaxed. The
tumblers slid softly, and the door
opened. Wiith trembling hands, he
searched the pigeonholes. He pock-
eted various folded papers, but some-
thing apparently was missing.

“Damn it!” he muttered, “Where—"

“Maybe I can help you,” Zeng sug-
gested softly.

The man whirled, dropping his
light. Zeng closed in, and made a
chopping blow with the edge of his
hand. The man pitched forward,
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stunned by the impact against the base
of his skull.

Doctor Zeng caught the uncon-
scous intruder, lowered him gently to
the carpeted fltwr. Them he squatted
beside him and methodically took the
plunder from his pockets.

The papers were closely penned
notes on Momngwliia, some apparently
quotations from ancient recards, Mon-
gol and Uighur and Twurki, and all of
them referring to the burial place of
Genghis Khan. But the most inter-
esting thing was the man’s identity,
which Doctor Zeng learned from the
contents of the sallow man’s wallet,
He was Hubert Rayme, Nadja Kar-
akhov’s friend and her accomplice.

The house was still silent, for there
had not been enough scuffle to awaken
Forest Baker. Zeng closed the door
of the study, picked up the memoran-
dum which had guided Rayne in open-
ing the safe, and squatted beside his
half-conscious captive.

CHAPTER V
Thhe Second Wictim

PIUWM addict . . . scholar . . .

apprentice safe cracker,” Doc-
tor Zeng said to himself, as he studied
the memorandum Hubert Rayme had
been using. “Ah! A woman’s hand-
writing.”

He saw why Rayme had been fum-
bling. Tihere were several sets of fig-
ures, each varying a little: “Iive
rigit to fifty,; fowr lefit to thinty-
eigiitt; three rightt to twenyysseven;
two lefit to zeva” Some of the varia-
tions were in the number of turns,
others were in the digits at which the
dial spin was to stop. Ttis swggested
that the memorandurm had been made
by a persen who had watched Baker
opening his safe and had put down the
best pessible guesses, as decided from
some distance behind him.

Rayme stirred, muttered, opened his
eyes. Zeng saw from the contracted
pupils that this was indeed an opium
addict. Wihen Rayme tried to strike
out with his fist, Zeng spoke a gentle
warning.

“Be quiet, please. You will awaken
Baker, and that would embarrass us
both.” He smiled reassuringly, and
gave the man a hand up. “Like your-
self, I am an amateur house breaker.”

Tthis approach bewildered the still
groggy Rayme. “WHmat is this about?"
he muttered. “Who are you?"

“Doctor Zeng Tse Lin, a persom of
insatiable curiosity. You, if I am not
mistaken, are Hubert Rayme, Fellow
of the Royal Geographic Society, and
one time authority on Central Asiatic
history and arcireslogy.”

“Ome time!” Rayme echoed, voice
low and bitter. He cast an apprehen-
sive glance toward the hall. “This is
no place to talk.”

Zeng smiled. “Them you would
leave, and I would wait for the po-
lice.”

“Eh? Wait for them?” Rayme’s face
twitched. “Wimt do you meam?”

“If you wish to know, permit me to
call them.” Zeng gestured toward the
extensiom on the study desk. “They
will explain, readily.”

Rayne recoiled. “You're a Chinese
detective,” he accused.

“Rest at ease. Baker’s bedroom is
some distance from this study, so we
are quite safe. Amswer a few ques-
tioms, and I shall not detain you.”

Rayne pointed at the safe. “Whe
are you, what does all this mean? If
you're with the police, you can't let
me go. See here, are you after the
same thing I am?”

“Tihe Uighur scroll that reveals the
burial place of Genghis Kham?”

Rayme’s face changed. His lips
drew back in a snarl that expesed his
strong, white teeth. Then his meuth
clamped shut. Zeng intently eyed
him, and made gestures, a three-feld
move with both hands.

He extended his right, with forearm
bent, thumb and two fimgers straight,
and the last two curled back against
his palm; his left hand, filngers simi-
larly placed, he put against hig heart.
Rayne’s mouth sagged. He sat there,
incredulous and puzzled.

Tihen Zeng’s hands, still in the same
positiom, made a change; forefinger
and thumb shaped a cirelle, and the
other three pointed out straight.
Rayme, still too confused te speal,
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half rose from his chair. Zeng's fin-
gers again shifted, middle three bent
back against his palm, with two out-
stretched to shape horns, or the points
of a crescemt moon.

“You should not be amazed at my
making the Threefold Sign of Heaven
and Earth. I need not ask if you
know the answer. Your recognition
of this mystic gesture of the White
Lotus Society tells me that you did
not waste your time in Asia

Rayne mopped his forehead. “Doc-
tor Zeng, I've never betrayed any se-
crets. What do you wamtt?"

“I want information. Tell me about
Nadja Karakhov, Forest Baker, and
why a man of your caliber loots a safe.
I promise not to hinder you when you
leave. It is well that you do not have
the Uighur scroll, and it will be bet-
ter if you make it very clear to esany-
one—" he paused at that emphasized
word— “that you do not have it. Now
relax and speak.”

AYNE believed, and was reas-

sured. His face twisted a little
and he blinked. The successiom of
shoeks had corme elose to cracking his
poise.

“Baker gradually wheedled me into
letting him study my notes,” he began.
“Tthe papers I just took from his
safe.” He reached to his pocket.
“Those papers you have are mine.”

“Thhe handwriting told me that. I
am sorry, but I must keep them.”

Rayne went on in an apprehensive
whisper. “Omce he had my mnotes
locked up, he would not fiimance my
expedition. There were plausible de-
lays, m3nth after month. But as long
as he himself did not fit out an expe-
dition, I was not alarmed. Finally
Nadja arrived from China and warned
me.

“Tihem Prince Ywan came from
Mongaolia and met Baker, i began to
realize that I had been played for a
fool! Withatteeweerr Prince Yuan's
Uighur script may contain, my years
of study are still valuable, for if the
script gave the full secret, so that any
scholar could readily use it, why has
it not been used during all these cen-
turies?”

Zeng considered during Rayne’s

pause. “Tihere are many answers to
that. But this much is clear, Nadja
Karakhov helped you in your attempt
to keep Baker from excluding you
from the agreememt he was making
with Prince Yuan.”

“Leawe her out of tinis!"

“Very well, but I still believe that
she got you the combimatiom to this
safe. Prince Yuan was murdered here
some hours ago. Do you understand
now why I am here?"

“Yuam murdered?” Rayme snapped
to his feet. "My God'"

This ended Zemng's control of the
opium addict, and he was umprepared
for the crazy outburst. Raymne yelled
wildly, swept up an ash tray, the tray
filled with Nadja’'s paper tipped ciga-
rette butts, and flung it as he whirled.
Thougih the ashes blinded Zeng, and a
rug skidded under his feet, he caught
Rayne by the ankle. Rayme toppled.
The leather upholstered couch broke
his fall, and his frenzied kiek smacked
Zeng's jaw.

A metal wastepaper basket clattered
against the desk. Rayne lunged head-
long through the window. Glass and
sash scattered, the pieces tinkling te
the ground. He landed with blind
luck in a clump of bambee. Recover-
ing with scarcely a break in Ris stride,
he raced around the eermer of the
house.

Zeng smiled ruefully. “Fowut men
caused me very little trouble,” e said,
dusting his hands, “and fiew efe
scholar makes a foel of me.”

Rayme, if his panic fllighit took him
home, would fall under Chow's cat-
like vigilance. “Umless,” Zeng said to
himself wryly, “there is a westera
movie in the melighitheriomd!™

The house should by now be ian an
uproar. But there was fio sound t8
break the unnatural silence,

Zeng snapped on a hall light, and
called, “Baker!” He went to the head
of the stairs, and repeated the hail.
He was still considerimg the pessibil-
ity that Baker, poise eracking at last,
had taken tee many drinks of brandy,
and was sleeping off his stuper. After
his rigid composure during the psliee
investigation, there might Be 3 fesé:
tlen. A fefvews man wewld want
liguer and plenty of it
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So Zeng knocked at the bedroom
door. There was no amswer.

E tried the door. It opened. He

snapped on a light. Tthen he
saw why Baker did not answer. He
was sprawled in an upholstered chair,
clad in a lounge robe that was soggy
with the blood which had come from
his torn throat.

Blood splashed the counterpane. It
drenched the book which Baker had
been reading. His posture and the
stains indicated that there had not
even been any dying struggle.
Whettther drugged or slugged, Forest
Baker, in all probability, had never
realized that a monster was about to
tear his throat.

There was a fine trail of drops on
the cream-colored Chinese carpet.
Zeng regarded these, noting their con-
tinuation on the hardwood flibwr.

One had been spread out, as by a
shoe sole, the slayer apparently hav-
ing stepped into the gore dripping
from himself.

Zeng followed the trail to the bath-
room adjoining the master’s suite.
There he found a sodden towel on the
flowr. There were stains in the bath-
tub.

But there were no footprimts on
the tiles, and the gleam of the chro-
mium taps convinced him that fifugyer-
prints would be lacking.

Tihere was no longer any doubt that
a monster in human form had bitten
Baker to death.

Zeng womdereedd where Hubert
Rayne had been when the fangs of
doom killed Prince Yuan.

As he went back to the study, he
said to himself, “Both Rayne and
Nadja Karakhov have exceptionally
good and strong teeth.”

He sat downm and dialed Captain
Carter’s residence.

“Consider this anonymous for the
time being,” he told the police official.
“It is very late, and I am not a relay
of men, as you police are. Forest
Baker died precisely as Prince Yuan
did. I depend on you to release this
in a way to keep me from being need-
lessly detained tonight, for I have
fauch to deo.”

He hung up, not mentioning Rayne.

&
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CHAPTER VI
Ultimadwuwn

OCTOR Zeng, in spite of plead-

ing fatigue, was far from the end
of his endurance, but he wished to
meditate on what had happened. He
sat in his reception room, his tall
frame overshadowed by the carved
dragons of the big teak chair. Con-
cealed vapor tubes cast an eerie light
unlike the glow of any hour of the
day.

“The present is the summatiom of
the past, and an introductiom to the
future,” he reasoned. “Tihe more we
consider time, and deal in alibis, the
more we are deceived by precon-
ceived opinions as to the time-linkage
of events.”

So he sat there, considering
motives; for motivations do not vary
with the hour.

“Ithe unknowm, this drinker of
blood, killed Ymam and yet left no
trace in a house that was searched.
Baker, amazed or feigning amaze-
ment, was frantic whemn I told him that
Prince Yuan’s scroll did not deal with
Genghis Khan’s grave.

“Nadja left, and the Wihite Lotus
overtook her. Fear of further investi-
gation seems to have made her destroy
letters from Rayme. No one knows
where Rayne was before I caught him
rifling Baker’s safe.”

He considered each statement. He
had to find the motive. For, in his
own mind, a madman is sane.

“Persom crazed by brooding about
real or fancied wrong kills Prince
Yuan and Forest Baker. Or, Nadja,
Raymne’s aly, commits this slaying. Or,
the Whiite Lotus is moving against all
those who seek the grave of Genghis
Khan."”

Then he pondered on the amcient
terror of Genghis Khan’s name; on
the uncanny power which had welded
the Mongols into a people who had
conquered more of the earth’s surface
than any other had, before or since.
Mongols had gome to seed, yet they
were still the same hardy nomads, the
same blood. The lack of the pewer
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kept them from setting all Asia aflame
once more.

“Tihe source of power may be buried
in the grave of Genghis Khan. Eind
that symbol, that magnetic talisman,
and Mongolia will produce amother
conqueror.”

But thus far, he did not see clearly
whether these murders were to pre-
vent the rise of a new Genghis Khan,
or whether they were a madman's
vengeance.

Zeng let his mind wander. He
trusted the subconsciows, which has
more wisdom than any man's studied
effort. He relaxed, making way for
that mysterious inflowing of wisdom,
opening the road that Occiidemital edu-
cation would have blocked had he not
in his childhood speat so many years
in Central Asia.

Half-reclining in that spacious
chair of twining dragoms and red silk
damask, Zeng slept for a while. Then,
refreshed as though he had stretched
out on his bed, he stepped into a
sound-proofed compartment which a
dummy screen concealed. This was
his short-wave radio room. Soom the
tubes glowed and the tramsformers
hummed.

“Lai Hu Chow!
said.

There was no vocal answer, only a
curious click - clack - cloctkk. Chow's
bawling Mongol voice could not be
subdued, and this was his way of say-
ing, “I am listening for orders, but I
cannot speak.”

Zeng said, “Come home and report.”

Once more the clacking sound, then
silence. Chow had cut the battery
power of the tiny set in his wooden
leg.

Lai Hu Chow!” he

ALF an hour later, Chow came
up from the garage.

“A tall, good-looking Russian girl
came to that man’s house and entered
with a key,” he reported. “She acted
as though she owned the place. He
was not there. She waited, smoking
many cigarettes. Fimallly she
stretched out on the leunge and slept,
leaving the lights en.”

Zeng waiting for his servant, had
with his own hands prepared break-
fast. He uncovered bowls of rice, and

steaming tea into which butter and
barley meal had been stirred.

“Eat, Chow; it has been a eold
watch,” he said, and picked up leng
jade chopsticks.

The big Mongol grinned and neisily
drank the tea prepared as the men of
the steppes drink it, salty and greasy
and thick. Between gulps, he spoke.

“Later a man came in, a thin man
who smelled of opium. He looked
wild, his face was cut. Wien the
woman asked what had happened, he
said, ‘Dammn-damm, I do not find.' Then
he pulled the shades. I smelled opium

and when the womam tried to make
him stop, he said once more, ‘Damn-
damn,’ and then a door closed hard.”

“Whet manner of house is it, and
where 2"

“Big, but old and badly kept, far
out of Berkeley, with many weeds in
the yard. He is poor, so he smokes
yan shi.”

Zeng sighed. It was melamcholy,
considering the case of a brilliant man
who had been reduced to smoking
pipe scrapings.

“Go, Chow, and rest while I study
these things. Tomnight you watch
again.”

It was past noon whem Amme Carter
and her father rang for admittance.

“Did you find things as I saiid?”
Zeng asked the grizzled captain.

Carter grimaced. “Alll too much so!”

“Liim, I've been worried about yeu,
and now this second awful murder!”
Amme cried anxiously. “That stealthy
lurker must know about you. You'll
be next! Wty on earth did you risk
slipping back inte that house?”

“For purposes of observation.”
Themn to Carter, “WMimt did the police
laboratory fifidd®”

*“Mihat human teeth bit Prince Yuan.
Tihat the same teeth settled Forest
Baker. It’s incredible, but a maniac
has killed two men.”

Amne shuddered.
others.”

“Amd will kill
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Zeng spread the red silk certificate,
the wilted lotus blossom, and the
three brass cash on the table. “Per-
haps I forgot to mention that the
White Lotus Society is involved. I
walked in on several ruffians who were
attacking Nadja Karakhov, and in the
scuffle, one of them must have
dropped these.”

“The White Lotus? Werem’t they
outlawed in Singapore?” Carter rose,
paced up and down the room. “Now
they crop out in San Francisco! 1
thought we had tongs and criminal
organizations whipped, tamed down."

Carter had spent years working for
peace between the tongs, but even his
broad acquaintance with tthhiimgs
Chinese did not include more than a
scanty account of the mysterious
Whiite Lotus and its bloody deeds in
Singapore. Zeng gestured reassur-
ingly.

“It is not as bad as you think. The
tongs in themselves were honorable
enough, organized for mutual protec-
tion and benevolence. Wnscrupulous
members dealt in drugs and gambling
concessions, and hired highbinders to
fightt rivals in true gangster fashion."

“I know, I know!” The captaim was
a little impatient.

Zeng smoothly continued. “The
Whhitte Lotus was origimally a splendid
fraternal and patriotic organization,
much like some of your American
lodges. But, unhappily, scoundrels
used it for crimimal purposes, just as
was the case with the warring tongs
you finally quieted. Wiitthoutt doubt
faany chapters of the Whhite Lotus are
henerable, useful.”

“Where is the local chaptenr?”
Carter demanded. “I'we not heard that
one exists.”

“A raid would be imadvisable,"

Zeng cautioned. “You do not wish to
indict a lodge, you wish to comvict an
assassin.”

ARTER'S ruddy face darkened.
“Zeng,” he snapped, “this is

the first4ee T'Vee fenaged yoit'lres obis
Seeubitpigtijastiee fRldatindt Wllowe yu
887 B6Vigtd thes tWiiitel Latngt alaminy ¢y
tRaf0¥BlcH as\W hidee 19shalD hawve tb
mag. fEEH ysulr hatgdit | shall have to

—Pehp CkYOW' tha#d.the hot-headed
Zeng knew that the hot-headed

captain was threating to expose his,
Zeng’s real identity. Amme rose and
stood there, tense, wide-eyed.

“Lin? Dad!” she said, “I can't
understand this.”

For a moment, Zeng was tempted to
say, “Force my hand, Captain, and let
me abandon my pose. I'd like Anne
to know I'm a white man.” Then he
remembered his mission, and knew
that even to win Amne as more than a
friend, he could not quit his duty.

“To force my hand would do much
harm,” he said soberly. “Giwve me
twenty-four hours in which to arrest
the guilty person, and the madman
who serves him.”

Carter’s flare of wrath was fading.
“Granted, Zeng.”

“Do not have me trailed. That
would be a death sentence, and you
would gain nothing,” warned Zeng.

Tihat solemn voice troubled Captain
Carter. He picked up his hat and
said, gruffly, “Let’s go, Amme. If
you're going to comtinue streaking
around to watch police work, you'll
have to quit that language class!”

Later, Zeng called Chow. “From
now on watch Wang Lu’s place on
Pagoda Lane. I think that he is the
Grand Master of the Whhitte Lotus.”

“Can do,” Chow said, testing out his
Engllisih.

At first glance, it seemd absurd to
suppose that the burly Mongol, handi-
capped with a wooden leg, would be
anything but useless in a quest in-
volving stealth, but Zeng knew his
man.

Chow grinned, took a hatchet from
under his tunic, and tested the edge.

“Boss-mam plenty clazy, gettee
kill,” he said. “My finish White Lotus
fella plopa, every damn all.”

“I don’t intend to get killed, and no
matter what happens I don’t want you
to try to cut down every man in the
Whiite Lotus Society. You will only
get into a great deal of trouble.”

Chow left, honing the hatchet on
the palm of his hand.

“Premature vengeance by a loyal
servant would embarrass everyone,”
Zeng reflected. “Haste is imdicated.”

Then Zeng prepared for a further
inspection of the late Forest Baker’s
home.
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CHAPTER VII
Muarderer's Chest

rl

T did not take Zeng long to coax

Captain Carter into a more
amiable frame of mind, although
Carter still grumbled as they stepped
inte Baker’s library.

“I can't understand why it didn't
occur to you in the first place to look
for secret closets or cubby holes,” he
growled.

Zeng ignored the query. He set
about patiently tapping the paneled
walls, checking every dimensiom of
the room and comparing it against the
outside measurements of the house.
Outside, men were busy looking for
footprints that might have escaped
notice when the first lot of moulage
had been made. Thus far, they were
getting mowhere.

The house was as prosaic as it was
large. There were linen closets in
which a man could have hidden.
There were bins and cabinets in the
basement. But there was no disturbed
dust to indicate any such taking of
cover.

“Note the dust on that Camphor
chest,” Zeng fimally said.

“We fifirgerpriimeed that,” the captain
answered. “Whmt of itt?"

“Ewverything else has a fime fiilm,
which is customary when servants
care for a bachelor’s house. The chest
has a heavier coat. Tihis is not reason-
able, unless a long-stored chest was
carried in after the last house clean-
ing.”

That was what started it. They
made a rapid check on the insurance.
Every item in the library which was
of value comparable to that amtique
chest was on an inventory, and there
were fire and burglary policies. But
the dust-coated chest was not listed.

“Why omit it?” Zeng demanded.
“Becvause it is a recemf, acquisition.
Please get in touch with the servants
while I examine it.”

Thhere was neither hinge nor lock
nor any visible joint where the lid
fittl on the chest. It was not at
once apparent where the cover began,

and the metal binding was equally am-
biguous. Amd here was where Zeng's
knowledge of things Chinese served
him well.

“Puzzle box,” he said to the plain-
clothes men who had come in after
completing their second search of the
grounds. “No two alike, yet all fol-
low the same principles.”

He began tapping, prodding the
carved fligures, twisting with seeming
aimlessness.

“Get a saw!” someone suggested.

Tihat brought a laugh, but Zeng
blandly countered, “Not necessary,
gentlemen. Look!™

“Huh?” another exclaimed. “I’ll be
damned, if he ain’t gone and done iit!"

A panel swung. Zeng plucked at a
length of hardwood uncovered by the
first motion. He drew up on the
tongue of wood and then lifted an in-
ner lid.

“Chimese puzzle, gentlermem, literal-
ly that.” He pointed into the small
space in the center. No wonder the
chest was heavy, considering the thick
walls needed to comtaim its imgenious
wooden mechanism. “This can also
be opened from the inside.”

“Thhe hell you say!"

“Recemtly altered.” He indicated
chisel and saw marks, showing how
the origimal linkwork had been modi-
fied. “For this assassinatiomn. I am
sure the persom who bit Prince Yuan
to death was carried here in this
chest.”

Tihe cops howled that dowm. “Now,
looka here, Doctor Zeng, even a con-
tortionist couldn’t double up into that
little space!™

The interior was little over three
feet long and perhaps a bit less than
thirty inches wide. But Zeng had an
answer.

“A dwarf, let us say. Very short,
but powerful enough to bite a man to
death. See there air holes, recently
drilled? Enough to prevent suffeca-
tion.”

“I guess he could hear, too, when
the coast was clear?” said a detective
dubiously.

“A dwarf could have enough clear-
ance,” Zeng went on, quite unper-
turbed, “to lift the lid a little, peeping
and listening. Ome move of the inside
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lever will lift or lock as he desired.”

As he spoke, he knelt beside the
puzzie chest. He played his fldshiight
into every cornmer. “See the coarse
black hairs, doubtless rubbed from his
head. Note the smell of opium, of
joss sticks. See these stains? Pos-
sibly blood. So, I shall now look for
a Mongollian dwarf.”

APTAIN CARTER stepped into
the room just in time to hear
Zeng's concluding words.

“Wheat’s that, Zeng? A dwanff?”
Carter echoed.

“Yes. Presently I shall explain.
But what of the chest, Captain? Any
history?”

“A truck brought it here, the hamdy-
man says. Forest Baker did not know
a thing about it, had made no such
purchase, and didn’t know what to do
with it. But he rather liked it, and
decided to keep it until the owner
traced it. Ttat was yesterday after-
noom, and Yuan was killed that might.”

Wihen Captain Carter heard Zeng
elaborate on his origimal terse state-
ments, he began to admit the justice
of the deductions.

“That undersized momster was
probably there in the chest, waiting
for us to clear out so he could escape,”
he grumbled.

“I would rather say,” Zeng cor-
rected, “"waiting for his chance at
Forest Baker. He may even have
managed to put through a telephene
call betweem the time of the fiirst
murder, and the time Baker came
down to try to wheedle the drunken
prince into a better Inumor.”

“You mean, this damn-blasted dwarf
took Yuan’s Uighur manuscript, and
substituted a phony, to throw us off
the trail? Not counting, of course,
on your noticing the swiitein?"

Zeng frowmed for a moment.
“Theorizing makes for confusion. By
the way, Captain, will you start my
twenty-four hours from now, instead
of from the time of our discussiom?®”

Carter laughed shortly. YZeng, 1
still don’t know what to make of you.
You know very well 1 could handly
refuse you, and still I ought te elamp
dewn!”

Zeng bowed. “Thank you for the

extension. I shall report later.™

Zeng's approach to Hubert Rayne's
house was open and casual. He ex-
pected Rayne and Nadja to be in the
weatherbeaten, two-story house in the
Berkeley foothills, simply because
such a course would be more logical
than fiight.

Nadja had every reason to fear the
White Lotus, and Rayne had been ter-
rified at the thought that Zeng might
be an emissary of that sinister society.
And since by now Nadja would have
told her ally that Zeng had defended
her against the Wihite Lotus, they
would logically conclude that he was
an independent adventurer, taking a
hand in the quest for Genghis Khan's
relies.

“For all Rayne’s comparing notes
with Nadja, he could hardly imagine
that anyone connected with the police
would let an intruder ge free,” Zeng
shrewdly concluded. “Seo his preblem
is evading the Wtite Leotus, rather
than avelding the pelice. And His
own house is as goed as any place.”

He walked through the weed-grown
garden and int® the deepening
shadows of the oaks which half-hid
the long-neglected house.

“This is where a splendid mind is
buried in poverty, despair, anger, and
the fumes of opium. This is a tomb,
for nothing lives but the man's body.”

ND then he pressed the push but-
ton, wondering it he might net
have te use his leek pieks.

His pulse quickened as he heard the
click-dlack ot a woman’s heels. Nadja
Karakhov, breathless as though she
had raced downmstairs, came to the
door. There were dark rings about
her splendid eyes, and her face was
drawn, weary.

She still wore the black dinner
gown.

“I didn’t stop to pack a bag, last
night,” she explained by way of greet-
ing.

“In an hour,” Zeng said gravely,
“your gown will be quite appropriate.
Could we not set the clock forward
and put you at ease?”

She laughed, somewhat mervously.
“You came to see me?”

“You and Mister Rayne.”
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Nadja closed the door after Zeng:
“I’m sorry, but you can’t see him for
a while. He’s . . . asleep. He sat up
with a pistol, watching, all nmight.”

Zeng’s nostrils flared. *“Ah. . .
asleep, of course.”
“Ot, all right—opium. I thought

I'd aired the place out. Poor devil, I
might as well admit, I've watched for
him!”

She led Zeng into a dusty living-
room which, twenty years ago, had
been quite fashionable. Zeng seated
himself on the lounge, and spoke.

“Let us cease fencing and begin be-
ing abrupt. I have just twenty-four
hours to arrest the assassin who killed
Prince Yuan and then murdered
Forest Baker.”"

The name of the last victim shocked
Nadja, Zeng was sure that her amaze-
ment and fear were not feigned. He
went on.

“Do you see how the fangs of doom
bite deep? Already two of those seek-
ing the grave of Genghis Khan have
died terribly. It is not accident that
you are still alive. It is desigm, but
patterns change swrifitly!”

She raised her hands, hiding her
tense face for a momemt. “Baker—
bitten—like Yuan? Oh, my God!"

“This was shortly before Baker's
safe was looted, by a person who had
a memorandum of the combination,
written—inn ymur hand?’. He was
bluffing mow.

“Youm can’'t prove that,” she said,
half-heartedly.

Zeng ignored the challenge. “Tell
me the truth as you know it, and per-
haps I can save you. Wtho and what
are youw?”

“I told you."”
“I told you all.”

“How resolutely they bare their
throats to the fangs of doom! It is
very clear that you and Baker lied to
conceal each other’s moves. Ywan was
drunk, the autopsy proved that to be
true. Baker without doubt did go
down and discover the corpse. But
sorme time iR the evening, you went
down te persuade Ywan. You went
first. You exehanged manuseripts, be-
fere the assassih bit.”

“You're guessingl” she ffared.

“Wheat of your swift fligit at the

She became stubborn.

first chance, your wearing your ¢eat,
so needless in that heated house? You
were ready for fligit with the true
Uighur scroll.”

“Wlhy didn’t you search me?"

“Because I didn’t want to act on
suspicion and warn you by a false
move. I kept the police off your trail,
and went myself to watch you. And
the Whiite Lotus was there before I
arrived!”

“They were, but what of that®”

“Simple. The slayer was hiding in
a chest in the library, watching for his
chance to catch one member of the
gathering alone. You came down,
deftly exchanged manuscripts, and
the slayer saw. Though a mad Jittle
monster, he need not be without in-
telligence. Suppose he telephoned,
reporting net enly his first slaying,
but alse your bit ot jugglimg?”

Nadja was on her feet, slowly back-
ing away from the smiling Doctor
Zeng. He hammered on relentlessly.

“If this was not the case, then it
was coincidence that the Whitte Lotus
arrived from Pagoda Lane in just a
little less time than it took me to fol-
low you from Saint Francis Woed.
Coincidence has its limit. The White
Lotus and I both came to your apart-
ment for the same reasen, and we beth
failed. You burned letters, as a blind,
and used my interventiem te get the
Uighuwui serell sut af your pessessien.
Whrere 18 it?”

HE shrugged helplessly.

“You're right, Doctor Zeng.
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sick of all this, Doctor Zemg. I'll get
you the scroll. You can give it to the
Whiite Lotws, and let peace be de-
clared.”

This was better than he had ex-
pected. Possession of the scroll would
enable him to enter the secret council
of the White Lottws, and without the
mortal risk of posing as a member. So
he followed Nadja into the adjoining
room.

She fumbled in a table drawer and
found a key and a flshilght. “He
locked it in that closet,” she said,
gesturing.

The panels wemre solliidd, old-
fashioned; a room with such high ceil-
ing would have high doors, and these
would have to be massive, far more so
than necessary in rooms of modern
style. The door was hung on three
hinges instead of two. No doubt that
Rayne’s most precious things were be-
hind it, for a hasp and solid padlock
secured it.

She used the key. “It’s never been
wired,” Nadja explained. “Take this
flashligpht, and there's a low step-
ladder.”

Omne end of the large closet was
pigeonholed, and scrolls filled it as
player piano rolls in a cabinet.

“Tihe top row,” Nadja directed.

Zeng played the flksihligiitt, and saw
the jade and agate and coral knobs of
the rods on which the rolls of paper
and damask were wound. He entered
the large closet.

Then the door sjJammed. As he
whirled, bounding back, the padlock
snapped.

“I could not anticipate your being
a fool!” he said. “You are exposing
yourself to certain deatin!”

“I’'m sorry to do this, but I have my
business, and my risks, just as you
have,” Nadja amswered.

Zeng had counted on the growing
menace to force Nadja to good faiith;
he had not anticipated what he mow
sensed was a fanatic resolutiom. Lock
picks would do him no good here. And
unless he broke out, and quickly, he
would be completely discredited with
Captain Carter. That would be bad,
even though Amme still believed in
him.

And if he did escape in time, there

was no Uighur scroll to pave his way
into the secret circle of assassins. He
would have to go as a member, a
special envoy just arrived from China.
The peril of such an attempt made
him shudder for a moment.

Then he began to consider a line of
attack.

CHAPTER VIII
Shoime of the Wikite Lotus

OCTOR Zeng escaped sooner

than he expected. Had it not
been for a pen-knife whose blades in-
cluded one with saw teeth of an allloy
steel, it would have taken him hours
longer. Ttis blade, little heavier than
a jig saw, won him his start. Skillful
use of his strength enabled him to
complete the jail break.

Zeng snapped on the lights and
started on a swift tour of the deserted
house. He wanted a clue to Rayne’s
destinatiom, and Nadja’s. Amd then,
upstairs, he found his man.

Raymne was hanging from the bridg-
ing of the groined ceiling. He dangled
at the end of a new manila rope. His
eyes stared sightlessly, his mouth
gaped. Near him lay an overturned
chair, the varnished seat marred by
scratches, indicating that he had
kicked it aside.

“Hubert Rayme, destination un-
known,” Dr. Zeng muttered.

In the fiireplacee there was a heap of
charred paper brokem to black bits.
On the work table, Zeng noted dust-
less spaces, exposed by the remowal of
papers and books. A few unburned
bits of paper showed traces of Uighur
script, with margimal notes in English.
Near the alcove lounge was an opium-
smoking layout.

“Wimt poppy dream made him
destroy his notes, and hang himsel 2"
Doctor Zeng asked, and then stepped
closer to the dangling corpes. He
frowned as he eyed the rope, and his
expression changed again as he ob-
served the distance between Rayne’s
feet and the fibwr.

Doctor Zeng was no longer con-
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vinced that this was suicide.

He drove into town and called
Captain Carter. “Amumtiher mam—Hu-
bert Rayne—is dead. Be pleased to get
in touch with the Berkeley police, for
I am not notifying them. Wrhile this
is in their jurisdictiom, it is really
your case.”

“Wdit, I'll be right over,” Carter
said.

“I cannot wait,” Zeng answered. "I
am calling on the Society of the
Whiite Lotus. Meanwhile, I suggest
an all-car alarm to pick up Nadja
Karakhov.”

“Waiit a second!” Carter exclaimed.

But the line was dead. Doctor Zeng
strolled from the drugstore. He took
the wheel of his sedan and headed
for San Framcisco.

Carter, meanwhile, was blasting it
over the Bay Bridge, Harris, Captain
of Inspectors, with him. They wanted
firstt look, and that was what they got.
Wiithoutt siren or red spotlights they
approached the desolate house whose
lights Zeng had left burning.

Carter said to the inspector, “Damn
Zeng'’s hide, why would he have to run
out?”

“I think Zeng knows what he is do-
ing,"” the inspector amswered.

“Of course he knows!” Carter
panted a little, racing up the stairs.
“But the Whiite Lotus will murder
him first and investigate latter!"

“Why didn’t you have the China-
town Squad cover the place? You
might have given me all the angles,
Captain.”

“Oil, hell! He convinced me that
that would put him in more damger.”

The inspector laughed grimly.
“Yow're not stayimg convinced,
Carter.”

“Of course I'm not. If Zeng were
my own son, I'd not be more worried.”

“A swell Chink, all right.” The
inspector headed dow= the hall.
‘Welll, here’s the corpse.”

ARTER had brought neither
moulage specialists nor pho-
tographers with him. But he did have
a kit and a camera of his own. Some
minutes later he had made a cast of
the dead man's teeth.
“For all of Zeng’s theories, I still

think this is our madman,” he ex-
plained to the inspector. “A hephead
with a grudge. Amd now, in a lueid
moment, the poor devil hangs him-
self.”

The inspector scrutinized the wax
matrix, and looked at the dead man's
teeth. He whirled about. “You're
right, Captain. Look at those incis-
ors! Those canines—their peculiar
shape. It's in the bag— Hubert
Rayne’s teeth and nobody else’s bit
Prince Ywan and Forest Baker to
death! Amd now Zeng is risking his
life for nothing at alll'”

Carter groaned. “Amd I hounded
him to it! I hurried him, or he'd have
noticed, he'd have suspected. Take
over and notify the Berkeley police.
I'm going back. I'm doing something
about this, regardiess!"

Zeng, in the meanwhile, was busy
in San Francisco.

There was little chance that the
men he had scattered in Nadja’s apart-
ment had not identified him. All
Chinatowm knew the conspicuous
Doctor Zeng. Thus, instead of re-
sorting to disguise, he went gpenly.

He was unarmed. These Chinese
were his adopted kinsmem, and Zeng
would not declare war. He was act-
ing against crimimal individuals, and
the less he depended upon armed
force the better he would serve
justice.

All that Doctor Zeng took with him
was his versatile penknife, and a vial
of caffeine tablets from his third-fleer
dispensary. Having seen the reeuf-
rence of opiurh i the background et
these weird erimes, he was preparin
himself |a advanee. Alieady He ha
swallowed four tablets ef the ceneen-
trated alkaleid te epunteract pessible
sleepiness.

Zeng threaded his way down the
dark alleys that paralleled Grant
Avenue. Steep stairways sank from
the narrow sidewalks and dewn ints
basements. In seme of these murky
dens, craftsmen and artisans plied
their trade, making teys and seuvenirs
for tourigts, shaping dells, earvin
images, sawing and seldering fﬂéEQE
In other plaees, beady-eyed meR
played raain pe and fan tan and psler.
But for each rendezvewus of viee, there
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were fiifty places where yellow men
worked overtime, earning a few dol-
lars for the relief of kinsmen in China.

He stopped at the back of the place
where Chow should be spying, a nar-
row shop, unoccupied because of a
boycott put on the building. The door
was open. Zeng made a chirping
sound, like a cricket, but there was no
answer. He played his fountain-pen
flashiigght about the gloorm. Chow was
not there.

There was no sign of struggle, no
trampling of the heap of chestnut
shells, and the husks of watermelon
seeds where Chow must have squatted,
nibbling as he watched. Zeng glanced
at his watch. Too much time had
passed to allow for inquiry or search.
He had to strike at once, for with Hu-
bert Rayme’s death the quota of
murder was complete, and the assassin
might be leaving.

“If Chow is dead, his body would
be here,” he reasoned. “If he is a
prisoner, then he will keep.”

Zeng left the deserted post, and
went to Wang Lu’s place. The nar-
row shop was lined with shelves con-
taining jars of ginseng roots, man-
drake, snake’s liver, and dried tigers’
hearts—row on row of herbs and seeds
and animal substances to cure all ills.
A curtain rustled, and an old man
stepped from behind its shelter.

E was short and shriveled. He

wote a black jacket, black silk
trousers, and felt slippers. A skull-
cap covered his bald head, and his
eunning eyes peered through silver-
fimmed glasses.

He clasped his hands and bowed as
he said, “Tihe Homorable Doctor Zeng
is welcome.™

“May the Homorable Wamng live a
thousand years,” replied Zeng. Then
he made the threefold sign of Heaven
and Earth, the successiom of gestures
which had terrified the late Hubert
Raymne.

“Why is your coat so old?”
asked.

For twelve hundred years, the ans-
wer has been, “It was handed dowm by
Five Amcestors.” Zeng made this re-
sponse, for he was still on firm ground.

The scarcely perceptible stirring of

Wang

the red curtain with its gold embroid-
ered phoenix seconded the sixth sense
which warned Zeng. Hidden eyes
were regarding him. His arrival was
not a surprise.

“I come to warn you as a man, not
as a Brother of the Lotus,” he mow
said. “Do you care to hear what the
sons of the wind are whispenimg?"

A son of the wind meant, in the
secret slang of the order, “a police
spy, a traitor, an imformer.”

The Honorable Wang gestured
toward an alcove as he drew aside a
curtain that concealed it. Opening
from the floor was a trap door with
stairs leading underground. Zemg fol-
lowed the shopkeeper. He had seen
Wamng press a button, and he was sure
that men were being warned, that they
in their turn called others.

Doctor Zeng had newer fully
learned the ritual of the White Lotus.
It involved an oath that he would not
take, and thus in China, he had de-
clined invitations. But, from study-
ing records seized by the British
police in their raids on crimimal chap-
ters of the Society, he had learned
enough to have a fighting chance.

The undergrommd passage became
damp and murky. Finally Wang came
to a door which was guarded by two
men who wore red masks.

The room beyomd was square. Its
walls were hung with embroidered
banners. Tihere were four painted
doorways, symbolic of the cardinal
were three archways, arranged in a
row, to mark the avenue at whose
further end was the carved and gilded
points of the compass. In the center
shrine of the Five Ancestors.

At one side of the shrine was the
statue of smiling Kwan Yim, the god-
dess of mercy. Om the other side was
Kwan Ti, the glowering god of war.

Before the door closed behind him
Zeng saw four or five masked new-
comers join the guards. Them Wang
Lu seated himself.

“Wihat news do you bring us?” he
asked.

“Ome of the Lotus Brethren has vio-
lated the Fourth Oath, and the Thirty-
first.”

“To violate an oath is serious. You
may be mistaken.”
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“Let me recite,” Zeng proposed.
“‘If a member break the laws of the
country, he must sustaim his own
cause, without help from the Breth-
ren. Because of many violatioms, the
Wihite Lotus is outlawed in Singa-
pore, and in Java. Here, a brother has
committed murders. You must not
shelter him, for it is not only for-
biddem, but it will bring evil on the
others.”

ENG'S contention was sound, and
Wang knew it, but he countered,
“Whren the Five Amcestors prescribed
that oath, they did not refer to the
laws of the foreign devils.”

“Homorable Wang, it is also writ-
ten, ‘Should a Brother confess a crime,
he must not implicate any other
Brethren: and whoever does, may he
dies in the Great Oceam, and the
spirits of his ancestors find no rest.'
Tihere is one who has betrayed you,
and brought evil to all of you. There
is one whom you must denounce, one
whom you are forbidden to sheliten?"

“Wiho did this thing?” Wamg de-
manded.

“I take a risk in coming here. Eirst
you must swear an oath.”

Wang was uneasy, for he knew mow
the manner of swearing that would be
proposed, and he had the Chinese fear
of that dark invocatiom. “First, tell
me more.”

“A dwarf was sent in a chest to
murder Forest Baker and Prince
Yuan. Tihe law knows of this. Some-
one has betrayed the White Lotus, by
making confessioms that implicated
others. I come as a friend to advise
the surrender ot the guilty, that the
others may be saved.”

But Wamg Lu had an amswer.
“Since you know laws, you know this
one: if a member has a dispute with a
brother, he must bring his complaint
before the council for judgment Even
if you are not one of us, and your lack
ot credentials makes the suspect you,
you may face him with preofs. If he
is guilty, he will be surrendered for
the good of his fellows.”

Wang was stepping into the trap,
yet Zeng was uneasy, for he sensed
that the crafty fellow was baiting him.

“Fiirst guarantee my safety, so that

I will not share the traitor’s fate, to
make silence complete. Suppose that
I accuse him, and am cut down the
moment I convict himm?"

Wamng smiled blandly. “I will swear
an oath. No one will touch you, ex-
cept perhaps the man you accuse.”

This was trick agaimst trick, but
there was no retreat, and Zeng said:

“Let us swear the oath that binds
us as you propose!”

CHAPTER IX

Tihe Exgesttiomer

ANG LU rose and went to the

door. He spoke to the guards,
and then beckomed to Doctor Zeng,
who followed him to the end of the
passage. It opened te a small balcony
which overhung an airshaft. The
guards, except for twe who had gone
to obey the herb doctor’s orders, came
after, and stood at both sides of the
railed enclesure.

They looked up at the few stars
which reached through the skyglow
of the city, and they looked dowm into
the blackmess which concealed the
bare earth. This oath was to be made
in full view of gods and demomnds, and
the solemnity of the impending cere-
mony checked their tongues.

Presently the men returned. One
had a lighted taper, two squares of red
paper, two brushes, and an inkstand.
The second held twe white roosters by
the legs; in his other hand he carried
a pair of short, heavy knives.

Wang Lu and Doctor Zeng took
inked brushes and wrote their pledges
on the red papers. Then, stamding
side by side, they thrust the red
squares into the flitkeringg taper fTiame,
and let the ash fall into a small bowel.

Narrowed black eyes stared uneas-
ily from blank yellow faces as Wang
Lu and Doctor Zeng each reached for
a squawking fowl and a chopping
knife. Tihis was an awful appeal to
the demoms of earth and air to destroy
whoewer broke the oath.

Tihe blades fell. There was a fiap-
ping of wings, and both men recited,
“If I break this oath, may the earth
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drink my blood, and may I walk in the
lowest hell without a head.”

Then, as blood spurted into the
bowl which contained the ashes of the
burned papers, the witnesses chanted,
“May that be our end if we allow an
oath breaker to live.”

The ancient ritual was completed
when rice wine was poured into the
bowl of blood and ash. Wang Lu and
Doctor Zeng drank, and so did the
others. The residue was spilled, so
that the spirits of earth and air could
taste.

Wihem all this was done, and the
awed Brethren had filed back toward
the lodge room, Wang dismissed them
at the door. He turned to Zeng.

“You and I will wait while they go
to get the man who betrayed us. That
you know of the dwarf is proof
enough that there has been a confes-
sion to the police. It will be some
time before he arrives, so let us smoke
a pipe.”

Doctor Zeng could not decline the
long-stemmed pipe and the drug
which had played such a part in Hu-
bert Rayne’s doom. Wang Lu took
an opium layout from a cabinet, a
weapon on which he counted in mak-
ing a loophole in the dreadful oath
he had sworn. Doctor Zeng was sure
of this, but he had to carry on, offer-
ing himselt as bait.

He could not guess how the crafty
Wang Lu proposed to harm him with-
out incurring the penalties of oath-
breaking. He could only hope that
he would be equal to the ordeal, that
he would be able to reverse the trap.

For a while, the pipes gurgled.
Wang Lu, the seasoned smoker, final-
ly roused himself from his lamguor
when a guard entered and ammounced,
“Master, he is waitimg."

The old herb seller nudged his
guest, shook him gently, waited for
him to gain his feet.

“Dhat door ahead,” he said. “It is
not a ceremomial dummy. Step toward
it.”

Zeng's attention was focused on the
painted panel. He wondered what was
ahead. He took a step, and a second.

The floor sank beneath his feet and
he dropped headlong into a red glare
below, hot air and choking fumes bil-

lowed up to meet him. Though the
caffeine tablets had to a degree
counteracted the effects of the opium,
he was still not sufficiently alert to
catch the edge.

ENG crashed against a solid flior.
There was a momentary suction
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would. Which gave him a remote
chance. He drew his knife, praying
that the slender gimlet would be long
enough to reach through the wood. If
he could penetrate it, start his tiny
saw blade and enlarge the hole, there
was the possibility that the fumes
would drain out.

Knives seemmd to dart through his
temples with every agonized heart
beat. But for the caffeine that stimu-
lated him, that pipe of opium would
have numbed him to his peril, and he
would have lain there, yielding to the
insidious charcoal fumes. Too late,
Zeng saw how cunning Wang Lu had
evaded the oath.

He plied the slender saw, Black-
ness danced about him. Then came a
whiff of cold air. He slumped, a-sod-
den heap, for he could not cut a sec-
ond drain. He lay there, face pressed
to the flloor, sucking in air.

Zeng did not see Kwam Ti’s grin.
The gilded face was alive, not carved
from wood. The god was descending
from his pedestal. His shoulders
were very broad, his arms were power-
ful, though he was only little meore
than a yard tall. Wamg Lu had ful-
filled the letter of his cath. Zeng was
indeed in the presence of the man he
had accused.

A tube, coming up through the
painted shrine, had fed the dwarf
what fresh air he needed. Thus, see-
ing his victim collapse, he was prepar-
ing for the last move. From behind
his pedestal he took a pair of
burnished steel tongs whose jaws
were set with metal cast in the shape
of human teeth, the work of a dental
mechanic.

Tracing that work would convict
the arch-criminal! The dwarf inhaled
noisily from the air tube. Them he
waddled swiftly across the room, Jaid
his tongs dowmn and tried to roll his
victim face up. Finally succeeding,
he set the jaws of the tongs to take a
fatal bite from Doctor Zeng’s throat.

He had assumed that his victim had
succumbed to opium and to suffoca-
tion. He did not suspect that the tall
man in gray had drunk air from the
hurriedly shaped orifice. He yelled
hoarsely and tried to jerk back when
Zeng snatched the tongs from his

grasp and sat up inumediately.

“It is useless to run, little man!
Wihile I breathe the air that comes
to the shrine you filles], you will be
suffocating. Unless you tell me who
set you to work.”

The momnster’s eyes glared from that
fierce, gilded mask. Zeng used the
tongs, and caught him by the leg,
holding him helpless, stifling in that
venomous air. The memory of Prince
Yuwan’s horrible death, and Forest
Baker’s steeled him to his cruel task.

Tihis stocky dwarf, warped as much
in mind as in body, was no more than
the tool of some superior. Beyond
any doubt, Wamg Lu had sent him, so
Zeng could not relent.

“Tell me, fool, or smother,” he de-
manded fiercely. “A better death than
you planned for me!”

Them Zeng became imcreasimgly
aware of a sound he could not quite
understand. At first he had mistaken
it for his owm pulse, drumming in his
ears, but now he knew that the walls,
thick as they were, gquivered and
shook. Those were hammer blews,
axe blows!

A door swung in.

CHAPTER X
End of the Scroll

HOW had made good his threat.
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in through a skylight, and those men
—” he pointed at the ones he had
cut down—'were waiting here for
something to happen. It did.”

One of the dead pair was Wang Lu.

“Wihere are the others?” Zeng de-
manded.

“Tihey ran when they could not stop
me'l?

“Take this fellow, but don’t hurt
him."”

Much as Zeng wanted to get in
touch with the police, he had to search
the place and find the Uighur manu-
script which had caused this chain
of violence. Likewise, he wanted
whatever other clues there were, for
even during the short time it would
take for him to give the alarm, lurk-
ing followers of the dead Wihite Leo-
tus chief would return to destroy
evidence.

“Men are coming, many mem!"
Chow cried. *“Hear them! Shall I
kill this blood-drimker before they can
save himm?”

“No, you big ox?! Wait!” Zeng
listened to the tramp of feet, the
splintering of wood, the shriek and
chatter and squealing of spectators.
“Dhat’s the police. They're breaking
in from every side at once. Did you
call tivenm?™

“I didn’t have time, master.”

Whoewer of the White Lotus
Brethren might have been preparing
to counter-attack after Chow’s sur-
prise party would now be scattered.

“There is something odd about the
arrival of the police,” Zeng said. “Go
to meet them, tell them you have
searched the place, that all is well
with me. That nothing else is to be
found. Tihat this dwarf is the killer,
and that I will soon explain.?

Beforxe his servant could amswer,
Zeng darted into the farther gloom of
the passage. The sound of Chow
dragging his captive up the stairs was
muffled by the rumble and roar of the
police raid. Zeng found a dark corner
behind the compartment in which he
had almost been smothered, and
listened to the cross-fire of voices.

He was not sure whether he had
rightly guessed the origin of the
alarm which had brought the police,
but his idea was worth following up.

Gradually silence took hold of the
building, silemxee and darkness.
Chinese, whether renegade or law
abiding, would avoid the locale, lest
some enemy report their interest. At
last Zeng came from hiding and
stealthily ascended the dark stairs
which led to the lodge room.

For long momemts he waited near
the open door.

INALLY a tiny spot of light blos-

somed at the far end. The circle
of glow moved up and dowm the
pedestal which supported the statue
of Kwan Yin. Zeng could distinguish
the outline of the searcher.

The light shifted toward the statue
of Kwan Ti. Tthere was a suppressed
cry of triumph, and the thin, white
pencil of light reached for the door.

Zeng already had caught a whiff of
familiar perfume, and it confirmed his
deduction. He fllickesd on his own
flash, revealing the tense, lovely face
of Nadja Karakhov. She cried out,
and her hand darted toward the bag
tucked under her arm.

“Too late to get your pistol,” Zeng
said, and seized her wrist.

She recogmized his voice.
Zeng!" she said bitterly.

“Yes, I escaped.” He lowered his
own light, and saw the Uighur scroll
which lay on the flowr. “If you will
tell the truth, I will say nothing about
your efforts to obstruct justice.
Otherwise, I shall be compelled to tell
how you neglected to report the death
of Hubert Rayme. How you locked
me up, and then turned in an alarm
to get Wang Lu’s place raided, so that
after the police had tihoroughly
smashed things, you could slip in and
search for this Uighur scroll.”

“You know everything, Doctor
Zeng,” the woman murmured.

“I merely reasoned backward and
hindsight is always acute,” said Dr.
Zeng dryly. “Suppoese you fill in the
missing pants?"

“I will,” she promised. “I’'ve failed
at every mowve, thanks to you!”

“Persomally, I am very sorry,” Zeng
said politely as he led the way
through the maze behind the late
Wamg Lu’s herb shop.

The heavy doors which had been

“Doctor
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hewn or pried from their hinges
showed Zeng how much Nadja's
strategy had helped him. Chow,
dropping through a skyligtht, had not
provided for any quick retreat.
“I shall give you all possible credit
for unintentiomal aid,” Zeng said.
Just as they reached the alley a
man’s voice exclaimed, “Tihere he is
now! I knew Chow was lying to us!"
Amne Carter darted out of the
shadows. “Lim,” she cried, “we've
been worried frantic. I made Dad wait
here. Oh! You have a prisoner.”
“Not a prisoner, but some evidence,”
Zeng explained, secretly thrilled at
Amme’s anxiety. “Whemt of Chow and
his prisoner? Did the dwarf tallk?"
Captain Carter gestured to the car
that waited at the cormer. “He made
a sudden break and Chow threw a
hatchet. He missed, and the dwarf
ran to the roof where he slipped in
jumping to the next building. When
we found him, he was beyond talking.
I rather think he did it on purpose,
judging from what Chow told me.”

UT it was not until they went to

Doctor Zeng’s apartment that
Captain Carter learned all the details
and received full assurance that the
case was actually closed, that the
dwarf and Wamg Lu had been the
principall criminals, while the other
members of the White Lotus were
guilty ot ne mere than leyalty to a
misguided leader.

Zeng pointed to the tongs. “It is
very simple. The dwarf first slugged
his victims, so they could not yell.
The circle of death, of course, was to
have closed when Rayne died.”

“But he committed suicide,” Carter
protested.

“No, he was hanged. He could not
have kicked that chair away, for his
feet were further from the flloor than
the seat on which he was supposed to
have stood. Everything else was mice-
ly worked out, but that one detail was
wrong. I did not tell you of that
simply because I wished you to think,
for a while, that the case was closed,
while I closed it in my own way.”

“But Rayme’s teeth very closely
matched the bites that killed Prince
Yuwan and Forest Baker.”

Doctor Zeng smiled. “Rayme was
an opium addict. During his sodden
hours, the Whiite Lotus could easily
have made a cast of his teeth, and
must have done so. These tongs prove
my point. Amd after ome pipe too
many, Rayne could very easily be
hanged, as if in remorseful swicide.

“Fimally, the Whiite Lotws did not
know I had already told the police of
their final victim’s death. Tihws, when
I worked my way in on a pretext, they
attempted to dispose of me by the
same murder weapon, and lay the
blame en Rayne.”

Anne shuddered. “Do you mean
that Rayne was killed just to deflect
suspicion from the dwanf?”

“No,” Zeng answered. “Rayme knew
much of the Genghis Khan tradition.
Even without the Uighur scroll, he
was dangerouws. So they eliminated
him.” He turned toward Nadja. “And
now tell us why you wenmt to such
great risk to get this scroll.”

Zeng unrolled the Uighur manu-
script as he awaited the Russiam wom-
an's answer.

“The Whiite Lotus as you must have
guessed,” Nadja explained, “was op-
posed to anyome’s fiimdimg the buried
treasure and the sacred relics of
Genghis Khan. Tihe Mongol and the
Manchu have always menaced China.™

“As I explained,” Zeng said to Anne
and her father.

“I am a Soviet Agent,” Nadja went
on, “and my duty was to prevemt the
discovery of the great Khan's grave
for precisely the same reason. Imagine
the predicament of my govermment if
the Mongoll power of old times were
revived! Amd you can be sure that
no matter who sent an expeditionm to
dig, the surrounding tribes would
wait for the suceess of the excava-
tion and then elese Ih te selze the
relies. That was my rmission, and I
have failed. Yow have the serell.”

Dr. Zeng studied the Uighur script
for a full minute. Tihe silence was
becoming oppressive when he raised
his eyes to glance at his companions.
Amne and her father leaned forward
sharply as he arose and approached a
great brass brazier with the precious
scroll.

“Dom’t, oh, don't!” Nadja cried out,
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grasping the meaning of his action.

“Damn it, Zeng, Carter shouted,
“that's eviidiemope!"

“Bvidence against two dead men,"
replied Zeng calmly as he struck a
light and held the flame to the silk
damask. “Ttey have already paid the
penalty. Destroying this is more im-
portant than prosecuting a society of
misguided men who, according to
their own lights, did rightly enmough.
The murderers are dead, Carter. And
you have not failed, Nadja. Tthe sword
of Genghis Khan, his horse-tail stand-
ard—all these things must remain
hidden beneath the sands of the Gobi
lest they do have the power to incite
the Mongols and set all Asia afire.”

Slowly the flames licked and ate
into the time-stained scroll. Silently
all of them watched the brazier be-
come the funeral urn for the ghost of
a great secret.

Amnne shuddered. “Mongols!” she

cried. “How I detest Orientals)"
Then she thought of her host, and
gasped. She hadn’t meant him.

But Zeng was only looking at her
with a grave smile about his lips. How
deeply he may have beem wounded
by this involuntary flash of racial
prejudice did not show on his fea-
tures. As far as the world was con-
cerned, he was Chinese—and he
couldn’t tell Amne any different.

“Oih, Lin!” the girl cried out. “For-
give me. I didn’t mean it. I wasn't
thinking of you.”

“I know,” said Dr. Zeng gently.
“But I am thinking of you. A court-
ous host remembers when he has in-
vited guests to dinner, even though
they have been delayed. Chow! Lai
Hu Chow! Now where can that yel-
low mountain of flesh have gome!”

“Just serve us some tea and almond
cakes, Zeng,” yawned Captain Carter
lazily. “I’ll bet he’s gone to a movie.”

Next Issue: DEATH WALKS SOFTLY, a Novelet by Jathn H. Knox
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Death Lurks in the Sky Wihem an Air Meet Elies Over Forlbidden
Ground-Until Craig Proves a Pilot €an Also Be a Detectivel

CHAPTER 1

Terosr in the Sky

E Thunderbird Flying School
was far from being a Yale or
Harvard of the air. The office

was a single cluttered room in a corner
of the main hangar, a separate Toom
only by virtue of low partitions.
Weedtiher maps, certificates and avia-
tion photos crowded the unpainted
walls, while model planes of every
type and descriptiom dangled from
the ceiling or roosted on each of the
littered cabinets.

From outside its sanctum, where
“Groundhog” Ryam had beem testing
an overhauled Hisso, blue oil fumes
crawled in, to curl snakily under the
glare of the single unshaded light.
Nick Craig, temporary and umwilling
manager of the air school, pawed in-
effectually at the sluggish fumes,
mopped his streaming foremead and
swore thickly.

“WHmat a sucker I was,” he growled,
“letting myself be talked into man-
aging this haunted junkyard for
Wiilly Glover’s heirs until the estate
is settled. It isn’t bad enough to wor-
ry about losing studemnts, trying to get



'‘Keep on the ground,” snapped the hermit, “or the Thumdenbiird will tear you apant"

a rating from the Civil Aeronautics
Board, and getting set for the aviation
meet we're staging in conjunction
with the county fair that opemns to-
morrow. Now I've got a lunatic her-
mit in my hair, besides.”

He slammed an unopened telegram
onto the already overflowing desk. It
skittered off, starting a miniature
snow storm of unpaid bills fltittesniing
to the fitwr.

Craig swore again and ducked down
to retrieve the numerous scattered
papers.

At that instant the bellow of a shot-

gun blasted the silence of the might
outside. The pane of the raised win-
dow dissolved in a glittering cloud
and swept in over Craig’s frozen,
kneeling figure. Am invisible hand
seemed to sweep across the desk-top
where he had just been leaning, scat-
tering riddled papers and splinters of
wood across the fitnsr.

Craig went flat on his face and
stayed there, waiting for amother
blast, wondering dazedly what it was
all about. There were yells and the
quick pound of feet in the euter
hangaf, then more yells and the
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sounds of conflict outside. Finally he
heard a quavering shriek that was
abruptly choked off.

Craig got to his feet, trembling a
little, slapping glass fragments out
of his hair. “Birdy” Barnett, chief
flightt instructor, pounded through the
door, wild-eyed.

“Craig!” he panted. “Nick, are you
all right? It was that blasted un-
washed messiah. He took a shot at
you with a ten-gauge shotgum. The
boys got him trying to make a get-
away."”

“Tihe hermit?” Craig’s jaw dropped.
“I thought the guy was only a feeble-
minded pest, not a homicidal maniag:
Maybe we’ll have to call a keeper on
him, after all.”

E led the way outside amd

around, off the concrete apron,
te where a knot of men hovered over
the yellew wash of a fadflighit that
outlined a tangle of rags on the
ground.

Whiite faces turned as Craig strode
up. The chunky figure of Groundhog
Ryan, chief maintenance mechanic,
got off the bundle of rags and it be-
came the fligure of a man. Am unbe-
lievably gaunt and bony body showed
through shapeless, fiilthy rags of
clothing. Black eyes glittered madly
through the tangle of white hair and
beard that completely hid the mad
hermit’s face.

Craig stared somberly dowm for a
moment, then touched the captive
with his foot.

“Okay, Kreevitz,” he snapped.
“WWHeat's the idea of the Wiild West
stuff? Wheat's the Tthumderbird going
to say if his favorite disciple gets
himself burned up in the electric
chair?”

Ivan Kreevitz, the mad hermit of
Thunder Knob, wriggled jerkily. A
long, bony finger came out of the
tangle to point at Craig.

“thbe told me to! The Thunderbird
himself came to my cave last night.
He said I was his most faithful fol-
lower and he’'d reward me with a king-
dom in the sky. But he said you were
annoying him, fliying those airplanes
in and out of his cloud. You got to

stop it, or he'll kill you all—6Vvery @Re
of you. He'll tear you apart with his
terrible claws and throw you dewm Qut
of his cloud. You wom’t bether him
none when you're smashed up and
dead!” .

The little knot of students and in-
structors stirred restlessly as the in-
sane laughter cackled out,

Craig saw their uneasiness and
made a strangled sound of disgust
deep in his throat. Besides every-
thing else, he had to buck an age-old
superstition.

His angry gaze shifted up toward
the grim, eternal cloud. It was visible
even at night, like a great black bird
soaring endlessly, blanketing the
stars. The tip of one cyclopean wing
overhung the fiddld. The other wing-
tip, three miles to the west, brushed
the flat top of Thumder Knob, a jagged
moumtain of rock that jutted out of
the flat Atllantic coastal plain where
no mowmtain should be.

It was this knob and the long, wind-
ing ridge climbing up to it from the
sea that caused the great Thunderbird
cloud overhead. Warm air thermals,
throwm up by the freak land forma-
tion, met colder, moisture-laden sea
winds seven thousand feet up and €ef-
densed them into the menaeing shape
that perpetually rode the skies.

From earliest history, Indians had
feared and avoided this spot because
of the ever-presemt cloud. To them
it was not a cloud but the Thundef-
bird himself, maker of storms and
destructiom, who peised there threat:
eningly. Their legends teld that the
Thunderbitd frequently eame dewn if
the form of a gigantic bird with {he
head of a man te slay these Whe ih-
vaded jts demain:

Whem white men finally braved the
taboo and established the village &f
Thunderbird, naming it after {he
menace in a burst of Bravade, they fan
into such a storm of disasters that the
legends were revived.

Through the years, the superstitien
gradually vanished frem the surfaee
of the little community. But it was
always there, lurking wnderneath,
waiting for any unteward WAPPERIAG
to bring it out. The faet that huge
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hawks, eagles and sea birds chose
Thunder Knob for a nesting place
helped keep the legends alive. Let a
iant eagle sweep his shadow across a
eld, or a giant hawk attack a chicken
or lamb, and whispers of the Thundetr-
bird instantly spread like wildfire

OSE whispers had mearly
wrecked the flying seheel more
than once, but Wiilly Grove had stuck
and fought them dowm. Now they
seemed to be returning, stronger than
ever. Craig had sensed the wnder-
current of their vague terrors from
the first appearance of Kreevitz, the
mad hermit who had lived in a cave on
Thunder Knob for coumntless years,
worshiping the cloud as a god.

“I better phone the sheriff, hadn't
I?” asked Forest Whhalem, one of the
older studemts. “Tiis guy was bad
enough, darting at every plane today,
swinging a club and almost mangling
himself in the props. Now, if he's
gone kill-crazy, he better he—"

Craig shook his head. “He’s just a
poor wild animal and I hate to see him
caged. Affter all, he’s been harmless
for years and this spell might be only
temporary. Hold him a minute.”

He disappeared into the office and
returned, carrying his owm forty-five
automatic. The hermit flimcheail back
uneasily.

“See that?” Craig demanded harsh-
ly, shaking the gun. “You knew what
that is and what it would do to yeu.
Youw're scared to death of pistels,
aren’t you? Wielll, hereafter we're all
carrying guns like this. If we ever
see you anywhere near the scheel
again, we'll use them. Dees that make
sense to you, Kreeviitz>"

“You'll die just the same,” the her:
mit snarled deep in his threat, “ail ef
you, if you go up in the Thunderbird's
sky tomorrow to do them tricks ¥er
the fair. Youw keep on the ground, eF
he’ll tear you to pieses: He told me
so and he likes me¢ because | tear the
hearts out of rabbits and put ‘em up
on the Knob for an offering.”

“Get out!” €raig rapped. “Seram,
before I change my mimd!"”

He signaled the group back and the
madman scuttled away inte the dark-
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ness like a furtive animal. Craig
sucked in a deep breath and wiped
cold perspiration from his forehead.

“The gun talk was bluff, of course,”
he said, “but watch yourselves just the
same, though I think Kreevitz will
stay clear of us now. But I wish I
knew what set him off all of a sudden,
after living up on the Knob for years
without bothering a soul.”

He frowned at the distant bulk of
Thunder Knob, looming black against
the stars. It was no wonder the her-
mit’s warped brain saw an object of
fear and veneratiom in the somber
monster that hovered endlessly over
his cave.

“Curse that screwy cloud, amyiaow!™
Craig growled.

“You going to put on the air carni-
val stunts tomorrow?” Whmllen asked,
eying Craig queerly.

“Certainly. Wiy not? Because a
crazy hermit sees visioms that tell him
the cloud wants us out of the sky?”

“I dom’t know,” Whmlem mumbled
nervously. “I'we just got a feeling
that maybe something’s going to hap-
pen., It seems funny that a story like
the Thumderbird legend could keep
its hold on people—mmadiern, educated
people—alll these years if there wasn’t
something. . . .”

“Report to me before you start
practicing figure eights in the morn-
ing,” Craig said sharply. “If you're
jittery, I'll ground you. We can't af-
ford any accidents.”

HISPERING nervously, the

students moved off toward the
dormitory beyond the hangar. Craig
watehed them, his eyes cold in the
bronze mask of his lean face.

“Tihis would be a swell time for
some nervous studemt to pile up in a
crash,” he muttered bitterly. “Here
we’re staging a three-day meet at the
Thunderbitd fair, mortgaging our
shirts for prize money to draw big-
name pilots, simply to give the school
some national recogmition. A fatal
crack-up would ruin us.”

“How'’s the big race shaping up?”
Barnett asked.

“Okay. The course is to be seven
miles straight out to sea, around Beam



52 THRILLING MYSTERY

Shoal Light, south to Kummer Island
and back here for a roaring finish in
front of the grandstand. And that ¥e:
minds me, where the devil is Ott93
He was supposed to bring my Face
entry blanks out from the PFIRtEF'S 18-
night.” ]

Otto Rimmer was the asyjstant
flight instructor, hired by @lever
shortly before his death. Theugh
a grumpy and not overly pepuiar man,
Rimmer was a frsstclass pilot.

“Why, didn't you get them yet? A
couple of the students, Oisen and
Ciper, were going to bring them right
back hours ago. They had to ge into
town, anyhow, to have some films de-
veloped from a hike they took up
Thunder Knob. They promised to
bring the blanks. I think Otto had a
binge or something lined up.”

Craig opened his mouth to speak,
held it open as he stared. The faces
of Ryan and Barnett were taking on a
queer, lurid flush, like the reflection
of distant fflames. He saw them star-
ing at him, then at one another. He
saw that the crimson glare was deep-
ening, glinting now from the concrete
of the apron umderfoot.

A sudden wild shout whirled Craig
toward the distant studemts. They
were gesturing skyward. He llooked
up and his breath caught in his throat.

A ball of unbearable crimson fire
was fllatimg gently dowm out of the
thick cloud of the Thunderbird. It
rocked below the pale blossom of a
parachute, throwing a lurid glare
across sky and earth. Something dark
and shapeless dangled below it.

“A fidze!” Ryan gasped.

“Sigmals,” Barnett guessed wildly.
“Remember the radio ammouncernent
yesterday about the Nazi submarine
that attacked a British convoy twenty
miles off the coast south of here? The
sub was crippled so it couldm’t sub-
merge, but it got away in the dark last
night. I bet that's a signal from—"

“Subs,” Craig said dryly, “don't
drop parachutes. That’s an airplane
flare.”

“But, Nick, we’d hear a plane any-
where within a dozen miles on a quiet
night like this.”

Instead of answering, Craig burst

into a run, pounding acress the firkd
toward the spot where the chute
seemed due to land. The students
raced ahead of him. )

At five hundred feet the flare died
out, but there was enough starkight
to show the chute and its darker
burden swinging dowm. Wiherever it
had come from, Craig wished fervent-
ly it had picked a night when nerves
were less ragged.

E dark object bumped the run-

way ahead and was swallowed by

the folds of the collapsing chute.

Wiillen and his fellow students

reached the spet, began tugging away

the ehute. Sereone snapped on a
Hashippht.

Craig, with Ryam and Barnett at
his heels, burst into the group as the
dark object came into view. He
stopped short, paralyzed. His nerves
went cold and the blood drained out
of his face.

He was staring dowm at the horribly
mangled body of young Peter Olson,
one of the students who had gone for
the entry blanks. Only the face,
twisted in the agony of horrible
death, was unmarred. From shoulders
to feet the rest of the body had been
slashed and torn as it by terrible, rip-
ping talens.

Young Whalem broke the frozen
silence.

“I told you,” he shouted hysterical-
ly. “I told you something was going
to happen. The Thunderbird did !
I told you—I told you—I told yow!”

His voice went up into a shriek and
broke on a note of wild, gurgling
laughter. Craig barely heard him.
He was staring at the mangled body
in the bloody parachute harness, at
the twisted, unmarred face—at the
crude image of a soaring bird that was
drawn in still-damp blood en the pale
forehead—the image of the Thundef-
bird?

From somewhere far off in the
night, in the direction of the hulking
Thunder Knob, came a cackle of in-
sane Jaughter.

It was the laughter of Kreevitz, the
mad hermit, from his den under the
Thunderbird’s wing.
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CHAPTER 11
The Show Muctt Go on

OMER Weems, the secretary of

the Thunderbird county fair,
was a fat man with a caleulating eye,
a love of goed things and asthma. He
was also the lecal banker and nete-
helder fer mest of the leeal busi-
fiesses.

He came panting and wheezing into
the school office at dawn, gnawing on
a cold cigar, rubbing unshaven jowls
with a nervous hand. Craig sat be-
hind the littered desk, his face in his
hands. He had been there most of the
night.

“Craig,” Weems wheezed, “this is
terrible! I just heard about it. The
sheriff called me. I got out of bed
and drove right out to— Wall, has
anything mew—"

“Nothing,” Craig said, his voice
muffled by his hands. “It was too
dark to fly up and search the cloud.
Nome of us heard a plane, but we've
got a man phoning all the farmers
west of the Knob to see if they heard
one. Posses are still hunting for
Olsom’s bunkmate, Teddy Cipes. And
your idiot sheriff smeared any fifigaer-
prints there might have been en the
chute harness couplings.”

“Gihastly! Simply unbelievable, that
such a horrible—I mean, I only hope
it won’t— Tihat is, you aremt—"

Craig raised a haggard face from his
hands.

“If you're trying to ask, are we go-
ing through with the air show,” he
said harshly, “the answer is yes. A
poor kid died horribly, but the show
must go on. You can go back to bed.
Your investment’s safe.”

“Imvestment? Craig, I assure you
it's only the fair I'm thinking of—the
people of Thunderbird Cowmty—"

“Nuts! I happen to know you hold
most of the paper that was flivated to
finamee the fair corporatiom here.
Right now you see what happened
only as swell box-office. The ghouls
should flodk in by the thousands when
this story gets out. Wadll, we're going

ahead, not for the sake of your pocket-
book, but because of those pilots who
have spent money to fly here for the
meet. Now get out and let me alone.”

“Wwat? See here, Craig, I—"

“Get out)”

Weems looked at
eyes, gulped and left.
later his car purred off.

Craig got up wearily and stood look-
ing out the shattered window, across
the morning mists rising from the
landing ffeld. Half a mile away, be-
yond the field, the buildings of the
fairgrounds loomed gray in the dawn.
Overhead, the Ti. raderbicd cloud hov-
ered ominously, its black belly crim-
son-smeared by the rising sun.

Blood-red! Fresh blood from talons
that had so recently torn the life
from the body of a young boy?

Craig swore in a choked voice. What
had really happened? No legendary
beast could carry a mangled body up
into the sky on soundless wings, then
drop it precisely on the runway be-
fore the hangar. A chute dropped
at randomm might drift for miles on
the cross-winds up there. Wy had
young Olson beem murdered? Had
the mad hermit’s ravings been some-
thing mofe than insane babble?

Nick Craig's
A wmoment

RAIG cursed the thought with-

out being able to shake it off.
That was the insidiows thing about
that cloud. You came under its spell,
laughed at its superstitions, looked
at it only as a freak of nature and went
aleng without evem thinking of the
eloud. Amd then, ene day, you awoke
te diseover that the weird spell of
that hevering phantem had seeped
inte your seul and planted the seeds
of doubt and terrer in seme dark, un-
fieticed €orner.

The citizens of Thumdkerbird would
laugh at the legends and flee in terror
from a manifestatiom of them.

Still worse would be the effect on
the air show, Craig realized. Older
pilots of the barn-storming school
were inherently superstitious. Some-
one who wanted to spoil the show by
driving away the fliers could have
picked no better way than by reviving
the Thunderbird legend.
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Craig started to turn away from
the window. He swung back sharply,
his eyes narrowing, fimgers clawing
unconsciously into the unpainted sill.
Something was coming across the
landing fledld. A human figure, reel-
ing and stumbling, was falling and
then getting up to stumble on. Mist
phantoms distorted the figure so that
in the graying light it was impossible
to recogmize it.

Craig whipped around, went racing
out of the hangar and across the apron,
his fists clenched and cold sweat on
his face.

The figure fell again and made no
effort to rise. Craig reached it,
dropped to his knees and turned it
over. The square, gray-white face of
Otto Rimmer, assistant instructor,
looked up at him.

There was a dark, ugly bruise across
one cheek and the clothing over his
chest and abdomen was slashed and
blood-smeared.

In the center of Otto Rimmer's pale
forehead was the crudely drawn figgure
of the Thunderbird, outlined in dark-
ening blood.

“Nick!” Rimmer’s eyes flikttered
open, blinked dazedly up at Craig's
tense face. “The Thunderbird—says
not—to fljiy—today. Got—to call off—
air meet—or—all killled!!”

“Wat happened to you?” Craig de-
manded fikexely. “Where have you
been all night? Do you know Pete
Olson’s been murdered?”

“I know,” Rimmer gasped weakly.
“I—saw it.”

His eyes closed and he went limp,
dropping out of Craig’s grasp. With
terrible fury in his eyes, Craig
fumbled among the bloody rags until
he found the racing beat of a heart.
Riramer was all right, evidently weak
from loss ot blood and shock. Craig's
hasty investigatiom showed that the
slashes across the body were not deep
enough te be dangerous.

He left Rimmer lying on the damp
grass and raced back to the hangar.
Whiile he was arousing Groundhog
Ryan and Birdy Barnett, the sherifi's
car pulled onto the field, returning
from a fruitless search for the missing
Teddy Ciper. Wiith the lanky Sheriff

Timmons was Dr. Damom, who had
been helping in the search.

Together they got Rimmer to bed
in the dormitory and Dr. Ramon
dressed the shallow wounds.

“He’ll be okay after a rest, but he
wouldm’t be if he’d been an inch closer
to the beast, or whatever it was that
slashed at him.”

E was sticking the last strip of

tape into place on the pilot's
chest when Rimmet’s eyes opened.
For a morment he recoiled, staring
wildly at the figures bending over the
bed. The terror wemt out ot his face,
thougih, as soon as Craig touched his
hand.

“Can you tell us about it now, Otto?
You said you saw Pete Olsem mur-
dered. Who did iit?”

“Tthe Thunderbird!
me like that. I'm not crazy. I tell
you, I saw it! I had some beer in
town and was walking out, taking a
short-cut across the fietd. Suddenly
a huge black bird swooped out of the
darkness and knocked me dowm, hit
me alongside my jaw with one wing.”

“Weat kind of bird?”

“It was huge and black and it had
the head of a human being. I couldn’t
see it very well in the dark, but I
could see human features. I swear
it! Amd it talked to me. It came
and stood over where I lay and told
me we'd all be killed if we didn’t eall
off the air meet. It said if I dared
to fly again, I'd be the first one te die.”

“What about Pete Olsom?™

“I—I was so scared and dazed that
I couldn’t move, Nick. As I lay there,
it stalked off into the dark and came
back, dragging something. Then I
could see that it was Olson, all
slashed and mangled. The Thundef-
bird made me look, said that's hew
we'd all be it we dida't eall oft the
air meet at onee.

“Tthen it slashed me once with one
giant claw and flew up into the sky,
carrying Olson’s body. I guess I
passed out then, because the next
thing I knew, it was daylight and I
was lying in a puddie ef bleed at the
edge ot the fildd. 1 started walking
back and yowu fhet me.”

Dom"t look at



WINGS FOR THE DEAD 55

Craig’s face was cold, expression-
less. He started to turn from the
bed. Otto Rimmer caught at his arm.

“Nick, for God’s sake, you'll call
it off, won’t ybu? You aren’t going
ahead after what's happemed!™

Craig raised white-knuckled fists.

“I dom’t believe in anything I can't
poke in the jaw,” he said thickly, “and
I never smacked a ghost. You catch
some rest, Otto. W&l talk about the
meet later.”

He turned and stalked out. The
others followed, leaving Dr. Ramon
with the wounded man. Groundhog
Ryan trotted at Craig’s side, his eyes
narrow.

“Nice speech, Nick,” he said fifiadlly.
“How much of it do you believe your-
self?”

Craig’s lips were taut across set
teeth.

“I wish I knew, Groundhog,” he
mumbled. “I wish I kmew.”

PIRITS rose with the climbing

sun, however. By ten o'clock,
when Craig sent Barnett across to the
fairgrounds infield to lay plans for the
afternoom events, no one raised the
question of calling off the meet.

A number of pilots had arrived and
their planes were staked out around
the headquarters tent in the infield.
A runway had been built, connecting
the school landing field with the fair-
grounds, to be used if cross-winds pre-
vented landing and take-off directly
in front of the grandstand. Other-
wise everything was to take place as
close to the crowds as possible.

At ten Craig was in the hangar,
watching Groundhog check the Eagles
in somber silence. Suddenly they
heard the humbling drone of a plane
overhead. Groundhog cocked an ear.

“Monocowpe,” he stated positively.
“Wearmer Ome-twemty-ffive, recently
overhauled. Nice power plant, Nick.”

They went outside and watched the
blue-and-white ship circle the fiedd
low and slide down onto the east-west
runway with a groam of shock cords
and a clanking grind of the taiil-skid.
It taxied around and up onto the apron
in front of them. The motor Whumped
and died.

A girl climbed out. Craig stared at
her tall, trim figure, at coppery hair
catching the morning sun above smil-
ing violet eyes.

“Helllo,” she said, stripping off light
gloves. “Are you Nick Craig? I'm
Moma Lacy. ......"

She stopped, waited. A fldetimg
frown touched her forehead. “Well,
won't I do, or didn’t you get my
wire?”

“Wiire?” Craig came out of his daze
and slapped at his pocket. Stiff paper
crinkled beneath his hand. “I forgot
all about it. You see, it saved my life
last night when it came. In the excite-
ment I overlooked it.” He grinned at
her blank bewilderment. “It fell off
the desk. I leaned over to pick it up
just in time to miss a load of buckshot
aimed at my head. Since it isn’t polite
to read in front of guests, maybe you’'d
better tell me wiat the wire said, Miss
Lacy.”

“I’'d better,” she said with visible
irritation. “It was simply a mnotice
that I was coming in this morning to
take charge of Thwnderbird Flying
School. I owm it now. My cousin,
Wiill Glowver, left it to me by the terms
of the will that was probated the day
before yesterday.”

Craig shook his head with genuine
pity.

“Lady, all I can say is that you
picked a sweet time to inherit this
flyimg school.”

“Wihy? Is—is anything wromg?"

Groundhog Ryam turned away to
hide his unhappy expression.

“Oh no, miss—I mean Bess. Not a
thing. Not a single thing at all. Every-
thing is just lhomky-gory.”

CHAPTER III
Elaming Coffin

E sun beat dowm furiously on

the Thunderbird county fair-
grounds and on nine thousand gap-
ing paid admissioms, most of whom
secretly hoped to see another mangled
body come tumbling down out of the
sky. Three hours had passed since
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the air meet opened, with that morbid
hope still unsatisfied. But the time
had served to tighten, rather than ease
the tension of Craig’s merves.

For three hours he had paced the
railed platform of the judges’ stand
like a caged panther, directing the air
meet and shouting a description of the
events into a portable mike that hurled
his amplified voice into grandstand
and bleachers.

Planes had taken off and lamded,
roared up into the sky and screamed
down again, raced and dog-fougtt and
stunted. Pilots had chased flbatiimg
balloons, had bombed a tar-paper
shack in the infield with sacks of ffoour,
had competed in dead-stick spot lamd-
ings and short-leg races.

During that time Craig’s owm pri-
vate ship, a Hydira Bullet, had waited
close to the stand, warmed and ready
for action. The Bullet was one of the
fastest jobs that ever split a cloud,
literally twin fllying engines with just
enough silver airplane around and be-
tween to get them on and off the
ground. Craig had figured that if amy-
thing did happen, it would happen in
or around the Thundemtbird cloud. He
was ready to rocket up into it at the
first warning.

By four o'clock the strain of watch-
ing and waiting and dreading had
drawn his nerves out almost to the
breaking point. He signaled Birdy
Barnett over from the line-up to take
his place at the mike. He dropped
to the ground, where Mona Lacy sat
in the shade of the stand. She greeted
him with a tense smile and made room
on the bench.

“No trouble yet,” she said. “Sitting
out here in the fresh air and sun, with
the familiar sights and sounds all
around me, it's hard to believe amy-
thing as horrible as you described
could actually exist. . Maybe mothing
more will happen.”

“I wish I could think that,” Craig
groaned, mopping his face. “Lord,
how I wish it! But Teddy Ciper's
still missing and we’re still defying
the killer of his roormmate. If I only
knew what lay behind it, I wouldn’t
feel so helpless. But I've had lines
out all morning and can’t locate an

enemy, outside of the mad hermit, whe
isn't clever enough for sueh a stunt.
There aren’t any competitors we might
be hurting. Nobedy's ever wanted the
school badly enough even te tFy te buy
it‘H

“How about a peFsemal angle?”
Mona asked refiectively. “Maybe
some persomal enemy of these
boeys. . . "

“Tihen why attack Otte, tee? ARd
if Otto was the intended vistim, why
attack the boys? Before long there
won’t be anything left to belisve but
the crazy hermit’s story.”

He broke off as a plane came bump-
ing up over the runway from the
school field and taxied toward them
down the line-up.

“Hey!” Craig shouted. “That's
a school Eagle, but who's in iit?
The students are supposed to be
grounded.”

The plane swung close to them and
stopped with the prop ticking over.
Otto Rimmer climbed out stiffly. Ex-
cept for the bruise and the bulk of
bandages under his shirt, he seemed
normal enough as he came toward
them.

“Doc said it was okay,” he fore-
stalled Craig’s objectioms. “Nick, you
had me scheduled for some stunts
along about now. Let me go through
with them, will youw?”

€K CRAIG started. “You aren't

fit for punishment like that yet,
Otto. Evemn a pressure of three er feuf
gravs on a pullout might be eneugh
to pop those gashes epen and start
a hemorrhage. You'd better wait a
day or twe.”

“Nick,” Rimmer pleaded, “I've gét
to go up. I'll take the stunts easy and
I'm pretty well strapped up, &tyhew.
Nothing’s going to happen. I've gét
to go up and—and preve I was &nly
having a bad dream last might.”

Craig stared a moment; then nedded
reluctantly.

“Okay, if that's how it is, but take
those dives easy. And stay elear of ="

But Rimmer was already elimbing
back into the Eagle and revving the
motor to swing toward the {ake-6ff
line. Craig leaned agalnst the slip-
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stream, his nerves eerily cold.

“I wish I hadn’t said yes,” he
growled. “I've got a feellimg—"

Tihe rest was drowned in the surg-
ing roar of unleashed power as the
speedy Eagle whipped down the in-
field and lifted into the air. Birdy
was shouting into the mike, reading a
description of the stunts Rimmer was
scheduled to performm. The words
boomed out into the packed grand-
stand and flatted back in crashing
echoes.

The Eagle banked and came back
over the field, climbing steadily, get-
ting altitude. It vanished into the
face of the sun and reappeared, higher
and smaller. The roar of its emgine
dwindled to a high, distant drone.

Now the plane was no more than a
speck, insignificant beneath the mon-
strous Thunderbird cloud, circling
steadily up toward it.

“Keep out of that cloud, you fool!*
Craig shouted, unaware that he cried
the words aloud.

At seven thousand the plane was
suddenly swallowed by the floor of the
cloud. A moment later its whispering
drone was muted. Cold perspiration
broke out of Craig’s forehead and ran
down his face. He stared up until his
neck muscles ached.

The dragging seconds were eterni-
ties while he waited for Rimmer's
ship to reappear. A suddem sharp pain
in his arm made him look down. Mona
Lacy was unconsciously gripping the
flesh with tense fiimgers, her face
drawn and deathly pale as she stared
upward. As if sensing an event out of
the ordinary, the murmur of the
crowd died away to tense silence.

Suddenly the Eagle burst back out
of the cloud. Craig started, let out
his breath and then caught it again.
Something was wrong. The ship was
coming down in a narrowing spiral
and the roar of its motor reached his
ears as a thin, high, terrible scream.
The spiral tightemed until the nose
was boring straight down and the tail
assembly whipped behind in a deadly
circle.

“He’s spinning!” Moma cried, half-
sobbing. “Stick ahead! Stick ahead
and left mudidienr!™

Somewhere nearby, a voice cried,
“Qth, God!? Oh, God!” over and over
and groans burst from the packed
stands. Down the field, men were
racing toward the waiting ambulance
and crash wagom. Craig tore his eyes
away from the spinning ship and
seized at Moma’s shoulders.

“Stay clear!” he yelled. “Wihatever
happened to him happened in that
cloud. I'm going up.”

EFORE she could protest, he was
running across the sod toward
the waiting Bullet, waving for
Groundhog to race through the props.
The Eagle was only a thousand feet
up now, screaming dowmn toward mid-
fieldd beyond any possibility of escape.
It struck at the instant the Bullet's
warm cylinders caught fiiee There
was an earth-shattering roar and the
Eagle vanished in a mushroom of
smoke and dust. The mushroom was
still growing when the first terrible
tongues of flame spurted out from the
wreckage to complete the destruction.
Craig jammed both throttles ahead.
The Bullet lunged for the runway,
taking off heedlessly cross-wind in a
thunder of incredible speed and
power. Craig looked back and down
only once, to see the black wave of
the crowd burst its barriers and surge
out toward the fltaming coffin that had
been a plane. Tiem he set his teeth
and turned his eyes up toward the
waiting black maw of the Thundet-
bird above him.

At seven thousand feet the Bullet
rocketed up into the cloud like an
explosiom with wings. The cold, gray
wall of mist closed in around Craig,
plucking at the wingtips with sentient
fingarss, shredding away from the slip-
stream in writhing coils. Hard-eyed
and grim, he held the climb until the
lighter gray of the cloud's ceiling
showed over the Bullet's nose and the
plane trembled near stalling speed.
Then he levelled off and began to whip
back and forth through the cloud,

Craig had no idea what he might
see. But Otto Rimmer had flown up
into the dark belly of the Thundet-
bird and had come spinning out to
flamiimg destruction, Something had
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caused that spin. Craig couldn’t be-
lieve it was caused by a thing that
could not exist. Last night Petey
Olson had fallen from this same
cloud, apparently murdered by some-
thing. But until he could see and
fightt a supernatural being for him-
self, Craig still thought in terms of
“someome,” rather than “something.”

Cloud phantoms danced away from
the plane’s nose and shut in behind.
Up and dowmn, back and forth, Craig
kicked the superb ship around and
around, his head kept turning end-
lessly, searching the cloud walls.
Whenm he burst up into the clear air
above, he quickly dived down again.

What had caused the spin? Unless
Otto Rimmer had been unconscious or
dead, he could have pulled out of it
in ample time to land safely. Had he
deliberately crashed, his overstrained
nerves driving him to suicide? Craig
dismissed that thought the moment
it was born. Otto Rimmer was not
the suicide type. Like Olson, Otto
was murdered.

Craig saw it at that instant and his
nerves froze. It was only half-visible,
distorted by the wraiths of fog and
too far away to be clearly visible. At
first glance he thought it was a gigan-
tic eagle winging its way through the
cloud. The he saw that this was too
immense for any natural bird.

The vast wings spread twenty feet
from the thick gray-black body, mo-
tionless as the impossible creature
soared gently. Tucked up close to the
great belly were two ugly talons,
blood-tred, as though freshly stained.

But it was the head of the thing that
made Craig yell aloud. For just a
fleetiimygg moment he saw an unmistak-
able human head and bearded human
face above that bird-body. Then the
weird phantom folded its great wings
and plummeted down out of sight in
the cloud mass.

Cursing, sweating, trembling, Craig
kicked the plane around in a tight turn
and roared in pursuit. He tried te find
the spot of the creature’s disappear-
ance, but in the thick cloud all diree-
tions were the same. Thowugh he sent
the plane roaring back and ferth for
ten minutes, he saw nething. THhe

monstrosity, whatever it had been,
had utterly vanished.

Craig flipped the Bullet ever and
sent it screaming dowm out of the
cloud, reluctantly abandening the
search. His palms were slipper
against the rubber grip of the contre
stick and his knees trembled with re-
action. The thing he had seen ceuld
not exist, but he had seen it—the
Thunderbird itself!

RAIG dropped the Buliet onto the
field, as close to the surging
crowd as he dared, and tunneled his
way through to the center of the mab.
hemicals from the crash wagom had
beaten downm the flames. Men with
asbestos gloves and wet towels over
their faces were tugging at the twisted
wreckage to get at the pitiful bundle
of charred rags that had so recently
been the spitting, hissing core of those
flamess. Thhe ambulance stood close by.
Beyond it, a wrecker from the Thun-
derbird garage waited to hook onto
the half-imbedded tangle of debris
and haul it away frem the sight and
l;ﬂ@fﬂ@f‘y of these who must keep flky-
Ag-

Moma Lacy came out of the circling
crowd and clung to Craig’s arm,
trembling violently. Barnett and
Groundhog stared at him with white,
sick faces and then looked away.

Craig took Moma's arm and pulled
her back out of the crowd. Word-
lessly he boosted her into the Bullet’s
cockpit and taxied across to the
school, away from the crowd and the
wreckage. The sun was setting, a
blood-red ball on the western horizon,
painting the belly of the Thunderbird
cloud with dripping erimson as they
climbed out on the apron and went
inte the etfice.

“Did you find anything?” Mona
whispered.

“Yeah,” Craig said flatly, and de-
scribed his experience.

“Nick!” Moma clutched at his arm,
her face stark-white. “Nick, what was
it? What could it have been but the
—the thing that can't exist? Nick, do
you think there really is—"

“I dom’t know,” Craig stated, his
eyes blank. “I don’t know. Twenty-
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four hours ago, I'd have called the
booby-hatch on anyone who said a
cloud could come to life. Tthis morn-
ing I was ready to believe Olson's
body was dropped from a motorless
glider, soaring on those thermals in-
side the cloud. It’s still possible, but
a glider doesn’t look like what I saw.
I'm findimg it harder and harder to do,
yet I must stick to reality. I've got
to keep thinking I saw only a clever
trick of some kind.”

“I wish I could think so,” said Mona,
shuddering.

“So do I,” he admitted.

CHAPTER IV
Last Wiaming

RAIG sank into the chair behind

the littered desk and dropped his

face into his hands. His voice came
muffled through his fifigears.

“I'm almost ready to go up on Thun-
der Knob and ask the hermit to sub-
lease part of his cave and accept my
apologies.”

He raised his head and his dazed
eyes fell on a sheet of paper propped
against a plane model. He smatched
it up, stared at the lines of crude
printing in blood-red paint that
marched across the sheet, at the crude
emblem of the Thunderbird that
formed a signature. Moma came
around and read it over his shoulder.

Craig, this is your final warning. Call off
the air meet at once. Unless you im-
mediately cancel the sea race scheduled for
tomorrow afternoon and send the pilots
away, you and every flier entered in that
race will suffer the same fate as Otte Rim-
mef. The Thunderbicd has speken. Take
warning and live. Disregard this and die.

He crumpiled the sheet as Mona
turned away and walked to the win-
dow. She stood for a long minute,
staring out at the crimson sunset. At
last she turned. Her face was white
and drawn.

“Do as it says,” she ordered wearily.
“Call off the show and the big race.
Take the money we put up for prizes
and pay the expenses those pilots in-

curred in coming here. It’s the only
honest thing to do, Nick. We can't
go on like this, murdering immocent
men and boys by our stubbornness.
I'tl go back to—"

There suddenly appeared a hot filame
in the depths of Craig’s eyes.

“No, we wom’t give up! If the
Thunderbird exists, then giving up
wom’t save others from facing the same
death another time. If this is all a
murderous hoax, quitting will only
help a killer accomplish his sinister
purpose. Give me a few hours to work
on this, Moma. I want to run down
an idea or two of my own. If I haven't
made any headway by morning, you
can camcel.”

“But what could a human killer be
trying to accomplish?” she objected.
“How could anyone profit by making
us call off a perfectly innocent air
meet? Or is someone trying to bank-
rupt the scihooll?”

“That’s what I don’t know. If I
could guess that, I'd have the whole
answer. I checked this morning and
couldm’t find any record of amyone
every trying to buy out the school.
We aren’t stepping on any competi-
tor’s toes. As far as I can find out,
there's no trace of mineral wealth that
would make anybody want the land
here. Amd the equipment the schoel
owns would just about pay off the
eurrent indebtedness at a foreed sale.
I den’t see hew anybBedy prefits by
these Killings.”

“No?” Groundhog Ryan said sav-
agely from the doorway. “You should
see that fat slug, Banker Weems,
strutting around counting admission
receipts. The biggest day the fair ever
had before was four thousand people.
Today there was close to eleven thou-
sand. After this crash, there’ll prob-
ably be twenty thousand jamming in
tomorrow. Amnd most of the profits
go right inte his pocket.”

Craig sighed. “If Weems could flly
and hadn’t been standing in plain sight
all the while Otto was up, I'd say you
had something, Groundhog.” He rose
wearily, his face deep-lined and hag-
gard. “Why don’t you go rest up a
little, Moma? I've got to arrange a
couple of unpleasant matters. Pete
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Olsom’s body has to be shipped home,
and I've got to bundle up Otto’s per-
sonal effects and see if there are any
relatives to be notified.”

TITH Moma in a room at the
ww dormitory and Groundhog off
on an errand, Craig went back to the
rear of the hangar and rummaged
through the desk that had been Rim-
fher’s headquarters between c¢lasses.
He found nething there bat papers
pertalning te sehool worlk. He left it
te pled wearily up te the roem Rim-
mmer had eecupied in the dermitery.
The students were gone and the place
was a dark, empty shell in the deepen-
ing qusk.

Out to sea, searchlights threw wink-
ing pencils across the dark sky. Craig
frownmed at the unaccustomed sight.
Tihem he remembered the Nazi U-boat
supposedly lurking out there some-
where, crippled, and the destroyer
squadron detailed to patrol the are=m
Funny, he thought, how important a
war seems until you get a little in-
significant murder or two close to
home to crowd it out of your mind.

He went up the echoing stairs, past
the closed door of the room where
Moma was resting, and snapped on the
light in Otto Rimmer’s cubbyhole. For
twenty minutes he worked at his grim
job, piling an assortment of clothing,
books, letters and personal effects on
the bed. He skimmed through some of
the letters hastily in an effort to learn
the names of relatives to be notified.
Al of them were business letters.

As he worked, Craig tried to think
constructively of the tragedies and
their possible cause, but his mind felt
numb. He could see only visions of
Otto Rimmer climbing into his ship
for the last long fllightt, or stumbling
across the misty fllying field with the
crimsom symbol of the Thunderbird
on his forehead.

Abruptly Craig stiffened and his
breath whistled out. From the hangar
next door came the sudden, shattering
roar of a motor. Wto could be start-
ing a plane now? Groundhog had
gone to town and Barnett was sup-
posedly taking care of the wreck de-
tails.

Whiirlling, Craig raced back down
the hall and out into the darkness.
Ligit poured through the open hangar
door, throwing a goldem rectangle
across the concrete aprom. As Craig
pounded toward that light, with terror
clutching at his heart and stramgling
his breath, the roar deepened to an
eehoing thunder.

A blue-and-white bulk trundied out
of the opem hangar door and acress
the rectangle of light. Craig yelled
incoherently. For a single instant,
the light had fallen on the familiar
lines of Moma Lacy’s monocoupe and
on the dark, shapeless figure in the
pilot’s seat. Tihem the plane was be-
yond the light, racing out across the
dark field with growing speed.

The tail lifted, then the wheells. The
light plane hung for a momemt, quick-
ly roared upward, its exhaust trailing
a blue flame across the first winking
stars of evening. The fllame-trwiil cir-
cled back, turned and turned again,
climbing in a tight spiral up toward
the dark, sullen mass of the Thun-
derbird overhead. Moma Lacy, fljing
her ship up ifte the deadly elowd. . . .

“It can't be Mona!” Craig cried
aloud, a cold knife of agomy in his
heart. “Somebody’s stealing her ship.”

He raced back into the dormitory.
Tihe closed door of her room slammed
open under the impact of his frantic
drive. He stumbled into darkness.
His fimgers found the lightswitch and
a sobbing breath tore from his lips.

E room was empty. The bed still
showed the faint imprimt of her
body. In the center of it lay a sheet of
paper, covered with lines of blood-red
lettering. Craig snatched the paper,
stared wildly at the crude scrawl,

Craig, send the pilots away and cancel
the air meet at once, or you will never see
her again. She is beyond yowur reach, IA
the kingdom ot the Thunderbird.

Snarling curses, Craig jammed the
message into his pocket and raced out.
Owerihead, the monocoupe was faintly
visible in the twilight glow that still
touched the bottom of the clouds.
Even as he found it, the ship whipped
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up into the dark streamers of mist and
vanished. A moment later the faint
drone of the motor died, muffled by
the cloud.

Craig stood frozen, staring upward,
clenched fists driving the fifiggcrails
deep into his palms, perspiration shin-
ing on his set face. Mona was gone,
up into the cloud that had given death
to two others. Suddenly Craig knew
that her life and safety meant the
world to him, though he had known
her less than twelve hours.

The monocoupe came shrieking
back out of the cloud, spinning down
as Otto Rimmer’s ship had spun, drag-
ging the tight spiral of its exhaust
flare down through the deepening
darkness toward the field below. Craig
knew only vaguely that he was run-
ning across the field through the dark-
ness, yelling.

The spinning plane struck a thou-
sand feet away from him with a crash
that seemed to shatter his own heart
to bits.

This time there was no ffiee. Craig
ran through the settling dust clouds
and tore at the tangled wreckage. The
impact had driven the motor back
through the cabin, leaving a ghastly
jumble of metal where the pilot’s seat
had been. He staggered back.

The wrecked cabin was empty/!

The crash wagon screamed up out-
side. Searchlights illumined the
wreckage. Craig straightened, his
eyes deadly cold and his face grim.
Groundhog Ryan stumbled around to
grab his arms.

“Nick, what happened? Where is
she? Did she jump before the crasin?”

Craig shook his head. “No, she
didn’t jump. I was watching every
minute. I'd have been able to see a
chute. A person jumping without one
would have landed within a few yards
of the plane. She went up, but she
dida"t come down.”

“Are you nuts?” Groundhog shook
him, his eyes worried. *“Where is
she?”

“Up in the Thunderbird.”

Trotting back across the dark field
toward the hangar, with Groundhog
mumbling and cursing beside him,
Craig felt his horror-frozem mind be-

ginning to thaw and think again. Con-
structive, sane thoughts began to stir
across the screen of his brain.

“Get on the phone,” he ordered
Groundhog suddenly. “Locate Doc
Ramon for me, wherever he is, and
hold him until I get to the office. I
want to talk to him, but I've got to go
up to Otto’s room fiist. I’m beginning
to understand things I overlookd be-
fore.”

He pounded up to the room where
Otto Rimmer’s possessions still lay
heaped on the bed. For a moment he
pawed through the pile, his lips mov-
ing.

“Undlershirts, drawers, handker-
chiefs, socks, tles shoe polish and
brushes, comb.

He whirled to the tin wastebasket
and dug out empty cartons that had
recently contained new tubes of
toothpaste and shaving cream. He
gasped, searched the room for the
fresh tubes Otto had evidently just
bougfht. Wien he couldm’t find them
anywhere, he raced out the deef.

ROUNDHO& surrendered the

telephone as he burst inte the 6f-

fice. Craig snatched the instrument,

digging in his pocket at the same time

for the two wadded messages that had
been left by the Thunderbird.

“Dec, tell me something,” he panted
when a voice answered. “You remem-
ber that figure of the Thunderbird
drawn in blood on Rimmet’s fore-
head? Which direction did it face—
left or right?”

“Huwh?” Dr. Ramomn ssowmd ed
startled. “Why, let me see. .. .To
the right, I believe. . . .Yes, to the
rightt Why?”

“Telll you later,” Craig exulted and
hung up.

As Groundhog stared, he spread the
two messages on the desk. Tihe crude
signature emblem on each, the rough
sketch of a winged figure with its
satanic human face, faced to the left,

“Ihat proves my theory!” Craig
said triumphantly. “Groundhog, do
you know exactly where the hermit’s
cave is on Thunder Knoly?"

“Approciimately. It's right under
the edge of the cloud on this side.
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You can locate it by a big rock fger
that juts up above it. Kids used to
climb pretty near that high and ride
down the trail on their bikes until
somebody got hurt and the towm put
a stop to it. But the trail is good.
Wy 2

“Is there room to land a ship en the
knob?”

“Not safely, but the top, up imside
the cloud, is fairly flat and smeeth.
Wiilly landed there once om a bet,
when he was tight, but I'd hate to t¢y
it sober.”

“Get the Bullet out and warmed to
go up right away. I’ll be ready in ten
minutes. Huroy!"

He snatched up the telephone again.

“Hawve you placed any long distance
calls from this number in the past
three days? Youw have? Get me the
name and address of the party right
away. Then connect me with the
F.B.I. in Washington, D. C.”

Several minutes later the Bullet
chased the yellow spears of its lamnd-
ing lights across the dark fiield and
thundered skyward in a relentless,
soaring leap. Craig snapped off the
lights the moment he was in the air.
He looked back along the tail surfaces
to where the dwindling figuie of
Groundhog Ryan stood in the hangar
doof.

He turned back, his eyes cold, and
slammed the twin throttles full ahead.
The engines exploded into roaring
thunder and his shoulders pressed
against the padded back rest of the
seat. On the dashboard, the air speed
needle went crazy. Craig slid the
cockpiit cover back and ehill fAlght air
slashed at his exposed face.

He threw the Bullet into a climbing
turn and the sprawled lights of the
fairground wheeled off the left wing-
tip. Thenm the lights were gome and
he was rocketing into darkness, fel-
lowing the dark shadew of the
Thunderbird overhead to a rendez:
vous with herrer.

The black hulk of Thunder Kneb
reared up beyond the plane’s nese,
cutting off the stars in its climb up
into the hanging cloud. Craig eased
back on the stick and the Bullet
roared up the face of the rock and inte

the curtain of gray mist above. The
landing lights snapped on and lances
of light washed up over the weird
tangle of rocks.

Something moved in the light and
was gome, too quickly to be identified
as man, beast or wraith. Craig’s lips
thinned and his eyes narrowed. He
touched the pocket of his flying coat,
was comforted by the flat bulk of his
forty-five automatic. He no longer
had any illusions about wihat he was
going to meet.

CHAPTER V
Tihe Thundiorbird

E light puddie washed up,
geayed by the thickening cloud,
and swept eut over the flat top of the
Knob. Craig wheeled the plane, study-
ing the reeky table. Landing was im-
ossible frem thfee sides. Om the
oukth, he eould shly drep ih and pray
that the ship eeuld Be stepped befsre
it slipped off the far side inte the
depths Below:

He cirdbe? and cut the motors to a
burbling whisper, riding the whistling
night wind dowm over the hungry,
reaching rocks, kicking right and left
rudder alternately to kill forward
speed. The Bullet, its stubby wings
built more for speed than support,
settled fast—too fast. He could never
stop in time.

Tihe rock came up and met the wheels
with a grinding thud. He dragged the
tail dowm hard, cut the switches and
clawed at the brake lever., His breath
whistled through set teeth as he saw
the sharp rim of the far side racing
toward him in the glow of the landing
lights. He was goihg far tee fast te
stop in time, but tee slew te regain
support speed It he wemt over.

Craig braced himself against the in-
strument panel with his left hand,
kicked left rudder hard and jerked the
left wheel brake full on. The Bullet
lurched to the left, skidded sickening-
ly and piled over sideward onto its
wingtip in a desperate ground Joop.
Craig fought the plane’s efforts to roll
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along the line of its initial progress.

The ship struck a rock, bounded,
came down with a crash of snapping
strut and crumpling wing. It halted
with one wingtip overhanging the
black depths.

Craig pawed perspiration from his
forehead, unsnapped the webbed belt
and climbed out. For a moment the
solid rock underfoot seemed to heave
with his reeling sense. He steadied
himself, caught his breath and got a
flashligght out of the cockpit. Then he
moved across the flat table rock
toward the edge that faced the fijing
school, toward the side where Kree-
vitz, the mad hermit, had his cave.

Craig found a spot where the rocks
were fairly open and a faint semblance
of a trail led downward. Beside this
trail, a pile of broken granite frag-
ments offered a shelter. He let him-
self down off the rim and crouched in
pitchy darkness behind those boul-
ders, listening.

He waited five minutes that seemed
five hours before he heard the furtive
scrape of footsteps on the trail below.
There was no light, but the steps came
on without hesitation or stumbling.
Craig held his breath until a darker
shape stirred against the stars, moving
up the trail beside the rocks. Then he
snapped on the light and sprang out.

“Alll right, Kreevitz! Hold it right
there, or I'll use tiniis!™

He let the sheen of the awtomatic
show in the flasthlighttss beam. The
madman shrieked and cowered back,
dirty clawed hands pushed out before
his bearded face to ward off the
menace.

“I didn't go back again,” he whim-
pered, recognizing Craig. “I stayed
away from your place, like you told
me. It was the Tthunderbird himself
who—"

“Wieere is she?” Craig imterrupted
harshly. “Hawve you got her tied up
in your cave? Take me there right
away.”

The hermit squirmed back, shaking
violently.

“I don't know what you mean. I
never went near your place.”

“I told you what this would do to
you,” Craig snarled, shoving the gun

down into the light, waving it before
the mad, glittering eyes. “Will you
tell the truth, or must I show you
what this will do?"

“I'11 tell!” Kreevitz shrieked. “She's
there, in the cave. But I didn’t take
her. The Thunderbird brought her
and told me to take care of her until
tomorrow.”

W FH IMBERING and shaking, he

ww scuttled away dowm the trail
with Craig at his heels, swung in be-
hind a towering rock fivgger. Craig'’s
flashlighht showed the dark mowth of
a eave. It was shallow, less than six
feet deep.

Moma Lacy lay bound and gagged
against the rock wall at the back, be-
side the tangle of filthyy rags that was
the hermit’s bed. Her eyes widened
and lost their gleam of terror at the
sound of Craig’s voice.

He pushed past the frightened luna-
tic and freed her with quick slashes of
his jackknife blade.

“Woma, are you all right?” he asked,
sick with dread.

“I'm all right, Nick, only scared to
death. But, Nick, I saw the Thunder-

bird! Oh, he was a ghastly, hor-
rible. . . .”
Her startled shriek sent Craig

whipping around, grabbing for the
gun he had put back into his pocket.
He caught a glimpse of Kreevitz,
shrinking back in babbling terror
from a gigantic bird-thing whose
great black bedy entirely filled the
entrance to the cave. He saw one
enermous wihg sweep inward toward
him. Then the knebby sheuldef eof
that wing struek him and he want
dewn inte eleying darkness, with the
shriek eof the hermit's mad laughter
in his ears:

He regained consciousmess moments
later to find himself bound beside
Momna on the flloor of the fiasdmlight il-
lumined cawee. Tihe Thunderbird
towered in the cave’s mouth. The
mad hermit danced on the ledge be-
hind it, gesturing and babbling wild-

Craig could get a better look at the
grotesque bird-creature now. He saw
the bearded human face with coldly
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glittering eyes above the bulk of dark,
glistening plumage that formed the
bird-body. The creature was sitHin
on the rock floor, its ugly staine
talons drawn up clese te its thick
middie. ) .,

The Thunderbird looked at €raig's
open eyes and speke in a thick spatl.

“You were warned, €raig: What
must hapg@n te you and the gifl oW
can only be blamed or your oy stub-
berpAess:” _ ,

Eraig's lips twisted in a snssF of

ES@W;{" SRt you take off the false

Bgarg n Fea{gers, now tha 03,53

Soarusa leatners, now that Yyou've
0f,US. 07" .

Y harp, sobbing breath

Sha: drew a s 8 sobbingg breath

Be qnapsrew a shar
e5§¢toPMBut Otto is dead. I saw
21inP G bitteL it tie dshthe Lrash
nim die, burned in the plane crash.

“Not Otto,” Craig corrected grimly.
“You saw the dead body of poor Ted-
dy Ciper being systematically burned
beyond recogmition. Am I right, Otto
Franz Von Rimmes?"

The eerie figure stirred. A human
arm poked out from under one black
wing and ripped away the tangle of
black beard. The square face of Otto
Rimmer twisted sandiomically.

“Very clever. How did you get so
shrewd all of a sudidem?"

RAIG kept his eyes on the pilot's,
taunting face.

“By waking up to evidence I nearly
missed. This morning you sliced
yourself up very carefully and used
some of your own blood to paint that
Thunderbird on your forehead, before
staggering back to the school to spread
your terroc build-up. But you made
a little mistake, Otto. You used a
mirror when you drew the Thunder-
bird. Naturally the mirror reversed
the image, so you drew the emblem
on yourself facing to the righht. All
the other Thunderbird emblems faced
the left. Tihat started me thinking.

*“I remembered how Clem Sone, the
batman, used to play the fairs and
carnivals, jumping out of a plane and
gliding down a few thousand feet on
big canvas wings, making himself a
human glider. I figured the same

stunt, with better wings, should en-
able a man to stay aloft on those
strong thermals in the cloud. He
could jump out of a plane that was set
to crash and ride the air currents right
back to the top of Thunder Knob, hid-
den in the cloud the whole way.

“I could see how a man couild do
that, Otto, but not how he could
swoop down to earth, snatch up a body
and fly back into the sky. Yom claimed
you saw the Thunderbird do that with
Olsen’s body. You wanted to make
your story good, to build up plenty of
fear, but you made it too good. Once
that reversed drawing on your fore-
head set off my suspicions, I could see
how wild your story really was.

“Themn, too, you were the one flier
who was always missing when the
mysterious happenings occurred,
though you probably fiigured on your
own ‘death’ covering that. Amd you
made one silly little mistake.”

“Yeah?” Rimmer said heavily.
“Whett was that?”

“Wien you got ready to disappear,
you stuck your razor, shaving cream,
toothbrush and toothpaste in your
pocket, Otto. I wouldn’t have noticed
it if I hadn’t been suspicious of you.
But when I couldm’t find any ef these
articles in your roemn, I was sure yeu
had left with the intentien ot heling
up semewhere.”

“Pretty smart,” Rimmer snarled.
“Wheat else do you kmow?”

“I know you dropped Olsen’s body
from a two-place glider that you
probably launched over the rim of
Thunder Kaob, inte the air currents.
I also know you faked your ewn ¢rash
with Ciper’s body. You prebably had
it hidden in the Eagle, with gaselifie
spread all over it te guarantee a fire
tlg?t would make the bedy whirecogniz-
able.

“You flew up, set the controls for
a spin and jumped out to ride those
plastic bird-wings through the cloud
to the Knob, while we thought it was
you crashing and burning. But why?
Why did you have to kill those two
kids?”

“I didn’t want to kill anybody. I
only wanted to scare the pilots away
from the meet, but those two dumm-
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koptts hiked up the ridge this after-
noon and saw the rails where I
launched the glider. They were too
far away to tell what they were, so
they took pictures. They were going
to tell you about it, study the pictures
and then climb higher to investigate.
I had to get them out of the way be-
fore they talked.”

“Amd you rode back, probably on a
motorcycle,” Craig added grimly.
“You flew Moma’s ship up for a crash
tonight, so I'd think she was either
dead, or a prisoner of the phantom.
You took a chance, gliding back to the
Knob in the dark on those trick wings,
Otto.”

IMMER drew himself up stiffly.
“It was easy to one trained as I
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internment and all sorts of nasty
complicatioms. Tihe ship was too val-
uable to risk losing, though, so they
took a chance and hid there. It was
so far in that not even the Navy
bothered to hunt those shoals.

“I’ll bet the sub is there, right under
the course we were to fly in our race
tomorrow. Isn't that right, Otto?
Isn’t that the reason you got sudden
orders from Bund headquarters yes-
terday to stop our air race at all costs?
I got a report of a call tonight that
F.B.I. Headquarters tells me came
from your Bund leader.”

Rimmer’s eyes glittered and his big
hands reached out in eager claws.

“It is there, but by tomorrow might
they will have made repairs and put
to sea! Meanwhile your swine of
sailors do not credit its captain with
the courage to come right in against
your coast. They hunt him miles at
sea. And when your bodies drop from
the clouds in the morning, with the
mark of the Thunderbird on your
foreheads, there will be no race. Our
ship will be safe.”

Craig’s lips twisted into a grin.

“Sorry to disappoint you, Otto, but
that hum you hear out over the sea
isn’t a swarm of locusts. That’s our
swine of a navy on wings, Otto, cov-
ering the course of our race with fleves
and searchlights, backed by a destroy-
er or two below. I'm afraid your ef-
forts were in vain, as your Big Boss’
plottings are going to be eventually.”

Wiith an incoherent snarl of fury,
Rimmer launched himself at Craig,
the bloody steel talons clenched in his
hands. At the same moment a final
jab severed the ropes that bound
Craig’s wrists. He twisted aside and
the raking talons struck sparks from
the rock where he had lain.

Before Rimmer cowlld recover,
Craig lashed out with his still-bound
feet. Hard heels caught the Nazi in
the side and sent him staggering back.
Craig used the moment of respite to
haul himself erect.

“Kreevitz!” he shouted at the gap-
ing, bearded face. “Did you hear
him? He admitted he isn’t the Thun-
derbird, but an imposter. He’s been
fooling you, profaning the real Thun-
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derbird. Get him! Destroy him!*

Wiithh a roar of fury, Rimmer ve-
covered and tore at Craig, shaking off
smashing blows to slash at his enemy
with the deadly talons. Searing agony
tore across Craig’s chest, lanced doewn
his left arm in the wake of the knife-
edged claws. He reeled back, numbed
by the blows. Rimmer then lifted
the bloody steel for a Kkilling slash
at Craig’s unprotected throat and
face.

T that instant a raging whirlwind

burst inte the cave and landed
en Rimmer’s back. Kreevitz, the mad
hermit, awakened to jealous rage by
Cralg’s werds, was attacking the des-
eerater of his insane rellgiom. Rimmer
whirled, lunged and battered the
ragged figure frem RIis Baek against
the reek wall. Kreevitz fell heavily,
fmeaned and lay still.

But the moment’s respite gave
Craig time to hop closer and set him-
self. Both fists lashed out with all
his force behind them. Omne sank deep
into Rimmer’s middle. The other
cracked like a pistol shet against the
big man’s jaw.

Rimmer went backward, off-balance,
the folded plastic wings dragging and
tangling around his feet. He stag-

gered blindly toward the ledge at the
mouth of the cave, teetered for a
single sickening instant. Abruptly
he plunged from sight.

There was a high, broken shriek, dy-
ing away into a single, crumching
thud far below.

Craig leaned against the wall, weak
and dizzy. At his feet, Kreevitz
whimpered and scrambled to his feet,
staring wildly. Apparemtly he was
not seriously hurt.

“Beat it,” Craig panted. “Iff I kmow
Groundhog Ryam, he’ll be swarming
up here with the sheriff and about
twenty deputies in a little while. If
they catch yow, it'll be teo bad. You
helped me, so I'll help yow. If yeu
hide and promise never to attack amy-
ene again, I wom't tell absut youk wef-
shiping a false Thunderird, Now
seram!”

He watched the pathetic fiffgure
scuttle away into the darkness. Then
he turned and his gaze met Mona’s
eyes, glowing at him from her drawn
face. Some of the weariness wemnt out
of his shoulders.

“Besides,” he added, “I dida’t want
him around, gaping. I've got a little
business to attend to before the others
come. Moma. ...”

“Nick!”
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Offficer Truce Didn't Like to

Kill - but He Forgot His

Squeamishmess Whhen His
Partner Was Trapped!

ALLING Car Seventeem!

Seventeen! Seventeem!

Go to Ninth and Harvard!
Ninth and Harvard! Burglary! See
the woman! See the woman! Tihat is
ant’

The voice came droning owver the
radio. Jobm Loess, driving the car,
snorted with disgust.

“Thaat’s us,” he said. “Probably a
cat got into the window box and made
a noise, and the woman's out on the
sidewalk in her nighty waiting for
the coppers to hold her head for her
until she gets over being scared.”

“It’'s a yell for help, Jack,” said
Martin Truce, his co-promiler. “It's
our job to answer 'em. Amd maybe
there is a robber, and you can kill
somebody!”

Tiuws Martin Truce effectually shut
the mouth of complaining John Loess,
who had just made headlines in all
Califormia newspapers by killing his
third crimimal in a gun-fight. They
were beginning to say that he was a
moderm Wyttt Earpy, a streamlined
Wiild Bill Hickok, and he was rather
liking it—or so Martim Truce thought.

Johm Loess snorted and gave the
car the gun. It jumped under them
both. Loess was a perfect driver,
could handle any car, even in the Los
Amgelles traffic, probably the world’s
toughest. That traffic, according to
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Los Amgeles coppers, would whiten
the hair of the best New York driv-
ers with its speed.

John Loess knew every short-cut,
every rule of the road. Whmat he
didn’t know he could guess at. He
never grazed anybody’s fenders, never
hit a pedestrian, but he scared plenty,
and he came entirely too close to
many cars for the comfort of their
drivers.

John Loess, at twenty four, was a
hard, disillusioned young man who
found little good in anybody, and
none at all even in petty criminals.
He liked Martin Truce, however,
mostly because Tiruce, an older man,
with vaster experience behind him,
didn’t hesitate to express his thoughts
about Loess or anybody else. Martin
Truce was a straight shooter with
guns and words,

The scream of rubber matched the
wail of the siren. The prowl car took
the turn into Harvard on two wheels.
It just missed an old man who dis-
covered, at the last momemt, that he,
who hadn’t walked without a cane for
years, could still jump for his life.
Martin Truce clucked disapproval.

“Wedll, I didn’t hit him, did I?” said
Loess.

There wasn’t a “woman” to see, but
there was trouble on the cormer. Two
men were fighting with one man. The
one man was in pajamas, the two men
in rough clothes. It was a commen-
tary on the speed of the police that
Loess and Truce had arrived so hard
upon the heels of the robbery, what-
ever it had been. The car swung in to
the curb. The man in pajamas went
dowm. The two men whirled toward
the back of the house before which the
fightt was taking place.

The man in pajamas, his head cov-
ered with blood, cried out as he col-
lapsed.

“Dom’t let them get away! Don't—"

The two officers didn’t hesitate.
Their gun hands were already rising
as they ran across the lawn to the man
in pajamas. The two guns spoke, at
the same time. The two running men
went dowm. One of them lay very
still. The other writhed in amguish.
His moans could be heard easily by
the two coppers, who now knelt be-

side the man in pajamas.

“A woman telephoned the police,”
said Loess, studying the situation.
“Ome of the burglars caught her at
it. Her husband, if that's who this
gent is, then tried to grab and hold
one or both of the burglars. The
other joimed it, and they used their
'jacks on him.”

EY left the man in pajamas,

strode to the two men om the

ground in the shadows between this
house and its nearest meighbor.

“I took the one that's still moving!"
said Truce quietly.

Loess didn’t say anything. He
could sense reproof in the voice of his
partner. Truce took the weapon of
the man whose knee-cap he had
broken. Loess merely grunted.

“That makes four, eh?” said Truce.
“It wasn’t necessary. You're a crack
shot. You could have brought him
down, same’s I did this one.”

“If you'd done as I did, these lads
wouldmn’t have had to be tried in court.
I saved the county and state plenty
of time and money.”

“You'we no right to kill every man
who commits a crime,” said Truce.
“You could hawe—"

“I'll be commended for it,” said
Loess. “The man was a Jaw-breaker.
Any other copper would have shot to
kill.”

*T diidmt!™

“You dom’t think. You could have
settled the whole case, and made sure
that neither of these laddybucks ever
prowled another house.”

“Jack, you’re a natural-borm killler?"
said Martin Truce, softly. “You don’t
belong in the police force at all.
You're using it as an excuse to kill,
do you understand? I've been watch-
ing you, listening to yout very heart-
beats.

“You like to read about yourself
in the newspapers. So do all bigshot
gangsters, Yom're deadly. So are
hired murderers. Amd you can’t go to
the chair, Jack—hecamse ymuire an
officer of the Aewr!

“Your're using that fact to give
yourself a right to hunt what some
people consider the greatest game in
the world—man! You don’t kill to
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punish, you kill because, as an offi-
cer of the law, you can kill and get
away with it}

The face of Jack Loess was white
in the dim shadows of the alley be-
tween the two houses. He looked
down at the man he had shot, touched
him with his foot.

“Kmow who he is?” he asked. “He's
Monk Gowan! Wanted for three kills,
all done during house prowis. If I'd
met him two years ago he wouldn't
have killed those three people! He
rates being killed.”

“Too easy!” said Truce. “Too
easy! His punishment doesn’t last
long enough. Besides, you're keep-
ing an honest judge and jury out of
work. And something else, far more
important, you're making Jack Loess
more of a killer than Monk Gowan.
And I'm fimished with it, Jack! I'm
asking for relief. I want to ride with
a human being again, before I get car-
bunkles on my own consciemoe!"

Loess stiffened, but his voice was
calm.

“Suppose we go on imvestigating
this show we’re om!”

Truce put the bracelets on the man
he had wounded, manacled him to the
iron fence. Then both officers hur-
ried back to the front of the house,
where the man in pajamas still lay,
moaning, calling a woman’s name.

“Dulcie! Dulcie! Dulcie!"

Loess and Truce exchanged glances.
Then Truce led the way inside. They
pushed open the outer door, then an
inner door. The house was flillled with
silence. There were no lights. Truce
was playing his flash ahead of him.
He carried his gun in his right hand.

The pencil of light fram his fliash
suddenly struck upon a white face, a
woman'’s face. It held there for a mo-
ment. Then Loess swung his own
flashh around, found the light switch.
The room became bright as day. The
woman on the flloor beside the tele-
phone was a young womam, had been
pretty. Truce knelt beside her,
touched her heart.

“Dead!” he said grimly. *“She must
have heard the burglars, got up to in-
vestigate, got caught phoning the po-
lice—and been killed by one of the
thugs!”

The woman had been struck a sav-
age blow on the back of the head. It
had knocked her sprawling. She had
rolled to her back. She had not known
what had struck her, perhaps,

A frantic voice was coming out of
the telephone, the receiver of which
was dangling off the overturned
stand. Truce put the receiver to his
ear.

“Thiis is the police,” he said. “Give
me headquarters.”

E experts would have to take
it from here on. Wihen they be-
gan moving in, and Leslie Osman, the
man in pajamas, started to tell the
story of how his wife, Dulcie, had got
up without waking him and walked to
her death, the prowl-car cops were
back on routine.

“Now, Marty, what do you thimk?”
said Loess. “I only wish I'd been
there sooner to drill Monk Gowan. I'd
have kept him from braining Dulcie
Osman. I killed him too late—except
to keep him from killing someone that
will now go on living. Domn’t you see?
If every copper used his head, like I
do_m

“I told you, before you knew what
had happened there,” said Martin
Truce, “that I'm through. I want a
human partner, not a killer, do you
understand? Ewven the most ghastly
murderer, Jack, is a human being.
You're forgetting that. You need
some dreadful shock to wake you up.
I don’t want to be around when you
get it

“It wouldm't be,” said Loess, “that
you're slightly jealous because I get
all the publicity? Because nobody
ever even writes that there are two
men in this car?”

“Pulll over to the curb,” said Truce.
Loess did so. “You're going to swal-
low that, here and now,” said Truce,
“or I'm going to break your jaw, do
you understand? I'm not pulling
away from you because you’re a
famouss killer, but because you're a
killer!! Also because the honor of a
police force is based upon its value
to the people, not on how many of
them it can kill! Your kind doesn't
even belong in unmiform.”

“The newspapers wom’t say so!™
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“Tihhey like sensations! But take a
gander at the reporters themselves
when they ask you questioms. Half
of them already have you marked as
a killer who, sooner or later, will kill
in such a way that you can’t hide be-
hind a uniform! Their jobs, the re-
porters’ jobs, are stories—but you
don’t see any of them asking you
home, do you? Amnd I'm waiting for
that apallogy!™

For a long momemt the two men
locked glances. Truce stared into the
chill black eyes of Jack Loess, study-
ing the man more deeply than he ever
had before. Loess glared back, and
for just a moment Martin Truce saw
in his steel-gray eyes the thing he
feared—murder. For just a split sec-
ond Loess thought even of killing
Truce. Truce hoped to God he had
been wrong, but he feared that he was
not. He got out of the car then,
slammed the door with fifinditty,

“Youm can tell headquarters what-
ever story you like,” said Truce. *I
mean what I've just told you so much
that I'm risking my badge to keep
from spending the rest of this cruise
with you. That ougiht to mean some-
thing to yow, but probably doesm't!"

Martin Truce walked away. John
Loess stared after him. Then he sat
for a long time behind the wheel of
the car, thinking—and fimdimg him-
self becoming afraid. If there were
one person on earth whom he re-
spected, it was Martin Truce, who had
just walked out on him. Was Truce
right about him, Jack Loess? Was
he an innate killer?

“Mipry dom’t I ever wonny about the
men Pve killed?”” he suddenly asked
himself, and with realizatiom that he
never had, that he was untouched not
only by his shooting of Monk Gowan
tonight, but by the death of the wom-
an, Dulcie Osman, a chill hand of ter-
ror gripped at his heart.

“Is Marty right?” he asked himself.
“If 1 weren’t a cop would I, sooner
or later, be like Monk Gowam?"

He recalled that before becoming a
cop he had wanted to joim some for-
eign army, to get into war somewhere.
Had that been because the urge to
kill was in him?

It was something he had to fight out

with himself. A cold anger at him-
self, as Martin Truce for criticizing
him in spite of the fact that he had
slain in line of duty, laid hold of him.
Whille it lasted, he did not hear the
voice over the radio, or think of his
uniform.

It was as though a curtain of ved
had dropped over his thou He
drove the police car at a terrific speed.
He seemed to be taking huge chances,
though he was too good a driver for
even on reflexes alone to be damgerous.
He drove south on Harvard, traveling
like the wind.

©T until he was in an area of

comparative darkness did he re-

alize that he had been followed, ever

since he had left the Osman home,

probably, by a car as well driven as

his own. He set about losing that
car. Itelung to him doggedly.

And then, when he had driven into
a stretch of street where there was
no danger of collisiom, he discovered
that the other driver had an even bet-
ter, faster car. For it suddenly
whipped in against him, on the left,
and crowded him to the curb.

He wouldmn’t have givenm an inch for
anybody, but he had seen the muzzle
of an automatic pointing at him, from
the back seat of the pursuing car.
There were several men in the car,
three in the back seat. Twwo in the
front, including the driver.

He could drill some of those men,
certainly, but in the end they’'d get
him, if they wanted him so desperate-
ly that they were going to take such
dreadful chances. Besides, he couldn't
drive at such a high speed, trying to
avoid collision all the time, and shoot
with any degree of accuracy.

He swung over to the curb, brakes
screaming, rubber smearing the con-
crete. He jumped out, intending to
take cover behind the car, fight it out
from there. There hadn’t been time
to summon help. Nor was there any
chance now.

The other men knew exactly what
they were doing and were willing to
pay whatever the price might be. John
Loess was covered by four automat-
ics before he could even get inte posi-
tion to start shooting. He swore bit-
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terly, not at his attackers, not at him-
self, but at Martin Truce. If Marty
had stuck with him, instead of walk-
ing off like a sulking ehild, he'd have
seen the pursuing eat, and they eoild
have rnade a fight ef it.

“Take it easy, copper,” said a rasp-
ing voice. “Tihe Boss wants you alive,
see? WeTl sort of shoot off a few
arms and legs if we have to, but we're
taking you in kickiag, umnderstand?
He wants you bad. He’s a great guy,
the Boss.

“Perfectly willing for three-four of
his boys, us boys here, to get killed,
just to get the ‘modern Wigatt Earp’,
if necessary. And I'm sure you
wouldn’t want to kill any of us, would
you? You never like to kill amyhody,
not reslly!”

He should have started shooting, of
course, but he hadn’t. And now, when
he thought of broken legs and amms—
he knew without testing the kmnowl-
edge that these lads could put their
bullets right where they wanted to
put them—he didn't open fire. It
wasn't lack of eourage, but sound good
sefse.

“You can’t kidnap coppers and get
away with it,” he said.

“Wee're doing it,” said the rasping
voice. “Wedther we get away with it
sort of depends. Okay, Barbo, do
something with the prowl heap.
We've got to get goimg!™

John Loess went into the back seat
of the car which had run him diown,
captured him with such consummate
ease. One of his captors, starting to
sit down on one of the jump-seats,
suddenly drove a savage right to
Loess’ jaw. He went out like a light.

Wihen he regained cohsciousness he
was in a huge room, tied to a chair.
The room was brilliantly Jlighted.
Tihere was a large table in the middle
of it. A man with snow-white hair
sat at the head of the table. There
wefe a dozen other men with him,
ranged at his right and lef. When
Jaek Loess spotted that man with the
snewy Hhalr, and neted the faees of
his “guests,” his heart sanlk.

“whitey Gargan!” he ejaculated.
No wonder everything from petty
pilfering to bank robbery was picking
up in this burg, he thought. Whitey

Gargan was a big-time crook for
whose talents no job was too large,
and none too small.

“You killed one of my men tonight,
Loess,” said Gargan, interrupting.
“Timt makes the fourth man you've
killed since you became a copper. I
don’t mind matching wits with the
coppers. It's part of the fun of being
Whitey Gargan.

“But I don’t go for coppers who
kill everybody who happens to be on
the wrong side of the law, because
they can do it in line of duty! Crime
is a game to me, and not one that's
played the way you play it. Ewven a
murderer in this country has a right
to trial by jury.”

“Monk Gowan killed a woman to-
night!”

QEBI you know that when you
drilled him in the back?
Nope, you didn’t. The woman’s an
afterthought. And a copper like you
makes my men nervous, understand?

“So I have to do something about
it, or I lose control of a city before I
even get it, or know the names of its
principal streets—and I dom’t like
that.

“I'm here to coordimate crime, and
you’re a distinct bit of discord, Loess.
So I've brought you here to tell you
so—and if you dom’t change a bit, to
break a rule of my own and simply
have you shot!”

“Change?” said Loess. “Wat do
you meam?”

“Accept enough of my dough so
you can’t squeal, then go back to your
job, see? But use a little judgment
after this. Don't drill everybody you

see.” )
“Amd the alternative is?"
“Your're done for. Time enough,

too. Your persomal publicity makes
things too tough for men like me and
the lads I run. It calls too much pub-
lic attention to the state of the city's
morals. Wealll, what do you say?
Youw're a killer already, you shouldn’t
mind accepting a bribe, if it's big
enough!”

A cold fury, the same cold fury that
had entered him when Martin Truce
had called him a killer, settled in the
pit of Loess’ stomach. He met the
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cobra-like stare of the leader of this
newest Califormia mob forced out of
some Eastern city—wiith the desire in
his heart to rip him apart with his
bare hands. He longed to be free
among his fellows with two gats, one
in each hand, so that he might fight
until he drepped. The faces of Gar-
gan's men made him like that. All
were wanted men. There were mur-
derers ameng them. All were men
whe woeuld rather commit murder
than earn their llving henestly.

“Welll?” persisted Gargam. “Why
make a show of hesitating? If you
had the guts to refuse, you’d have the
guts to take crimimals alive. You'd
have had the guts to fight my men
when they ran you dowm a couple of
hours age. So quit stalllimg.”

“Yow can go plumb straight to ha-
des!” said John Loess. “I’'m one egg
you can’t buy, or handle in any way
at all. If yow'll just turn me loose
with a couple of guns—ome gum—"

A rasping cackle came from Whitey
Gargan.

“Brave talk, Loess. Twrm him
loose, gents, and go to work om him.
Maybe we can softem him up a bit.
If we cam't—"

The alternative was plain. One of
the men who had captured Loess in
the first place, the same one who had
knocked him cold, kicked over his
chair. His head crashed against the
floor. Someone brought out a knife,
to cut his bonds. Somebody else gave
him a sickening kick in the ribs.

He had no idea where the house was
in which he had found himself. He
took it for granted that nobody knew
where he wais. Whhitey Gargan hadn't
spent all his devious life out of prison
without planning every step he took
in advance.

Tihe situatiom was this. He, John
Loess, was going to have to become
Whiitey Gargan’s man, as so many
other men in so many other cities had
become Whhittey Gargan’s men, or else
Whiiitey was going to have him killed
—as he fancied Whittey had had many
another copper killed.

He never for a moment considered
giving in to Whiitey Gargan. Nor did
he for a moment intend to take the

last rap lying down. Maybe this meb
would fix him up, all nice and pretty
for the morgue, before they were
dome, but they wouldn't hear him
squawk, and if he had any chance at
all, he’d take somebody with him,
Failing in that he’d leave his marks
on as many of them as he could. Natu-
rally, they weren’t going to give him
guns—ew@n one gun.

EY were just going to “soften
him up.” Whitey Gargam could
always use a man en the force if he
eould manage it, and it would be
rather niee to Rave the man who was
so fameus for killing eroolks. It
wouwld give Wihitey prestige é‘m@ﬁE
Ris ewn men. Wikikey didnt overles
things like that. Leesy khew. He'd
Fead 3 great deal abBeuwt Whitey, iR
magazines — things ceuld Be " said
abaut Wiikey, But esuldnt Be proved
iR & eourt 8t 1aw.

They got the ropes off Jack Loess,
and allowed him to get to his feet,
but no further than that. Obviously
these men of Gargan’s had had a great
deal of experience, softening people
up. They went at it like raem wHhHe
knew every tmove. They used flists
and gun muzzles—as a matter ot reu-
tine precautiom, He fifuied.

They could slug a man, but if he
turned out to be toughet than they
had expected, they could always sheet
him. Loess dida"t appreve of any-
thing about these men of Whitey
Gargan's. Much less did He appreve
of Whiitey Gargam himself.

He began to express that disap-
proval both verbally and with his ffists,
feet, head—everything abeut hirm that
could express disappreval. But he
had no guns. He dida't kRew what
had happened to them. Amnd Re still
felt as he always had felt abeut
crooks.

So, Whitey Gargam was trying 8
“take over” Los Amgelkes. The law
didn't know it, of Loess wewld have
known it. Thete Had been an inerease
of all types of erime, that was all.
Whiey usually started small, werked
up. Whhitey was almest an instity-
tion, and the pelicemam, or dick, 6f
police foree that get i, AWy,
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would be doing a vast public service.

The men of Whiitey Gargan lined
up. One of them, the one who had
slugged Loess first, in the kidnap car,
slugged him again. Loess went spin-
ning down a line of husky looking
thugs, everyone of whom smashed at
him either with a gun muzzle or a fist.
His head swam with the ache of the
blows. He had never been hurt se
much and so often, with se little
chance to fight back.

He sprawled on his back, panting,
blood dribbling dowmn both jaws from
smashed lips. His pain-filled eyes fo-
cussed on the man who had hit him
in the car, and several times since,
and he started crawling back up.
Maybe he'd never get his hands on
that baby, but he couldm't be killed
for trying—or at least wouldhilt be,
right away.

He flung himself forward. A man
moved out at him. He sent a left to
a fat face, felt the hand sink into soft
flesh, heard a man swear. His eyes
were still glued to the face of the man
who had slugged him the most. He
must get to him, smash him once, at
Jeast once, for luck. There wasn't
much sense in it, maybe, but the urge
wag there—and a copper didm't just
up and quit.

The man he wanted most wasn't
unwilling. He came to meet John
Loess, and he moved as if he knew a
great deal about ffjditiing. He had
caulifiower ears, too.

John Loess got one hand om this
man. Them he went dowm from a
righthander that almost tore his head
from his shoulders. He didn't have
a chance against the man with the
caulilower ears — so what chance
could he possibly have against him
and as many others as Whhiitey Gargan
cared to turn loose on him?

He staggered and fell to his knees
when he tried to get up to resume
the struggle with Cauliflower Ears.
But through the sick fog which en-
veloped him he could hear the voice
of Gargan.

“Dom’t you realize you can’t get
anywhere, Loess? Suppose you forget
it? My doc’ll fix you up, you take a
little hush money, be Whhitey Gar-

gan’s man, and we’ll call this thing
off.”

“You remember where I told you
to go, Gargan?” said Loess, through
smashed and bleeding lips. His voice
sounded crazy evem to him because
it appeared that teeth were also miss-
ing.

“Wedll, the door is still opem, as far
as I'm concerned. There are a lot of
things I wouldn't do with Gargan
money. I wouldn't take it even to
save my teeth and lips and whatever
else your cannibals want to chew on!”

“Tiry him some more!” said Whitey

Gargan.

EY were closing in on Loess,

who was on his feet, getting ready

to take some more, when a veice that

Loess couldmt belleve was real,
sounded in the reefm.

“Thet’'ll be all for now, gentlemen.
The law has moved im!"

There wasn't much of the law that
had actually moved in. It was just
Martin Truce, who would have two
guns, no more, and no chance to re-
load either of them. Martin Truce,
the man who didn't believe in killing
crimimals for any reason! Amnd while
one of these gents lived and ecould
think, he would keep right on shoot-
ing. They were whitling new, to take
a crack at Martin Truce.

Bullets began to hum in the place,
to kick splinters out of the flloor, to
break windows, to create a terrible
bedlam.

Loess tried to help all he could. His
erstwhile attackers had turned their
backs on him to get a crack at Truce,
who had somehow managed to follow,
get in, and break up the “softening-
up” process. Loess didn't ask how.
Maybe Whiitey had been too sure of
himself, hadn't thought sentries nec-
essary. In any case, here was Martin
Truce, his guns fidaming.

Cauliflower Ears wemnt dowm. He
fell right at Loess’ feet and Jack
looked dowm at. him. Tiete was a
hole in the bridge of his nose, with
blood oozing from it. Whitey Gargan
was yelling commands. The roem
was shambles.

“Hey, Jack,” yelled Truce, “catclh|”



74 THRILLING MYSTERY

One of the weapoms came spinning,
end-over-end, to Jack Loess. Then,
with fist and gun muzzle, Jack was
fighttigg his way to stand beside Mar-
tin Truce. He saw Whiitey Gargan,
scrambling for what appeared to be
a door. He used two shots on Gargan,
saw him go dowmn. Loess grinned to
himself. It was good to have a gun
in his hand again.

There were soom plenty of guns.
Loess shot a couple out of men’s hands
himself. Amnd he sent bullets iinto
them in plenty of other places. There
were dead men scattered around.
Martin Truce was fiightimg now with
one hand only. His left arm hung
limp at his side, and blood dripped
from every one of his fifiggartips. He
must have taken a slug through the
elbow. Tihe arm seemed to be broken.
But Truce was doing very well with
the good arm.

Men were breaking for the doors
now, going down as though they were
being tripped by an invisible wire.
Bullets were coming close to Loess
and Truce still, for Loess’ legs both
felt numb, and he wasn't sure that he
could stand on them much longer. If
he went down this time, he wouldn't
get up again.

Martin Truce, the man who had
called him a killer, was shooting to
kill. He must have changed his mind.

Loess was feeling giddy, even silly.
He wanted to laugh at the whole fool-
ish business. The smell of powder,
the odor of blood and the constant
taste of his owmn blood all added up
to pure nonsense. Just because he
had killed a man in line of duty, and
got into an argument over it with
Martin Truce, a lot mote men had
been killed, and more were going to
be killed before this nest ef thugs was
wiped out. But Whitey Gargan,
whatever happened, was through in
Los Amgelles, before he had even get
started.

If Gargan did the usual, of course,
some friend of his would haul him
out before the police followed the
sounds of shooting right into his hide-
out.

Now and again, in the midst of the
shooting, Loess turned to see whether

Gargan was getting away. He wasp't,

so far. He was writhing, probably

cussing, yelling commands te his gun-

men, but he wasn’t getting away-:
Nor did he.

E officers from a lot mere prowl

ears came in, just as the first of

Whiiteyy's men started out through the

deor, and Loess yelled to a sergeant

that Whiitey Gargan, no less, was the

fman en the fllootr, near the far door.
They got Whiitey, then, in a hurry.

This done—and the rest of the gun-
men collared, Loess and Martin Truce
looked at each other. Them they
looked dowm at the dead men scat-
tered about. Loess shook his head
and made clucking sounds with his
mouth.

“Shame on you, Marty!” he said.
“Your'we killed some people! [ shot at
legs and arms. That's why we've got
Whitey Gargan to send to the gas
chamber. I'm surprised at you,
Marty, after all you said to me. Right
here, in no time at all, you've killed
moke men than I killed in momnths of
what you called hunting !

Truce's face was very white. There
was no hint of a smile on it.

"I regretted what I had said,” he
explained, "and started to go back to
the car. I saw you haul away from
the curb. I commandeered a car I
thougit was fast enough to catch you.
I saw that other car swing in behind
you. I followed, that's all.”

“Amd will finisth in tomorrow’s pa-
pers by being the man who captured
Whiiitey Gargan,” said Leess grinning,
"and rescued the ‘modern Wyatt
Earp! Then you come iA here, you
who argue against killing, and sheet
five men te death. You tess me a
weapon, but 1 den’t kill anybedy. I
just break a buneh ef Benes. Hew de
you add all that up, Marty? Am I €6
be the eritic hereafter, ahd yyu the
killer?”

"Maybe,” said Martin Truce, “we're
neither one of us so good alone.
Maybe we make a better team, after
all. But I dom’t krAow. When I
came in here, and saw them werk-
ing on you I—well, fhaybe there’s a
bit of killer in every one of ws”



DEATH 1S

“Omnly my killer, Marty,” said Loess
quietly, “is, and always will be, on the
side of law and order. No one I have
shot bothers me, you umderstand?”

Martin Truce looked dowm at the
gunmen he had shot, shook his head.

“Funny,” he said, “I don’t feel amy-
thing, either. Maybe it's because they
were working on somebody I liked,
someone very close to me. Maybe
that makes the differemece?”

“To a cop,” said Loess, “every man,
woman and child he’s supposed to pro-
tect is as important as a loved one.
That's why I'm a cop. I feel that way.
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Sometimes it gets in the way of
‘sportsmanship’ and I shoot a man, but
when I think of Dulcie Osman, lying
there by her dangling telephone.”
“Thet’ll do,” said Truce, swaying on

his feet. “I'll never preach to you
again!”
Loess grinned.

“Suppose we put it this way, as
partners should,” he wagged his head.
“Youw preach at me when you feel like
it. I’ll preach at you when I feel like
it. It’ll help to pass the time.”
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He came toward the three of them
awaiting him to make up the foursome,
slowly, a little é6tiffly, idly swinging
his driver at the heads of low-growing
clover blossoms in the grass. His
sports suit was tight at the waist, the
trousers a little too narrow. As he
drew closer, Allice could see that it
was ersatz material, shabby imitation
tweed.

Beside her, her husband, Rene, was
quiet, but her sidelong glance saw and
read the half-hidden smirk that
quickly faded into vacuousness. On
her other side, Curt Schmidt, massive,
Teutonic, and Nazi, lifted an arm in
salute to the approaching man. The
four soldiers of the Army of Occupa-
tion who had been impressed as cad-
dies stood woodenly at attemtion.

“Greetings, Herr Colonel von Rie-
ger,” snapped Schmidt as the man
came near. “Department Superinten-
dent Curt Schmidt at your service."

Von Rieger acknowledged the in-
troduction curtly, looked curiously at
Rene, appraised Alice to the tips of
her worn golfing shoes.

“Permit me,” said Schmidt, with a
bow toward Alice and her French
husband. “Tthe Marquis d"Ambricourt
and the marquise. The marquis has
been of great assistance to the occupy-
ing forces. The marquis is an Ameri-
can. They, with you and me, Hanr Col-
onel, will make up our foursome to-
day.”

“Charmed,” said von Rieger. *I
have been looking forward to this
recreation for many months. Tihere is
so little time for it mow.”

His French was excelient, but a
trifle throaty and rigid — scheolboy

French. He bent low over Alice's
hand.
“You fool!” she thought. “You

crazy, terrible fool!"

She felt Rene's hand tighten about
her arm while von Ricger's face was
hidden in his low bew.

E very name, von Rieger, was

a travesty. Looking quickly at
his face she thought of sand dunes
on the English coast, of a debutante
party in Manhattan, of long auteome-
bile rides in placid countrysides. And
she wondered what Tomy Carter, of

London and Devomshire, was doing
here, on a run-down golf course in
Le Toumuet, in the shoddy guise of
a Nazi Gestapo chief.

Not by a flicker did he betray recog-
nition as he smiled at her. Nor did
he reveal his awareness of Rene,
though the two had almost come to
blows over her not too many months
before—months that might have been
ages ago so distant were they through
a curtain of war,

Nor did Rene show signs of giving
him away. The smirk, the hand tight-
ening on her arm told her that her
husband had not gone suddenly blind.
Wit wal he going to do?

She no longer knew what Rene
thougiht, had not known for more than
a year. He had accepted the Nazi oc-
cupation with docility, almost with
eagerness. As he was a person of con-
sequence, the d'Ambricowrt chateau
had not suffered from the war. Other
people went hungry, but not the
d’Amibricourts. More often than not,
important Nazis graced their board.
Allice had grown thin, though, for she
had long since lost her appetite.

She drove first, miserably, slicing
her used ball into deep rough. The
entire course needed a shave for that
matter. The once-smootth fairway was
almost a rough, the greens were so
pitted and worm-eaten.

Whattever the danger of his posi-
tion, this masquerading Tomy Car-
ter seemed blithely unaffected. He
sent a long ball straight down the mid-
dle a good two hundred and fiffty
yards. Rene matched himy and Curt
Schmidt, a formless player, hallff-top-
?ud a ball that died in the overgrown
airway a hundred and fiffty yards
from the tee.

There was no talk until they
reached the third tee, their caddies
marching stolidly behind them. Then
Rene, before addressing his ball,
smiled at the Englishman whom Curt
Schmidt fatuously believed to be
Nazi.

“I have a few bottles of cogma¢c my
great-grandfather laid down a hun-
dred years ago,” he said. “Perhaps
you, Colonel, and Heurr Schmidt would
join us after the match.”

*Delighted,” said von Rieger-Car-
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ter. “We can get down to business
after dinner, what, Schmidt?” He
turned to Alice stifly. “It is what
you Americans call a nineteenth hole,
is it mot?”

“That's right,” she said, wondering
if the pallor her compact mirror re-
vealed was not giving this stramge
show away.

Remne drove long and straight again,
and she felt sick. Wit was he going
to do to Tony later? She hated her
husband’s sophisticatiom that once had
been so fascinating. She knew mow
the egotistical purpese that lay in his
acceptance of the inevitable. Watch-
ing his smile as he turned from the
tee, she thought inevitably of a cat
with a mouse. He was playing with
Tomny cruelly, making him suffer the
anguish of suspense.

Tony was feeling it, she knew.
Whenm she caught his glance it ex-
pressed the polite disinterested ad-
miration of a stranger for a pretty
girl. But when her back was toward
him, she could feel his fear in her
soul.

GOOD golfer, she never played

moke poorly. L wuckiilly Curt
Schmidt was not a good player, so
the mateh was close. For Tomy and
Rene were playing a grim best-ball
duel as if their lives depended on the
puteome. As if anything eeuld really
affeet the suteome! Allice set her teeth
and tessed baek her geldem halr be-
fore eutting savagely at her trapped
ball with a rusty mibliek.

How had it happened? How had
Tony managed to step into the mas-
sive shoes of Colonel Heinrich von
Rieger, ace Gestapo organizer, and
liason man betweem Hirmmier and the
army.

Oh, she knew about the real von
Rieger. She knew a great deal about
the Nazi machine. Remne, a prominent
convert to the New Order she in-
stinctively loathed, was accepted as
a host by the high officials of the oc-
cupied area.

She knew von Rieger had been ex-
pected for some time with amticipa-
tion and awe by Curt and other Jesser
gauleitenrs. He was a shadowy emis-
sary, a man who took “vacations” in

various parts of Europe. Amd after
such trips, drastic things happened:
He was supposed to have eome to Le
Touquet on such a “vacation” new.

The suspense continued, almest uR:
bearably, throughewt the mateh. Near
the finish, gunfire sounded in the dis-
tance, from the anti-aircraft batteries
in the so-called invasiom ports that
were straffed night and day by the
R.A.F.

Such of her friends as were able
to get in contact with Alice told her
she was a fool to stay in such perilous
country. But the chateau itself was
safe enough. It was miles from any
military concentratiom large emough
to draw extensive bombing raids.
Perhaps that was why so many high
Nazi officials used the chateau or the
little village beyomd its gates for their
meeting places.

Anyway, where would Alice go?
She was Reme d'Amibricourt’'s wife.
And she seemed to care little, for the
events of the last two years had left
her somewfat apathetic, incapable of
initiative, living from day to day. It
took the shock of Tomy's dramatic ap-
pearance to shake her inertia, make
her realize how much she had come to
hate the man she had married.

Thanks to a fluffed approach by
Allice, she and Rene lost the match on
the final green. They paused there to
sign score cards and light cigarettes,
while the soldier caddies stood wood-
enly by.

“It is an honor,” said Remne, holding
a match for Tony, “to have the privi-
lege of being host to such an eminent
apostle of the new united Europe as
yourselt, Colomel. As it is an hener
to have dueled with you on the links.”

“From a player of your calibre, that
is fittery,” said Tomy gravely,

Allice wanted to scream. The drama
was slipping perilously close to the
lip of farce. Talking like this, like
strangers—and they had only opposed
each other at Pine Valley, Piping
Rock, St. Andrews and Beturnemeuth
in days gome by.

It was worse at the chateau. The
precious brandy had survived three
wars and three generations of ¢hange
that had scarred the faee of the werld,
tasted like some urnplesant medicine
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of childhood to Alice. The men
laughed and chatted, unbending wun-
der the pleasant influence of the
brandy, but she barely heard what
they said,

“Perthaps,” she heard Rene say fi-
nally, “you gentlemen would honor us
by staying for dinner. You can discuss
business if you wish. The marquise
and I will be glad to withdraw.”

E invitation was accepted with
alacrity, for the d"Ambriesurt
chet was famous.

Alone with Rene in the great hall of
the chateau, Alice stopped him as he
sought to move past her toward the
main entrance.

“Wheat are you going to do?” she
asked tensely,

“I am going to the village,” said
Rene quietly. “If I should be late for
dinner, go ahead without me. Tell
them I'm ill. Make some excuse.”

“But, Rene, that’'s Tony in theme!"

“Is it?” he said coolly.

“Yow know it is!
cruel.”

“Ihese are cruel times, my dear.”
His voice, as he spoke, was low, his
face grim. Alice clutched at his arms.

“You're not—" she whispered.

“I am going to the village, aherie.
Do as I ask and nothing will happen
to you.”

His lips brushed her cheek, and he
was gone.

Alice stared after him, shattered.
In some way she could not figure out,
he was going to betray Tomy. She'd
had come within a breath of marrying
Tony more than once. He had been
devoted to her for years. He was—
well, Tony. She couldn't let it hap-
pen. She must not let anything hap-
pen to Tony!

Wty hadn't Rene betrayed Tony
openly to Curt as soon as he had
showed up on the links as von Rieger?
Tihat would have been the obvious
move. But no, Rene had to have his
subtle revenge on an erstwhile rival
who had been delivered into his hands
by Fate. Perhaps he thought Curt
Sehridt was too decent for a Nazi,
would have been too easy on Tony.
For Curt, in his lumbering, fanatical
way, was decent.

You're being

In a quick tide of panic, Alice went
from the chateau to the garage. Rene's
car, a special favor conceded him by
the Nazi overlords in return for his
privileged cooperatiom, was gone. The
other cars had been appropriated by
the German armies more than a year
before.

She mounted the gardener’s bicycle,
ignoring the way its bar tugged at the
skirt of her yellow afternoon frock.
The soft twilight breeze filutiteret the
camel’s hair topcoat she had thrown
on hastily as she left the house.

Somewlhere, two miles ahead, Rene
was on his mission. She had to get to
the village in time to stop him, to
save the man she had almost married
from—her husbamd!

At the rim of the little cluster of
houses and stores with their vine-cov-
ered walls and ancient chimney-pots,
she left the bicycle and proceeded on
foot. It would never do for the mar-
quise to be seen searching for her hus-
band on a wheel. But she could always
walk, couldn't she?

Casual villagers, moving home be-
fore the curfew, bowed to her as she
walked through the main street. But
she did not return their nods. Her
whole being was concentirated on fitnd-
ing the car, on fimnding Rene and she
did find it

It was standing outside the cottage
where Curt Schmidt lived!

She moved cautiolsly to the door.
Inside a quartet of browmn-shirted Ges-
tapo men were playing cards. They
saw her and rose, clicking their heels.
It is part of the Nazi credo to recog-
nize nobility, especially cooperative
nobility.

“The marquis will be out shortly,
Madame,” said one of them. “He is
on an errand for Herrr Schmidt. [ did
not know you were with him.”

“I wasn't,” she managed to say. “I
was just taking a walk and saw the
car, I'll wait out there.”

HE got into the front set delibera-
tely and removed the iignition
key, slipping it into her stiocking.
Rene was not going to move the car
until he had told her what he was
doing.
He came out, hurrying, with a



80 THRILLING MYSTERY

cheery word for the guards. Her
hatred exploded inside her. How
could he, a Frenchman of honorable
lineage, be such a traitor to his coun-
try and to every standard of his birtin!

He saw her with a quick look of
alarm.

“Allice,” he said quickly. “¥Yeu
shouldn’t be here! Wee'we got to get
back to the chateau.”

“So you can watch Tony anmested?"
she asked softly.

Her smile was grim as he looked for
the key, saw it was not in the lock,
and began to go through his pockets.

“I threw it away,” she said defiamtly.
“Youw’re not going to do any more than
you already have."

“Wheere did you throw it?” he
asked, his face a mask of alarm as he
peered at her in the twilight.
“Whrere?”

“Your're a heel, Rene,"” she said. "A
twenty-four carat, unmitigated insect
of the seventh water."

“Get out of here—quickly!” he
snapped.

“Oh, no you don’t,” she said, her
voice still low. “I’'m not one of your
Continental wives. I’'m Americam, and
I have as much right here as you.”

Wiith a sudden quick gesture, he
tossed her from the car. She Jamded
on gravel, shocked and hurt in body
and spirit, and with her stockings
torn. At that moment, watching his
set, almost pinched face, she wanted
to kill him.

In miraculous answer to her unut-
tered wish, a thunderbolt spoke from
the skies.

They must have been flying high,
must have come in out of the sunset
with motors cut, for there was almost
no warning. The sudden drone of their
racing motors was numbing as they
came hurtling toward earth at five
hundred miles an hour. Tihere were
three, six, nine of them, and they
swooped over the little headquarters
cottage with unerring acecuracy.

The world exploded in fire and noise
as bomb after bomb struck ground and
cottage with explosive impact. Blind-
ed by the flashes less than a hundred
yards away, Allice was barely aware
of the grinding of brakes and hurried
moverents behind her,

Then the bombers were gone, and
men in Nazi brown and Reiphwehs
Feldgran were running past her in ap-
parent confusion, seen on the red
glare of the blazing cottage. Her vis-
ion came back, and she could make
out figures and faces.

And then she saw Tony agaim!

His tie was torn off, and he had a
gun in his hand. She stood up, scream-
ing at him to get away, but he came
grimly toward her.

Then a brawny arm ripped off her
coat, went around her neck, a big hand
grabbed her wrist. A browmshirt be-
side her blazed away at the English-
man, and she saw him stagger.

“Im with her!"” she heard a familiar
voice.

It was Curt Schmidt, and he was
dragging her into an armored car.
She screamed, but could not hear her
own voice,

“Quick!” cried Curt in German.
“She’ll make a hostage if the others
get away.”

ER heels bumped the door sill
of the heavy vehicle as the Nazi
dragged her inside.

Then, almost in her ear, a pistol
exploded, deafening her. The brown-
shirt who had hit Tony crumpled at
her feet. The grasp around her meck
was relaxed, and she slid to the sharp
gravel. The pistol exploded again and
again over her head with unerring ac-
curacy. Two more Nazis dropped.

Tony was there, one side of his head
bright with blood, and again wrgent
arms dragged her inside. There was
the clang of a heavy steel door, and
the motor roared.

“Are you all right, Tony?” a low
voice asked when they were out of
range and speeding toward the beach.
It was Rene, bending grimly over the
wheel.

"I think it's just a graze,” said Alice,
bending over the Englishman on the
joiting fitor. Tony managed a grin.

“It's okay,” he said. “I had blood
in my eyes. How’'s brother Schimiidit?”

Brother Schmidt, in the back of the
vehicle, did not answer. He was sound
asleep with the dent of a pistol butt
1A his scalp. And Alice was suddenly
happy. She didn’t know what had
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happened or was going to happen, but
somehow everything was all right,

Later, in the tiny cabin of the E-
boat that was taking them with their
prisoner across the channel to Eng-
land, Alice looked up at Rene, whose
arm was tight around her shoulders.
Across the cabin, Tony was nursing
a bottle of Navy issue rum.

“I called you a lot of names, darl-
ing,"” Alice said to Rene. “But you
earned them for not telling me amy-
thing.”

“Yow're too honest, cherie,” said
Rene, smiling at her and ruffling her
golden hair. “Tomy and I agreed we'd
have to keep you in the dark from
our first meeting.”

“I thought you’d becorme one of
them!” Alice wailed,

“I'm a good actor,” said Rene. “May-
be, after the war, I can go to Holly-
wood and be another Boyer.”

“He’s all right at that,” said Tony.
“The lucky stiff.” He toasted them
with the bottle,

“Please, somebody, tell me what it's
all about,” begged Alice.

“Alll right, cherie,” said Reme. “You
can know now. Before the evacuation
last year, Tomy came to see me. He
told me that the British were getting
out, asked me to stay. He wanted to
take youw, but it was safer then for
you to keep out of the battle area. So
you had to stay too. I've dome what I
could since. It hasn't beea much.”

“It’s been plenty, Rene,” said Tony.
“Liistem, Alice—he's passed more tips
along about concemtratioms and sup-
ply dumps than any other agent. We'd
still want him at the chateau if it
weren’t for the Russian affair.

“Friemd Curt has charge of coast
defense for the whole section,” said

Rene. “He made Amibricowrt his head-
quarters because it was out of the way.
But with Hitler tied up in the east,
the time for counter-blows has come.
We needed the plans for planning a
move, needed them up to date.”

“So you arranged the von Rieger
visit?” Alice asked,

“Vom Rieger arranged that,” said
Tomy. “We merely waylaid him.
Luckily for us, he’s a secretive chap.
Not many people would know him.”

“But why that terrible game of
golf?” Allice moaned.

ENE grinned faintly.
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WAYNE ROGERS

Auittosr of “Satamiss Owm:” “Fally of the Dsad])” efc.

An Auction in New England Starts a Bloody Roman Holiday—

and Maymard Goes Into Action to Stop a Weiird Slaughter Plot

CHAPTER I
Mimee  DNione!

UCTIONS usually are festive
occasioms in rural New Eng-
land, opportunities for the

whole countryside to get together for
a semi-picnic, semi-entertainmemt and
all around gossip visit. People look
forward to them, fllock to them eagerly
in a holiday spirit.

But they didn’t fllodk eagerly to the
Effie Currier sale. Not that it wasn't
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well advertised. Ward Bradshaw had
given it plenty of newspaper publicity
and had scattered handbills featuring
the antiques all through the county
and even farther. There was a fime
turnout, dom't mistake that. But there
was sgomething missing, something
wEOng.

We sensed that as soom as we
reached the big, severely prim house,
which now looked ssttrramgely
disheveled with its furniture spilling
out over the wide porch and onto the
lawn beyomd. We caught it in the
eyes that greeted us uneasily as we
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mingled with the uneasy throng.
“You'd think this was a tuneral in-
stead of an auction,” Tem Leavitt
grunted, but I noticed that he alse
spoke little above a whisper. _
That was it—there was ne laughing,
no joking. Tihe voices around us were
subdued, guarded, aB if a sternly

D
=

A Gomplete
Naoveatéet

watching eavesdropper might be close
by. Tihe furtive glances, too, seemed
to be searching for a lurking some-
body who was not there, yet who must
be there.

Tihe sober-faced, unsmiling, eccen-
tric old woman who was almest a part
of that house seemed to stare from
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every chair, to peer disapprovingly
from every shadowy corner. The un-
carpeted rooms seemed to echo with
her crisp tread and her sharp, decisive
voice. But old Effie Currier was not
there.

She was twenty miles away, in the
State Hospital, where the court had
temporarily confined her. She was
gone, but her shadow seemed to hang
over the musty old house and cast a
chill over the neighbors who had
known her so long. For years they
had known that Effie was becoming a
little queer, had realized that sooner
or later she would not be able to take
care of herself. But now that she was
gome, now that the home she had
guarded se jealously was to be broken
up IR her absence, the occasiom did
net lend itselt to 1ight bantering.

EAN and I had come in the hope

of picking up some little odds
and efids to help furnish owur little
plaece. We had been ih New Hamp-
shire enly a year and there was plenty
we fieeded, pleaty more we wanted.
But this alr et semi-bereavement
fmade me feel like a gheul covetously
eying the furnishings at a funeral.

And Jean caught it, too. I could
tell by the way her fimgers tightened
on my arm, by the way she stayed
close at my side, instead of leaving
me flat to wander through the furni-
ture-piled rooms.

“Whoontler if Bradshaw had amything
to do with this,” Tom Leavitt specu-
lated as the four of us—Jean and I and
Tom and Ruth, his wife—stood a bit
to one side and watched the curious
behavior of our neighbors. “It would
be just like him. He's the slickest
auctioneer in the State. It he can
start thern feeling weepy eneugh, he'll
get double the priees out ot them.”

Tom Leavitt was our reason for be-
ing in Halstead. He and I had gene
to college together. Wihen his father
died, he inherited the Halstead
Herald. I turned out te be a nevelist,
or wanted to be, anyway. It was his
inspiration that we meve te Halstead,
so I could give him part-time as-
sistance with the paper and Rave the
rest of the time for my writing. Se

far it had seemed to work out fime,

“Weard Bradshaw didn’t have nar-
thin’ to do with it,” a high-pitched
nasal voice interrupted. I turned to
find a pale-blue-eyed, gray-haired old
fellow at my elbow. “Follks feels the
way they do because they know ’tain’t
right to sell out Effie this way. The
town ougita take care of her proper.
Tihat's the least they owe the sheriff.
He gave his life servin’ them and mow
they turn his widder out.”

Bert Howard was a man of medium
height who managed to look smalil and
tired. His shoulders drooped, his eye-
lids drooped, his mouth drooped to
complete a picture of perpetual wear-
iness. He lived in a little shack be-
hind the Currier house and had at-
tended to the manual labor around the
place for the old woman.

“[Efffie’s better off where she is,”
Leavitt told him. “Her property will
be administered for her and she will
be well taken care of. She’s much
better off, Bert.”

“Uth-huh,” Bert Howard grunted.
“Maybe so. Mawylbee the sheriff
would've been much better off if he
hadn’t bothered about Ed Dawson.
Ever stop to figger that?”

Sheriff John Currier and the Daw-
son gang were a part of Halstead his-
tory that had becorme almost legen-
dary. It was the one time the little
town had fiiguresi briefly in the metro-
politan newspapets. I had read all
about it in the back issues of the
Hemdid, but there was fe stopping
Bert Howard once he was started. He
recalled the detalls avidly.

Edward Dawson had been a notori-
ous gangster of nearly twenty years
before. He and his outfit had raided
throughoutt New England and had
climaxed their depredatioms with a
daring jewel robbery in Boston. Flee-
ing with their loot, they had stopped
in Springfield and held up a bank.
They separated atter that and made
their way inte New Hampshice and
Vermomni.

Sheriff John Currier had gone out
after them when they were reported
in his neighborhood. He had closed
in on Dawson and killed him. That
had brought Currier salves of pub-
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licity, but it had brought him some-
thing more. The rest of the Dawson
gang began swarming around him.
Shortly after Dawson’s death, a kill-
er named Henry Potter had tried to
ambush Currier in his own home. He
followed his chiet when Curriet's gun
blazed a death warrant. But several
weeks later it was the sheriff whe
went down with a bullet in his brain.

BLAZE of big-time killings in a

gleepy little New Englland town!
A two-gun sheritt against eity gang-
sters! It had beeh a momentary sen-
satien IR the metropoliitan dailies.
Wiithiim a few weeks, theugh, it had
been forgotten—=by all bBut Bert
Howard.

“Whet became of the rest of the
gang, the ones who killed Currier?” 1
prompted as Howard came to a reluc-
tant fiirish.

“We couldn’t prove nothin’ on
them.” He shook his head regretfully.
“Massachusetts caught them and sent
them away for long terms. Life al-
most for two of them. Guess they're
in jail yet.”

“Amd their loot, how about tihat>"

“Dawsom only had a few hundred
dollars on him when the sheriff killed
him."”

“That was nearly a score of years
ago and that's the last job Bert ever
had.” Tom Leavitt grinned as the old
fellow left to answer the auctioneer's
summons. “He used to be Currier's
deputy. Since then he's been retired,
‘looking after’ old Effie."

By now the auction was well under
way. Ward Bradshaw was a master at
his trade, but I felt sorry for him as |
saw how prodigiously he was labor-
ing. His best gags died. His favorite
tricks fell flett. Time and again he
seemed on the point of giving up in
despair when he was forced to knock
down articles at prices that must have
wrenched his pride sorely. But the
stuff was moving, at least. Though
there was something strange and un-
natural abroad in that crowd, they
were New Englanders and they were
not passing up bargains,

In the midst of the selling I heard
Jean’s voice call out a bid, heard her

frantically trying to conceal her ex-
citement as she topped someone who
raised her. Again and again she
raised. Amd for the sum of eight dol-
lars we became the possessors of a
parlor organ.

That was only one of her achieve-
ments, she told me proudly as she led
me up to Clem Trow, the clerk to
hand over the cash and have my name
recorded besiidlee the purchased
articles. The other was a fine old
spinning wheel to place beside our
open hearth.

Those were the highlights of the
auction for us, until Bradshaw was
nearly fitmisthed. He stopped in front
of a platform rocker with a worn
carpet back and seat. His face bright-
ened hopefully.

“Sheriff Currier’s old rocker, good
as on the day it was made! No, sir,
they don’t make rockers like this any
more. Whmt am I bid for it? What
am I bid?"” He picked up a bid. “Tweo
dollars, two dollars. Wtho will make
it three? Three dollars? Three dol-
lars from a man who knows cemfofrt
when he sees it! Theee dollars, three
dollars. I have three dellars. Whe'll
malke it three-fifty? Three-fiffty!
There we are, 1 have three-fifty.
Thiee-fifty, three-fifty. Whe will
fake it fowr?”

“Four dollars!” came a high and
clear voice from the far end ot the
roormn.

Whhen the autioneer grinned and
turned to identify the new bidder, the
grin wiped from his face. His jaw
dropped and his eyes stared. He
moved his lips soundlessly, staring at
a thin, straight-backed figure framed
in the doorway. It was an old lady
in a black dress, with a gray shawl
draped over her shoulders and held in
front by a pin. She had white hair
that divided in the middle and was
tied in a bun at the back of her head,
But that hair was no whiter than her
ashen face.

“Effie!” Bradshaw fiimally found his
voice. “[Effie, how did you—you can’t

“Four dollars!” rang again in the
suddenly hushed room.

“But, Effie,” the disconcerted awc-
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tioneer ffoundered, “you can’t bid
here. I camt—"

“Don’t stand there and tell me what
I can’t do, Ward Bradshaw,” Effie
Currier cut in scornfully. *“I am bid-
ding four dollars for that chair. Close
the biding. Amnd then you can start
this auction all over again. I could
not get here sooner.”

OR an instant we were even more

tongue-tied than Bradshaw. We
stood there and gaped at her, open-
mowthed, while the chills, shivered up
and dowm our spines. It was as if we
looked at semeone who had risen from
the grave, and indeed she looked like
a reanimated eorpse. How had she
got there? Hew cowlld she be there?

Tihen the spell broke and her
friends filocketl around her. They
tried to soothe her, attempted to lead
her from the room. At first it seemed
that they would succeed. She started
with them to the door, but suddenly
she whirled and was out of their hands
before they could grasp her. Wildly
she dashed through them, her eyes
blazing from her ashen face, straight
to where Ward Bradshaw stood with
one hand on the rocker.

“Four dollars and the bidding is
closed!” she screamed. “It’s mine!
Everything here is mine. Do you
hear? They're my things and mcbody
else will have tiem!”

Thrusting Bradshaw aside, she
seized the rocker, clawed her ffiggers
into its back and seat cushions and
ripped with savage fury. The old
carpet tore into fragmemts. Padding
and springs spilled out on the fder.
But the sight of the destructiom she
wrought seemed only to add to her
rage. Grabbing the wooden frame,
she tugged and wrenched, pulled it
apart with berserk frenzy. She jumped
eh it until the arms were reduced 48
kindling, until nething but the rock-
ers and the platferm remained intaet.

And still her seething fury was not
satisfied.

Like a maddened animal she threw
herself upon the battered wreckage
and tore at it with superhuman
strength. Grabbing one of the rock-
ers, she ripped it, pried it from its an-

chorage on the platform, until the
overstretched spring snapped with a
crack like a rifle shot. It flew through
the air and thudded against her
temple, cut through the almost trans-
parent skin and sank deep into the
flesh beneath.

Blood bathed her face, but even
before she collapsed on the twisted
skeleton of the demolished rocker, the
wild light faded from her eyes. Effie
Currier was dead.

CHAPTER II

Fear

O®ENHE head wound did not cause
. her death,” a hastily surroned
physician seon anneunced te the tense
erowd. “The sheek of it contributed,
perhaps, but she died frof a streke.”
The strange drama of Effie Cur-
rier’s startling appearance and sudden
death reached out and gripped our
imaginatioms, held them with chill
fingeess that sent something like super-
stitious fear seeping into us. How
she had managed to get there?
Miraculous as that at first seemed, we
were soon reminding one another of
the notorious laxity at the State Hos-
pital. For one of Effie’s determina-
tion and clevermess, eseape from the
institution was not tee difficult.

Knowing that her belongings were
to be auctioned off that day, Effie
simply had evaded her guards and
comme home, and there her choleric
temper had resulted in a death stroke.
That was all there was to it, yet her
passing settled over us like a pall that
was heavy with searcely eoncealed un-
easiness.

In the momemtary panic that fol-
lowed her death, it seemed that the
auction would break up. More timid
people started to leave, but Ward
Bradshaw quickly took charge. He
urged the rest to reain until he was
finidledd.

Bert Howard got busy with a
broom, clearing away the mess in the
center of the living room. In a few
minutes we were ready to proceed,
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just as a new arrival drove into the
yard.

I was near the door and turned to
look at the truck as it braked te a stop.
It belonged to Eli Wasston, an sntique
dealer from below the Massachusetts
line. A man came hurrying out frem
behind the wheel, a smallish, hunéeh-
shouldered man with close-set éeyes
and a pinched, euriously ratlike face.
Instead of the worn gray suit he was
wearing, he sheuld have been elad if
blaek, I theught instinetively. He
leoked like an undertaker, but he did
Aet talk like efe.

“Too late, ain’t I?"” he demanded as
he strode up to the door.

Before I could answer him, a fitood
of profanity poured from his lips, di-
rected at the steaming truck.

It seemed that Mr. Westom had had
trouble a-plenty. The truck had
broken dowmn not once, but three times
on the day he had wanted it to per-
form perfectly. Due to these mishaps
he was tragically late. He had heard
about old Effie’'s possessions and had
intended to be en hand in plenty ef
time.

He brushed past me and pushed his
way inside. There I heard him wrang-
ling with Ward Bradshaw, which held
things up a bit longer. Finally Brad-
shaw got going again, only to find that
Clem Trow, the clerk, had lost his
sales sheets during the confusion.

Jean and I left after that. We tied
the spinning wheel over the hood of
our car and strapped the orgam onto
one of the running boards. We got
our new possessions home without
difficulty.

They were an improvement for our
place, I had to admit. Jean placed the
organ at one end of the living room,
where it filled an empty space nicely,
and the big wheel went beautifully be-
side our wide stone hearth.

Three days later I had become so
accustomed to them that it seemed as
if they always had been there.

N those three days the furor caused
by Effie Currier’'s death had sub-
sided. But the auctiom remained a
lively topic of conversatiom, especial-
ly since Eli Westonm was still in town,

He was stopping at the hotel and from
there was campaigning for various
articles he had missed at the sale.
Amtiques that increased in value over-
night appealed to our thrifty Hal-
steaders. He picked up many of them
and made offers on a lot more.

I had just watched him drive by the
Herslld office when a car drew up at
the curb and a womam came
scrambling out. Scrambling is the
right word, for she almost fell as she
slid out from under the wheel and ran
across the sidewalk. Lucy Draper, 1
identified her, a middle-aged, level-
headed farm woman who lived a few
miles out on the road beyond the
cemetery:.

Before I could open the door for
her, she was inside. She clutched the
edge of a high-topped desk and stared
at me with terror-rounded eyes, while
her trembling lips twitched sound-
lessly.

“Efffie Currier!” she managed to
gasp at last. “I just saw her—om the
road—out near the cemetery! I saw
her, I tell you!™

From a barely audible gasp, her
voice had risen to a shout, to a shriek.
It carried all through the office and
brought Tomm Leavitt running from
the print shop with several of the men
at his heels.

“But Effie was buried yesterday
afternoon,” I tried to soothe her. “You
must have been mistaken. You must
have seen someome else who looked
like Effie Currier.”

“I know she was buried yesterday
afternoon,” the woman chattered. “I
was there—I dropped earth on her—
but I just saw her and I wasn’t mis-
taken! I know Effie. I know that
black dress and that gray shawl. She
was walking toward the cemtery. I
passed within twenty feet of her. See-
ing her that way made me so scared, I
almost lost comtrol of the wheel.
Wien I got the car back on the road
she was gome. She had just disap-
peared—buit I know she was there!”

This was nothing but a case of hys-
terical imaginatiom, I assured myself.
And yet there was a positiveness, a
sense of unshakable conviction about
her that was strangely convincing.
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Despite myself, I caught myself won-
dering. The little hairs at the nape of
my neck began to assume individual-
ity and stand on end.

“Mr. Maymard is right, Lucy.”
Leavitt stepped forward and tried his
hand at reassuring her. “He has to
be right. You must have seen some-
one else. I tell you what. Weell drive
out there with you and convince you.
Wl go to the cemetery and see that
nothing has been disturbed.”

“Yes,” the Draper woman agreed
doubtfully. “Yes,—but—"

I knew what she was thinking. So
did Leavitt. Before she could ob-
ject, he cut her short and started her
toward the door. But there he paused,
turned to the workmen who were go-
ing back to the shop.

“Charlie, maybe you and Buck bet-
ter come with us,” he invited.

Whhen I tried to catch his eye, he
avoided me.

So there were four of us who drove
out to the cemetery with Lucy Draper.
It was late afternoon. Dusk was just
beginning to gather, making the
shadows of the trees deeper, the sur-
rounding hills more impressive, more
lowering. We left the car at the road
and went through the iron-grille gate-
way beneath which Effie Currier had
been carried little more than twenty-
four hours before.

ILENTLY we stepped up to the

new grave and stood looking
down at the floral pieces that were be-
ginning to wilt. Their funeral odor
was heavy in our nostrils. Nothing
had been disturbed. Everything was
just as it had been left yesterday.

“You see, it was just your—" Tom
Leavitt began.

The words died on his lips. When
I glanced at him, I saw that he was
looking beyond the graveyard, off up
the road to where a thick columm of
black smoke was billowing upward.

*Mihat's the Fisk place!” he shouted,
and we broke for the car.

We could see the flames even be-
fore we reached the doomed building.
They had broken through the roof of
a one-story ell that formed the
kitchen. Now they were licking up to

the second story of the Cape Cod
structure. It was too late to save the
building, we knew, but we might be
able to salvage some of the Eisk's
furnishings.

When we stopped at the roadside
and glimpsed the front yard, sudden
fear gripped us. No furniture had
been dragged outside. Tihere was not
a sign of life around the place. George
Fisk would be in town, at work in the
garage at this time of day, but his wife
ought to be there.

The kitchem was a roaring blaze
when we reached it, but the same
thought was in the minds of all of us
as we raced to it. Ada Fisk might
have been trapped in there. The
fiemee heat drowve us back twice.

Tom Leavitt led the way around to
the back, where the flames were not
quite so fiewce. Wiithh our coats
wrapped over our heads, we ran to a
window that had not yet been broken
by the heat. Tomm smashed it with a
pole and we stared into a raging in-
ferno.

“She’s in there—om the flbwr!”’ Tom
gasped.

We staggered back and mopped our
scorched, sweat-drenched faces. We
knew that we could do nothing for
her. It would be too late, even if we
were able to reach her. Nothing could
have remained alive in that fearful
blaze. We were looking at Ada Fisk’s
funeral pyre.

“It was that gasoline stove did iit!”
panted Buck, the pressman. “I saw
parts of it in there, all blown to per-
dition. George Fisk was telling me
last night that they bought it at Effie
Currier’s sale.”

For a moment there was not a sound
but the roar and cackle of the fliamnes.
Then Lucy Draper spoke through the
clamor in a voice that was a heoarse
whisper.

“She said nobody else would have
her tnimgs!"

Wiith the fine-trudk came scores of
cars. In a few minutes hundreds of
people were gazing at the huge bon-
fire, and from mouth to mouth leaped
the reason for the fiie. They were
gripped by that chilling sense of help-
lessness that is always produced by
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the sight of roaring flames raging un-
checked.

But they were gripped by some-
thing more. In their eyes, as they
turned away from the smoldering em-
bers, was a glint of ancestral fear. I
saw naked the inescapable dread that
envelopes man when, for a brief mo-
ment, the somber veil that cloaks the
grave stirs ever so slightly. . . .

There was nothing mysterious or
inexplicable about this tragedy, com-
mon sense told me as I drove back to
town. Ada Fisk had been using a
stove she did not know how to handle,
a dangerous type of stove, and it had
blown up. That was all, yet I could
not banish the tenaciously persistent
doubt that gnawed at my brain.

“You're getting to be as bad as Lucy
Draper, seeing ghosts walking in
broad daylight,” I told myself amgrily.

One thing was certain. No intima-
tion of this hysteria must be allowed
to creep into the Harslki%s account of
the Fisk fine. I sat down and wrote
that accoumt carefully, but I might as
well have spared my pains.

Before I was fimished], another story
had burst upon the towm. This one
whipped up the spreading fear like a
whirlwind, and it was a story that I
did not know how to write.

It came from Melvim Allard’s house.
Alllard was a member of the volunteer
fire company. He had been at the Fisk
blaze and had drivem home, eager to
tell his wife about it. But when he
reached there, stark tragedy awaited
him.

“I suspicioned there was something
wrong as soon as I came in the back
door,” he sobbed to his meighbors.
“Dora wasn't in the kitchen, fifoiimg
supper like she should’'ve been. I
called her and there was no answer, so
I went through the dining room and
the living room. Amd there she was,
lying at the foot of the stairs, all cov-
ered with blood!

“I ran over and picked her up, but
it was too late. Her throat was cut
bad with broken glass. Her head was
smashed in where the mirror must
have landed on top of her before it
went to pieces. I told her to leave
that stuff dowmstairs till I got home
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tonight. But she must've tried to
carry it up by herself, the mirror and
those two big pictures. She must've
lost her footing and tumbled over
backward.”

The gruesome evidence bore him
out. The wall along the stairs was
scraped and gouged. On the blood-
soaked floar at its foot was a jumble
of broken wood and glass. That
splintered wreckage had been two
large framed pictures and a heavy
wall mirror—Dora Allard’s purchases
at the Effie Currier auctiiom!

CHAPTER III

Vulture's Flighitt
NVOLUNTARILY my gaze

darted to the old parler organ, to
the spinning wheel beside the fiire-
place, when I eame home that eve-
ning. They were just as they had
been when I left earlier in the day.
During the intervening heurs, theugh,
they had ufidergome a strange meta-
merphosis. Sefmething abeut their
hernelimess had disappeared, te be re-
laced By a Halt-sensed renaee.
WeVRE it was, it made me squeeze
jean te me mete tightly thah usual,
fhade my kiss more ardent.

For a moment I held her so close
that she gasped and looked up at me
in surprise. She little suspected that
I was resolutely thrusting out of my
mind the suddem, appalling vision of
poor Melvin Allard clutching the
blood-drencihed body of his dead wife.

A great weigiht lifted from my heart
as I held her, warm and soft in my
embrace. I breathed more easily and
relief surged through me. Jean was
reality. Jean was sanity. There in
my own home I knew that the things
I had been thinking were riidiculously
impossible.

And yet they flooded back into my
mind a few hours later when a car
stopped in front of the house and a
caller rang our bell.

It was Eli Westonm, the antique deal-
er. Now, when he took off his hat as
he stepped inside, his sleek gray hair,
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clinging close to the skull, made him
look more than ever like a rat with
hungry, acquisitive eyes. They darted
almost instantly to the spinning wheel
and to the organ. His shanp-featured
face brightened momemtarily before
he masked his eagerness. .

“I came to see you about that spin-
ing wheel and perhaps the organ, Mr.
Maymard,” he explained. "“You just
bought them, so they can’t have a
sentimental value for you. You ought
to be willing to sell them at a profit
eh?” He cocked his head to one side
and eyed me with a leer that was im-
tended to be knowing. “Ttey have
no great value, of course, but it hap-
pens that I have a customer who is in
the market for articles of this sort. I
might be able to take them off your
hands it you will name a price.”

I was not interested in naming a
price, but Eli Westomn was. He named
one that was twice as much as we had
paid for the things and he was willing,
almost eager to go higher. Jean
stopped him.

“We are not interested in any offer
you may make for them,” she blurted
impulsively. “We don’t want to sell
them.”

She turned and slipped her arm
around me. I knew that Eli Weston
was going to do no business. He
knew it, too, and the pretended
friendlimess dropped away from him.
His close-set eyes frosted over and
glinted mallevolently.

“Very well,” he grunted. “You're
the boss. You know what you want
to do, or maybe you dom’t. Maybe
you’ll change your mind. In case you
decide you want tp get rid ot the stuff,
I'll be staying at the hetel for a couple
ot days.”

I had not liked the man at fiirst
glance and now his thinly veiled hes-
tility made me like him even Jess. I
took a step toward him, but he twrned
his back and walked te the deer. It
was not until after he had gene that
the signiticance of his remarks began
to dawn upen me.

“Maybe you’ll change your mind.”
What had he meant by that? Why
might I change my mind? Because of
what had happened to Ada Fisk and

Dora Allard? Because of the semtient
fear that was beginning to seep
through the whole towm, or because of
something more—something that he
knew was coming?

UDDENLY, as I sat staring into

the fire and mulling that over in
my mind, my scalp prickled and I
could fairly feel eyes staring at me.
Eyes seemed to be peering in at me
out of the darkness.

I whirled and for a fraction of a
second I was certain that I glimpsed
a face at the side window. A thin,
white face with hard, staring eyes,
with gray hair drawn back severely
over the ears. Tihat could not be Effie
Currier’s face!

My blood was like ice in my veins as
I ran to the door on queer, hollow-
feeling legs and plunged out into the
darkness. The night was dark and
still and empty. There was mobody
at the window, nobody anywhere in
sight. I strained my ears. The only
sound I eould eateh was the low
threnedy ef the insests.

Wet with perspiration, I went back
indoors and tried; to avoid Jean's
anxious, questioning eyes. I was be-
coming jumpy as a cat, I told her, and
did my best to let it go at that. But
she knew me toe well to be so easily
deceived. Several times during the
rest of the evening I eaught her
watehing me surréeplitiously.

Wihen we fimally went to bed, I
knew that my jitters had affected her.
There was fear in her eyes—fear of
something she could only sense, could
understand no more than I. . . .

I was not due at the office until past
noon the next day, but Tom Leavitt
telephoned me shortly after breakfast.

“Tihere’s the devil to pay again,
Fred. Out at Justin Skinner’s place,
on the Standish road. He’s dead and
I hear the place is a mess. I'm going
out there mow.”

Twemty minutes later I joined him
and walked through the awe-stricken
crowd that milled around the house of
death. Skinner, a widower who lived
alone, lay where he had been found on
the floor of his living room.

At first glance it seemed that every-
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thing in that room had been wilfully
hacked to pieces. Then I saw that
litter of springs and cushion padding,
of torn fabric and splintered woed,
represented what had been only twe
chairs, a large everstuffed easy ehair
and a hefsehait sefa.

They had been demolished so com-
pletely that it was difficult to recog-
nize what was left of them. Evident-
ly Skinner had ripped and slashed the
upholstery to bits with a knife and
then had attacked the frames with an
ax. His task had been almost fitiisihed
when the steel head must Rave fitown
frem the Helve. It had eaught him in
the forehead and Rad split his skull,
killing him Befere he realized what
had struek him.

“He knew that stuff had a curse
on it,” I heard an appalled voice ex-
plaining to a newcomer beside me.
“He tried to bust it up, but it got him
before he could finish with it. My
wife bougiht a couple chairs at old Ef-
fie's sale, but I lugged them out to the
barh last night. Today I'm gonna
burn them far away frem the heuse.

Old Effie's sale. . . .The hushed
words echoed in my brain. Again that
vague, nameless dread left me with an
empty, all-gone feeling in the pit of
my stomach. Now I remembered that
horsehair sofa. I had been sitting on
it with Jean during the auction. It
had been right behind Effie Currier
when she had launehed Herselt en the
platfermh reeker and Haeked it te
pieees.

“Everything here is mine. Do you
hear? They're my things and mobody
else will have tlnerm!”

Her wild scream rang in my
memory. I felt the warm blood rush
into my cheeks when I caught
Leavitt's eyes fixed upon me, studying
me curiously.

QW{AMT do you think of it,
Tom?” I asked as we walked
out to my car and started back to the
office.

He hesitated umcertainly.

“I don’t know. Last night I was
willing to believe —"

“Yes, I know,” I interrupted im-
patiently. *“Tihe Fisk fire might have

been an accidemt. The Allard ease
might have been another acecident.
Though why any sane woman weuld
try to carry two heavy pisturées and a
mirror up a flight of stalrs at ene time
is beyond me. Amd this might have
been an accidemt, tee, conceivably:
The first two I was willing to aceept
as no more than a strange coincidence.
This one you might say is not even
that. It seems to follow semewhat
logically after the other twe, but 1
don’t believe a word of it.”

“You think—" he prompted as I
lapsed into silence.

“IL think there’'s a bh@@dthifsty
murderer running loese in this town,"
I snapped. '"Some ruthless devil is
deliberately spreading panic to fur-
ther his own ends."

“But why, Fred? Wihe weuld kill
peopie whe have never dome amyene
any harm in their lives?"

‘Someone whe stands to benefit by
ruining this town with disastreus
publisity,” I gritted savagely. “Seme
dirty hound whe fligures to line his
peckets in some way that I haven't
been able to fiigure out yet."

The moment I said it, Eli Weston's
ratlike face flashed into my mind. At
that time we turned a cormer and the
antique dealer’s truck was almost in
front of us. He was coming out of old
Granny Nutting’s house, carrying a
desk. He added to the chest of
drawers that already stood on the
sidewallk, the center of a hand-eyed,
scowling audience.

I pulled over to the curb amd
watched him pile his purchases into
the truck. Wihem he was through he
climbed up onto the seat, with no more
than a grin for the nasty remarks that
were being throwm at him. But the
instant he started away from the curb,
stones and anything else that came to
hand took the place of the insults.
Anmngrily the crowd pelted the van, ran
after it, hooting and bramdishing
their fiits.

“Thhe cheap grave-robber!” one of
the old lady’s neighbors shouted.
“ILast night Granny turned him down,
but this morning he was here bright
and early with the news about Justin
Skinner. You can’t tell me that dirty
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buzzard ain’t got something to do with
what’s happening in this towm}"”

I recogmized those wild lynch
symptoms all too easily. Already iR
the grip of unreasoning fear, these
men were eager to find something
concrete on which to vent their rage.
They had found it. Soom the whele
town was buzzing with angry denun:
ciation of Eili Weeston. From amger
they passed swiftly to threats.

By mid-afternoon a howling meb
stoned the truck right up to the hetel
door and then surrounded the build:
ing, demanding that Weaston come
out.

OM Leavitt took a hand. With
a deputy sheriff and several other
level-headed citizems, he went inside
and warned the dealer to get out
of town before he precipitated a riot.

Weestom was thoroughily scared mow.
I could see that as he scurried out of
a back door and climbed into the cab
of his truck. Crouching over the
wheel like an old vuiture, he drove
out through the lane we opemed for
him and fled beneath a barrage of
missiles.

Tihat was the last we would see of
Eli Westom and good riddanece, 1 told
myself. Butt scarcely half an hour
later we heard that his wrecked truck
was at the bottom of Thompson's
Gorge.

Leavitt and I were among the finst
to arrive at the scene of the accident.
Weestom had been dragged out of the
wreckage, battered so badly that he
was hardly recogmizable. The gorge
is deep and steep. His truck must
have turned over half a dozem times
before it reached the bottom. Its con-
tents were reduced to kindling. Not a
piece of Effie Currier’s furniture re-
mained intact. Most of it looked as
if a steam-rolier had gome over it.

¥“The jinx got him!” 1 heard awe-
striken mumblings all aroumd me.
“Old Effie wouldm’t let him get away
with her tnings!*

Certainly there was plenty of evi-
dence to bear them out. The side of
the road, where it passed the gorge,
was weil protected by a stout cable
fense, but Weestom had left that intact.

He had picked out the one possible
spot, just before the fence begam, to
lose control off the machime and
plunge dowm the hillside,

CHAPTER IV
Whhiterhimbad Miomace

T wasn’t until the second time we

looked at the mangled body that
Torn Leavitt pursed his lips in sur-
prise. In the same instant I saw what
had caught his attention. Weston's
hat was gome and his head was badly
battered. But it was not the sleek,
gray-haired head he had uncovered in
my living room! Now he was almost
bald, the round skull covered by a
close stubble no more than a quarter-
inch lomg!

“Dhat’s a prison haircut if T ever
saw one!” Tom whispered. He bent
over the body and went through the
coat pockets. That search revealed
nothing of comsequemce, except the
folded sales sheets Clem Trow had
lost so mysteriously at the auction.
Tihe address had been marked down
beside the name of each purchaser
and item after item had been checked
off as Weestom had bougiht them up.

The gorge was still crowded with
the morbidly curious when Tom and
I drove back to the office. There we
got busy on the telephome. In less
than an hour we had added consider-
able information to Eli Waeston's
obituary.

In the first place, we had discovered
that he was not Eli Weestom at all.
The antique dealer had gome out of
business some momths before and had
sold his truck to a second-hand man,
who had not bothered to paint out the
name before reselling it. In the sec-
ond place, we had learned that the
Massachusetts State Penitemtiary au-
thorities were scouring the country
for a trusty who had escaped less than
a week ago.

That trusty was a mam named
Pfeiffer —a former member of Ed
Dawson’'s gamg!

[Tlurn to page #4]



THRIUUING !
AMAZING/
IARTLINGY

HAPPENED!

ACES QF

44

DAN/ELL

- EXCITING S

NEW/, DIFFERENT, INGPRING
OF COMICS MAGAZINE.-..
DEDICATED TO RED-BLOODED
READERS EVERYWHERE/
CHARACTERS
THAT LIVE—BECAUSE THEY
REALLY LIMBDTHE GREATEST
WOST COLORFUL HEROES
OF PAST AND CURRENT HIS-
TORY-- DRAMATIZED ANO
BROWGHT T WFE IN
PAGES OF TRUEAND
V) GRIPAING ACTIOM/

cOMIES

ON ALL STANDS

Also Read THRILLING COMICS—EXQITING COMICS
and STARTLING COMICS—Emsh [0 at All Stands!




M THRILLING MYSTERY

“So there’s your answer,” Leavitt
summed up as he leaned back in his
swivel chair. “Pfeiffer must have read
a newspaper notice of the auction. It
was 80 impottant to him to get hold
of Effie Currier’s furniture before it
was scattered all over town that he
brfeke out of jail and rushed up here.
He got here teo late. There was noth-
ing He eould de but buy up whatever
he eould and comemit murder to get
his hands en anything that was re-
fused HBifm. ? New that he's
dead, your guess is as geed as mine.”

But I wasn’t even guessing. Relief
surged through me and left me feeling
weak, spent. My forehead was wet
with perspiratiom and the palms of my
hands were clammy. I realized what
our refusal to sell an old spinning
wheel and an organ might have meant
to Jean.

I bad already called her and kmnew
that she was safe, but now that did
not satisfy me. I wanted to see her,
to hold her in my arms. Tom modded
quickly when I said I was going home
and offered to drop him off on the
way.

He invited me in when I turned into
his drive and put him dowm at his
front door, but I wasn’t stopping just
then. I wanted to get home.

I slipped the car into gear, started
away. Before I reached the road,
Tom’s frantic yell brought my foot
down on the brake. He was stamding
on the porch, waving to me franti-
cally. Something abouwtt his face,
under the porch light, prickled my
scalp.

I did not wait to back up. I leaped
out and ran to the porch, across it and
through the front door. I froze there,
transfixed with paralyzing horror.

There on the floor lay Ruth, pinned
down beneath the wreckage of a tall
grandfather clock—ithe very same
clock she had bougiht at Effie Currier’s
auction!

The heavy top had crashed down on
her head, had crushed her skull and
battered one side of her face to a
bloody pulp. But she was still alive.
Tom had gathered her up in his arms,
was holding her close against him
while tears streamed down his writh-

ing cheeks. Amd out of that twisted,
blood-dripping mouth came gasping
words that were scarcely audible,
“Efffie — Effie Currier — she
knocked me dowm — she —
The gasping stopped and Ruth
Leavitt was dead.

TARK horror made my body an
insensate lump of flesh, my hands
and feet icy cold as I got back into my
car and drove home. Wiith breath-
taking suddenmness the grateful relief,
the fine security we had built on the
bogus Eli Wasston’s death had been
shattered. Ruth could not have been
attacked more than a few minutes be-
fore we arrived, long after the mas-
querading crimimnal had plunged into
the gorge.

And with her dying breath she had
whispering Effie Currier’s name. She
had accused a womam whose disinte-
grating corpse was lying in its grave.

Effie Currier ... Timat name, echo-
ing in my brain, spawned an unholy
terror that was beyond endurance. I
could hear her high, sharp voice ring-
ing in my ears as I got out of the car.
I raced to my front door. But ne,
that wasn’t her voice. It was the
organ Jean was playing in the lJiving
room.

Tihat orgam and spinning wheel
were cursed, devil’s toys. They were
a menace, a peril to Jean every meo-
ment they were in the house. Blind
rage against the hideous objects swept
through me. My hands balled into
hard fists, my jaws clenched. I
wanted to smash them to bits, to hack
them to splinters the waywy Justin
Skinner had fallen upon thne over-
stuffed chair and sofa.

But when I stepped into the lving
room and saw Jean sitting at the mel-
odeom, when she turned and smiled
happily at me, it waé as if a bueket of
cold water drenched me. Tthat jeyful
shock restored my sanity and chilled
me with the realizatiom o f how
strongly this horror was preying 6n
my mind. A little more and I weuld
go berserk, just as Skinner must have
done.

“I have a job for yow, Fred,” Jean
told me as I crushed her in my arms.
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“The organ needs fixing. Some of
the reeds aren’t working. After sup-
per maybe you can take it apart for
me.

And when I saw the eagerness in
her eyes, I could not muster the
courage to suggest that we throw the
thing out. She alwawys wanted a
parlor organ like her gramdmother’s.
Now that she had this one to play, it
would break her heart if I insisted on
disposing of it. I nodded moncom-
mittally, then told her what had hap-
pened to Ruth Leavitt.

That cast a pall over our evening.
Jean wanted to go right down to the
Leavitts’, but there was nothing we
could do there. Tomm had asked me
not to stay and I knew how he felt.

We had our supper in silence.
Though we tried to forget the tragedy
that had struck so close to us, it was
in our eyes every time we met each
other’s glances. Desperately I cast
about for something to take our minds
off it. It was then that I thought of
the organ. Wrhhile I was with Jean,
knowing I could fight to protect her,
my mind grew mormre realistic. I
wanted to inspect Effie’'s late posses-
gions carefully. I was beginning to
suspect that I understood the reason
for the murder, but I wanted to be
sufe.

Moving it out into the center of the
room, I unscrewed the back and lifted
it free. As Jean watched, I took off
the keyboard cover, unfastened the
front panels to get at the reeds. I
started to take them out to clean them.
One was tightly jammed. I bent
close, trying to pry it loose. And
suddenly she screamed.

(iEﬁe!l'

Just that one piercing shriek, but
it was so fraught with terror that it
seemed to stop the beating of my
heart.

I whirled, started to spring wpright,
even as I heard the quick rush of feet
behind me. I was too late. Before I
could raise a hand to protect myself,
something crashed down hard oa my
head. I dropped straight to my knees.

Blindly I groped, trying desper-
ately to get back onto my feet. The
second blow seemed to split my skull

wide open. A thousand kleig lights
blazed at me and then winked out into
smothering blackmess. . . .

HOPPING and pounding rang in

my aching brain, as if it were a
beating drum. The sound brought
me back to comsciousmess. I opened
my eyes and stared at Effie Currier.
I closed them again, shook my throb-
bing head. This must be hysteria or
madness, I told myself as I tried to
rally my dazed senses.

But the banging and smashing went
on and now there was another sound.
I heard a low sob that I knew was
Jean's.

I opened my eyes again and there
was no mistake about it. That was
Effie Currier standing over the nearly
demolished organ. Tivat black dress
and gray shawl, that tightly drawn
white hair gathered in a bun at the
back of her head — she looked exactly
as she had when she had hurled her-
self upon the platform rocker.

The organ was in little better con-
ditiom than the rocker she had torn
to pieces. Not satisfied with taking
it apart, she was using an ax upon it,
reducing it to splinters.

Tihat much I saw as I got my eyes
back into focus. Amnd then I saw Jean.
She was propped up in a chair, her
ankles and wrists tied together with
ropes. She was sitting there, watch-
ing the old wornan as if the devil him-
selt was at work in our familiar Jiving
roorn,

Not until then did I realize my own
plight. I was lying on the floar a
few yards from what was left of the
organ. My ankles wemee lashed to-
gether so tightly that the blood had
been stopped. Rope was wound
around my torso from my shoulders
to below my waist, binding my arms
close against my sides. I tested those
bonds experimentally. Tihe result was
discouraging.

“It ain’t here.” A voice from the
shattered wreck of the organ froze me
into immobility. My eyelids almost
closed. “Just like I thought, you
found it before I got here, heln?”

Effie glowered at Jean. But that
wasn’t Effie! It wasn’t Effie's voice.
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Now that the head was raised, so that
the light fell more fully upom the
features, I saw that it wasn’t Effie's
face. It was made up to look like
Effie and to be deceptive at a distance,
yes, but it wasn't good enough to stand
close scrutiny.

Neither the face beneath the white
wig, nor the worm pair of men’s shoes
beneath the hem of the black dress!

CHAPTER V
Danthh of the IDead

®Q®W& DOU found it, but it wom't de

M-you ne goed,” the man dis-
guised as Effie Currier threatened as
he stepped toward Jeam.. “You're
gomma hand it over to me. Oh, yes,
you are!” Her lips had clamped to-
gether and she tried to shrink back
from him. “Youw're gomma tell me
where it is. I got lots of ways of
makin’ you talk. Fire and knives and
slivers of wood jabbed up under your
fingeenaidils likee the Indians done.
You'll talk quick emough.”

At that instant I knew who he was.
Small observatioms that had seemed to
have no significance now made ghastly
sense. In the suddem flood of blind-
ing rage that rushed into my brain, I
lost my head completely.

“Bert Howard!” 1 shouted at him
and could have bittem my tongue off
the momemt the name left my lips.
“Let her alone! You can’t get away
with thmis!™

But my voice gagged in my throat
whem he turned and looked at me,
his face alight with devilish satis-
factiom.

“So yow woke up, heh?” He
grinned malevolently. *“THmt's fine.
You got some sense, so you know that
I ain’'t bluffin’. 1 want that paper,
Maymard. Hand it over and you won't
neither of you be hurt.”

“WHat paper?” 1 parried, trying
to draw him out.

Tihe grin left his face.

“Tihe paper you took out of the
organ."”

“I didn't see any paper. I didn't

take anything out of the organ. What
kind of paper was iit>"

“You're a liar!” he flung at me.
“Why did you take it apart then? To
fix it? Sure! Yow're a liar. I know
what you was after. You got wind of
it somehow and you foumd it before
I got here. But youw'll hand it over,
all right.™

Reaching dowm, he took hold of
Jean’s skirt and tore nearly a foot of
material from all around its hem. De-
liberately he fashioned the material
into a gag, thrust it into her mouth
and fastened it there. Icy terror
wrapped its paralyzing tentacles
around my heart.

“Dom’t be a fool]l, Maymard,” he
warned as he stood over her. “You
know 1 ain’t bluffim’. I got three
parts of that map now, but they ain't
no good without the piece you found.
I had to kill five people to get this
far. Youw ougita know I ain’t gonna
stop mow."

“Wat map are you talking albhowt?"
I sparred desperately for time, amy-
thing to keep his fiendish hands off
Jean.

“ithe map the sheriff got from Ed
Dawson!” he flared. His impatience
abruptly turned to rage. "“Tte map
that shows where Dawsom buried the
stuff they stole. Tie sheriff tore it in
four pieces and hid it in his furniture.
You know that. I found the fiirst piece
when I was cleanin’ up the mess after
Effie bust up his rocker, so I started
huntin’ for more.

“Ome was in one of the picture
frames Allard bougfht. Amother was
in the big clock the Leavitts bought.
Amd you found the last piece right
here in that orgam. I been through
your pockets already and didm't find
it, but you've got it and yow’ll hand
it over.”

Into my mind flashed the details of
Sheriff Currier’s clash with the Daw-
son gang. I had suspected that Ed
Dawsom had buried his loot when
the pursuit becamee too hot, that
Currier had taken from him the map
showing its locatiom. That explained
why Henry Potter had taken what had
struck me as a senseless risk to break
into Currier’s home and search for the
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map. After that visit the sheriff had
done what I thought — quartered the
map and hidden the pieces to protect
it for the county. But he had died
with the secret locked in his breast
when the survivors of the gang had
trapped him.

“Tihe county never dome right by
the sheriff and they never done right
by me!” Bert Howard raged. “I
been takin’ their guff for years, but
now I'm gonna get mine. You ain't
stoppin’ me, Maynard.”

As he spoke, he picked up the ax
and a piece of wood from the wrecked
organ. He began trimming frightful,
sharp-pointed slivers. Those slivers
were going to be drivem up under
Jean’s fimgernails!

ORROR gripped me by the

throat and threatened to stran-
gle me as I realized my helplessness.
There was nothing I could do to con-
vince him that I did not have his map.
Finding me there with the organ half-
dismantled was tee circumstantial. He
was eertain that I had beaten hifm to
it and Jean’s ageny wowuld net dis-
suade him.

If only I had the map, I would give
it to him and let him kill us quickly,
for I knew now that we were doomed.
But I could not even save Jean from
a fiendish torture that made me writhe
at the very thought of it.

Frantically I struggled against the
ropes, fought and twisted in every
possible way. It was useless. At
last, though, I managed to inch the
lower coils up a bit by bendiang at the
waist, succeeded in working them up
so that the lower two-thirds of my
forearms were free. Wiith that came
an imspiration.

Drawing up my knees so that my
hands could reach my shoe tops, I
pretended to be thrusting something
into one of them. Howard was on me
like a flézin. He ripped off the shoe
and eagerly searched inside o f it,
shook it. In that momemt I jack-
knifed myself up so that I could get
my hands on him, was able to grab
hold of him and cling desperately as
I struggled to free my imprisoned
arms further.

Howard straightened and got to his
feet, but I clung to him like a bulldog.
I clung to him until he shook one of
his arms loose and drew it back for
a blow. His fist smashed full into my
face and lifted me off my bound feet,
to hurl me into the spinning wheel.

My hundred and seventy pounds
smashed it to pieces as if it had been
made of toothpicks. The wheel, legs,
treadle, distaff, shuttle and framework
flatteneed beneath me and scattered in
every direction. Amd from some-
where inside of it a little roll of
brown paper dropped out oatm the
flowt !

We both saw it at the same mo-
ment, but Bert Howard had it before
I could even move my bound body.
A mouthing like a growl of amimal
satisfactiom broke from his lips as he
spread out the paper. His eyes blazed.
Eagerly he thrust his hand wnder
his black dress and brought out three
similar pieces.

I knew that our fate was sealed, our
minutes mumbered.

Carefully he folded the pieces to-
gether and put them back into his
pocket. Wrtheemn his eyes fleshed to
Jean and then to me, they mirrored
cold-blooded murder. He glanced
speculatively around the room — at
the ax, at the fire — and I could read
his thoughts. He was going to bash
our skulls and burn the house down
over us, ...

We didn't have minutes left mow.
Only seconds remained, but each of
those terror-fraught seconds was like
an eternity. My brain worked with
frantic speed. Tihere was only one
slim hope, a single mad chance, I
told myself.

I took it.
I was lying on the edge of the
hearth. I hitched closer. Then it

took only a coordimatiom of muscles,
a thrust and a twist, to roll over imto
the filamwes.

I had figured that roll to the iimch.
It left me face forward, with my left
shoulder and arm and part of my side
against the foremost of the burning
logs. I had fiigured] that, had expected
pain. But I had not even approxi-
mated the fearful agony thatt con-



98 THRILLING MYSTERY

vulsed my seared flesh as the fipmes
ate through my khaki shirt. My jaws
clenched, ground together se that i}
seemed my teeth must break as !
fought back the groans that welled Up
into my throat.

Y nostrils filled with the sick:

ening odor of my own reasting
flesh, but Bert Howard smelled it alse.
On that I had gambled desperately.
He whirled around and imstimctively
made a dive to puil me away befare
the ropes burned through.

I was ready for him, 1 grabbed
him with both hands, clung to him
fiercely as I fought to stay there,
while flemimpg doom was raging at my
back.

Tihat struggle helped. My straining
muscles, taxed to their utmost, swelled
against the fire-eaten ropes and
snapped some of them. Tihe rest loos-
ened, gave way, and my arms were
almost free!

Not until then did I let Howard
yank me clear of my agonizing bed
and then I came away with a speed
he little expected. Before he kmew
what was happening, my leftt arm
wrapped around his neck and I Jifted
myself clear of the fibewr. My dan-
gling weight pulled him off his feet.
We fell heavily together, fldlarddared
there until my groping right hand
closed en what my fiingess were §6 des-
pairingly seeking.

The distaff of the smashed spinning
wheel was made of hard wood and
tipped with a sharp metal point. In
my terrible extremity it offered a
heaven-sent weapon. Half-tied and

agonizingly burned, I could save Jean
and myself from the murderer enly
by seriously wounding of killing him
with my only weapem, and that had teo
be done quiickly.

Gripping it like a dagger, I swung
it up and plunged it inte his threat,
drove it inte his neck, inte Ris chest
again and again. These deep stabs
carried all my rapidly failling strength
behind them. I was deluged with the
blood spouting frem the deadly
wounds they madex

Bert Howard screamed in terror.
He struggied wiidly to get to his feet,
but the black dress hindered him. It
entangled him, tripped him, rolled
him closer to the fiaming hearth,
There his struggling suddenly ended.
Bilood gurgled up inte his threat and
throttied his fear-maddening cries.
He sat back limply and I thought he
was dead.

Life had net yet quite left him,
though. His eyes were glazing, but
abruptly his hand came out from amid
the rumpied folds of Effie Currier's
black dress. It flicketd toward the
hearth and four scraps of frayed
browm paper dropped on the burning
logs. For an instant they curled,
charred. Them, with a puff of fikume,
they were gone.

*It's mine!” came from his blood-
frothed lips in a dying gasp. “No-
body else will have it.”

I had been expecting it every sec-
end, yet I was vaguely surprised when
I voppied to the flioor in a faint. The
last thougiht that flieshedd through my
mind was that Jean was safe, and she
was worth a million buried treasures
oF rewards.

THE STORY OF A THOUSAND THRILLS!

THE POWIER OF
THE PUPPETS

A Complete Mystery Nowelet
By FRITZ LEIBER, JR.
COMING IN THE NEXT ISSUE



DEAD MAN'S EYE

By MARY ELIZABETH COUNSELMAN

Autioor of “Mhiffuigg Awwmss,” “Thhe Acccussed Isle,” efe.

e ———

The financier screamed and sprang to his feet, his face a mask of fear

ITH remarkable strength of
will, the dying man raised
up suddenly on his elbow in

the narrow charity ward cot. He
laughed. Harsh, bitter laughter pealed
out, silencing the chatter ot other pa-
tients beyond the screens that hid his
bed from sight. The twe interns,
bending eover him, recoiled and
theught of straiitjackets.

But the dying man was quite sane.
His bright browm eyes looked up at
them with intelligence, his mouth still
twisted in an ironic smile.

“S0,” he whispered weakly, “now he
wants something else that’s mine. 1
didn’t think he'd left me anything de-
girable! My wife—he took her when
he had me transferred to the tropics.
My ambition, my sense of humeor, then
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Hammerthwrst Thought
Amytthimg Could Be Bought
—Umntil He Discovered That
a Corpse Has Posittiively
No Use for Any Money!

my health. Whiite men don’t last Jong
in fever-country. Amd fimally my
honor, when he made everyone believe
I had stolen money and had me kicked
out of the company. All that Mr. J. C.
Hammerhurst took from me. Now
you come to me on my deathbed and
tell me I must give him my left eye!™

He fell back on his pillow, shaking



with harsh laughter until the tears
ran down his wasted cheeks. The
older intern coughed.

“Mr. Smith, there are no relatives
to claim your body. It would go to a
potter’s ffidd. I was sure you would
be willing, in return for . ... a decent
funeral. Mr. Hammerhwrst would be
quite generous, I think.”

“Generous?” the little man retorted.
“A golf ball hits him in the eye
at his swanky club and destroys the
cormea. Fever and heat have killed
me by inches. A fancy tombstome, in
return for my left eye! Yes, that's the
kind of honest bargain J. C. always
did offfen?”

A fierce, defiant light flared up in his
eyes. Once more, with a terrific effort,
he raised himself on an elbow and
glared up at the two doctors.

“No! His whisper shrilled with
intensity. *“Let him buy some other
guinea-pig, if he can. My eyes are
my own. They were born with me.
They grew up with me. Now they'l]l
die and be buried with me. They're one
thing he can never own! Tell him—
I smid—"

A rattle in his throat cut him short.
“Mir. Smith,” the charity patient with-
out a name, fell back on his pillow,
dead. His clear brown eyes were wide
open. The younger intern bent over
him swiftly, felt the pulse. He
straightened with a shrug.

“Gome. Poor old guy, he was crazy
as a coot. Persecution complex. What
are we going to do about that cornea?
Stevens starts operating in fifitwen
minutes."”

The other intern scowled.

“Yeah. This poor guy must have
been out of his head at the end, blam-
ing all his failures on the first rich
man we happened to mention. Ham-
merhurst may regain his full eyesight
by having a new cormea grafted on.
WHet's an eye, more or less, to this
poor devil mow?2™

OURS later, in an expensive
room on Third, called by hospi-
tal employees the “Royal Suite,” a
stocky, flloridl man in silk pajamas lay
with his eyes bandaged. He was con-
scious now, queasy from the amesthetic
and resentful of the hushed noises go-
ing on about him.
“Stop whispering and shushing
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around!” he roared suddenly. “Get
me a cigar. Get me the aftermoon
paper and read me the stock reports.
I never saw such complete 1ineffi-
ciency! Stevens, you can cancel those
plans for the annex. I've thought bet-
ter of it. Wiy should I promise a
hundred thousand dollars to you pack
of fools just for doing your jol?"

“Yes, Mr. Hammerhurst.”

The surgeon’s quiet voice cut
through the tirade with studied pa-
tience. Across the tycoom’s bed, he
and the special nurse exchanged a
look of weary understanding. The
finami¢er muttered under his breath.
A smug look of satisfactiom came into
his face.

“So the operatiom is a success, is it?”
he grunted. “WWdll, why not? I'm
paying for success, not failure. You
say I'll regain the use of this eye
completely ?*

“I have every reason to think so,
Mr. Hammerhurst,” Stevens amswered.
He hesitated. “Thwmt new cormea was
taken from the body of a charity pa-
tient who died this morning. The
interns assured him that you would
be generous in the matter of a decent
funeral, if he—"

“Charity patient?” the fiimancier ex-
ploded. “Wihy should I? His family
should take care of that. What's his
name?"

“He gave the name of Smith. They
usually do.” The doctor simugged.
“Tihen you womn’t give anything toward
his funeral?”

“Certainly not!"” J. C. Hammerhurst
bellowed. “WWtat difference does it
make to a charity patient where they
dump his remains? Bring me a cigar,
nurse! How many times must I ask
for something around here?” He
chuckled, raising a hand to his ban-
daged eyes. “So I'll be seeing the
world after this through another man’s
eye. A dead man’s eye. Very amus-
ing!”

Stevens looked at him, siickened.
Wiitthoutt another word, he strode from
the room. . . .

Hammerhurst’s eye healed rapidly,
for he was a man who had taken ex-
pensive care of his body. Before a
month passed, he was back at his busi-
ness, with only a dark lens in the left
side of his glasses to remind one of
his accident.



Dr. Stevens called almost daily to
inspect his handiwork, fearful of what
this tyrant could do to his profes-
sional reputation if anything went
wrong. In Hammerhurest’s inner sanc-
tum, two weeks after the operation,
fear touched his spine as the tycoon
roared:

“You told me I could see out of this
eye as clearly as the other! Wll, I
can’t. Whenewer I try, everything
blurs and I get a vicious headache.
See here, you told me in the presence
of witnesses—"

Stevens held his temper with an ef- |
fort. ‘

“I did say I thought yow'd be able
to see inside two weeks. But any doc-
tor can miscalculate, Mr. Hammer-
hurst. Take off your glasses for a mo- |
ment, please. I'll draw this shade a
bit. Now shut your right eye and
open the left. Focus on my face.”

Hammerhwrst, seated in a chair of |
dark red leather, scowled petulantly.
Then with a grunt he obeyed. He
took off the glasses, shut both eyes.
Squinting painfully, he opened the'
left.

The blood ebbed from his fltorid |
face. A strangled sound escaped him'
as his left eye stared up at the sur-
geon. A tremor went over him and
he leaped to his feet, grabbing at
Stevens’ arm and shutting both eyes
convulsively. His voice was harsh, |
unsteady. tinged with a deep horror.

“Stevems, | —I— My God, what a
ghastly iilllusiiom"™

HE doctor sprang to his side,
forced him into the chair.

“Take it easy, Mr. Hammerhurst.
You're all right. The optical nerve
is a tricky thing sometimes. Be
calm. It’s nothing. Tell me, what was
it that you thought you saw?"

The fimancitker had slumped in his
chair, quivering. Tihe blood flnowed
back into his face, which darkened
with anger. Putting on his glasses
again with the one dark lens, he glow-
ered up at Stevems, furious at being
comforted by a weaker, less clever
man.

“Certainly I'm all right! Just a

momentary dizziness. But let me tell

you this. I'm through with your dis- |

tinguished services. Tomorrow I'm '
(Continadd on page )
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By CHIAKRA

Famoons Maystic

Strange stories will always be popuilar, especially Whé‘ﬁ these _§trang@.§t@ri@§ are
true. The person who has a number of odd and myﬁnfymg stories at his fingertip
will always be the center of attraction in any cenversation.

The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment.

It presents

true stories of strange happenings gathered from all eorners of the earth and authen:

ticated by reliable persons.

Your CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading Free!

Send in Coupeom on Page 106

REQUIEM

T'HERIE have beem many stories of
beautiful music having been heard at
the morment of death. No one can explain
it To add to this collectiom, here is a
letter just as it was received from Mrs.
Anna C . ... of Elizabeth, N. J.

Dear Chakra: Having been interested
in your Mysteey-BSpepes for many years,
I want to tell you of the strange thing
that happened in my home last night.

My mother has been ill for several
weeks. In her younger days in Poland,
she was a pianist and had been cempli-
mented on her playing by Ighace Paderew-
ski, whom she adored. Naturally, she
taught me to play the piane, but I de net
play as well as mother whe up until her
sickness would be at the plane every day.

Being confined to bed, she missed her
music terribly, so I have played for her
each day whenever I could find time from
my housework and caring for my children.

Last night it was very hot, so I did net
retire early. In fact, shortly after eleven
o’'clock, my baby woke up, and it teelk
me comsiderable time to quiet him.

Finally at 11:30 (I remember looking at
the clock) I sat dowm in the living reem
before going to bed. 1 looked at the
piano and had a strange desire to play. 1
almost started to, when I realized it was
too late and might wake the baby and
mother. So a few momnents later I put eut

the light and stepped into mother’s room
to see if she was all right.

But she wasn’t asleep. She looked up
at me and smiled joyously as she said:
“You played beautifully just now, Anna.
I could have believed it was Paderewski.”

Believing she had beem dreaming, I
patted her and soon she was asleep. It
was 11:40 when I put out her light.

Perhaps I would have forgottem the in-
cidemt had I not picked up the newspaper
today and read: “Igmace Jan Paderewski,
80, world famous pianist and Pollizh states-
man, died last night at 11:35 in New York
City. As he passed away, his fiiigers
seemed to be mowinhg as though he were
playing his own requiem. They will never
play again.”

DEATH WAMITED AT THE
CROSS-ROADS

VISITOR from the middle west re-
ported this story. His name is Al
Levans. He claims that his friend, Tom
Gruber, a police sergeamt, answered the
phone late one night at police headquar-
ters and distinctly heard a deep voice say:
"Tom, better go out to the eross-tvads on
Route 22. A car turned over. Driver
needs help.” Then the ealler hung up.
Sergeamt Gruber, always suspleious of
false alarms when people refuse to give
their identity over the phone, hesitated a
moment. But finally he decided to investi-



gate. It wasn't far away—about three
miles out—a bad crossing and near a curve.
Should have a light anyway.

A few minutes later, Gruber arrived in
hig car. But there was no sign of activity
at the cross-roads. The place was de-
serted, no wrecked car in sight.

“Some college kid trying to be funny,”
thought Gruber. “But no—that was an
old man’'s voice. Sounded something like
Dad's.” His father had been dead a year.

Then Gruber sat in his parked car awhile
and pondered. Just what had the man
said? And the more he thought about it,
the more vague it seemed. Maybe he had
dreamed it. He had been dozing off all
evening. Then he began to laugh. “Guess
I'd better go on the day shift,” he mut-
tered, and started his car back to town.

He had driven less than 200 feet when
he heard screaming brakes at the curve
behind him. Then a crash. He looked
back. A car had turned over.

In a moment he was beside the wrecked
car. It was beginning to blaze. He pulled
the lone driver out in time and rushed the
man to the hospital. The face was bloody.

Not until Gruber reached the hospital
did he recognize the driver. It was Tom
Gruber’'s own brother—Dauglas of Chi-
cago, who, after he had been revived, not
being seriously hurt, said he had decided
to visit Tom on his way South.

Dream or no dream, that weird phone
call had enabled Tom Gruber to save his
brother’s life.

How do you account for it?

DEATH BOMB

ERE is a story vouched for by Ed

Bedin, New York literary agent for
Captain Kenneth Breown Collings, world
war aviater, adventurer and auther. A
subatantlauﬂg witness is Henry Mackey
of Nutley, N. J.

Early in April, 1941, Captain Collings
came into Bedin's office and handled the
agent a manuscript. It was an siticle
about the late "Seeke” Reagan, the Amer-
iecan marine flyer whe origimated a style
of dive-bombing fany years age. Cel-
lings had flewn with Reagan.

Collings told Bedin that he was going
to Canada the next day to sail for Eng-
land where he would ferry plane from
English factories to combat zones. Bodin
smilingly asked: “Are you coming back,
Ken?”

Collings shrugged his shoulders and
looked at his own framed photograph
which hung on Bedin's wall.

“Welll,” said the famous flyer, “if I
don't, I'll look up Socke Reagan, and we'll
get permission of Saint Peter to dive-
bemb hell.”

And then he added: “Amyway, you'll
hear from me one way or the other even
if 1 have to drop a bomb on your office
to tell you I'm still around.”

It was the afternoon of April 30th.
Bodin was sitting at his desk talking to
Henry Mackey. Suddenly, without appar-
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ent cause (no one was near it) the large
photograph of Captain Brown
Collings crashed to the finor,

Both Bodin and Mackey jumped from
their chairs. “Wow,” said Mackey—"that
doesn’t look good for Collings, does it?*

Bodin repaired the frame and dismissed
the matter .as coincidence. But a week
later he was shocked into horrible realiza-
tion when Henry Mackey brought in an
evening newspaper reading: “ in Ken-
neth Brown Collings killed at sea along
with ten other American flyers when their
ship was torpedeed in mid-oceam April
30th-ll

GRATEFUL PIGEON

QUEER story has been reported at
a certain chemical laboratory in New
Jersey, where chemists are experimenting
on new type gas-masks.

It seems that Johm Hicksom, one of the
chemists was very fond of pigeoms, having
raised them as a boy. A few pigeons
would floclk around his laboratory window
each day, and Hickson would feed them.
He bought a 100 pound bag of cracked
corn just for the birds. His colleagues
would ridicule him as being a softie, but
Hickson dida't mind. His smiling answer
would be: “Pigeons bring good vibrations
and luek.”

One morming in May Hickson was feed-
ing his pigeomns. They were eating out of
his hand. His main pet was a big gray one
who flew on his shoulder readily. He was
interrupted by one of the engineers bring-
ing in a new gas-mask and ordered Hickson
to test it in the gas-chamber. The most
deadly and powertul gas was to be used.
The engineer assured Hicksom that the
gas-mask was flawless and he need have
ne feaf.

Hicksom put on the mask and fastened
it securely. Wihem he was satisfied of its
perfection he headed toward the gas-
chamber across the court-yard.

As he reached the open he looked up at
the pigeoms circling above him. He won-
dered if his pet pigeon would recognize
him with the mask of.

Before he could realize what had hap-
pened, his pet pigeon had swooped down,
its claws and beak fighting the mmask. In
a moment a section of rubber was ripped,
rendering the fmask useless. Never be-
fore had the pigeon acted this way, and
Hickson had worn fnasks fany times test-
ing them in the safie manner.

As the chemist took off the mask, he
was angry. He knew the engineer would
be furious. He could ifmagine his ¢6l-
leagues saying: “I teld you se. You
woulldl pampes rat pigeens.”

With all apologies he reported what had
happened. Tihere were some ugly words
on part of the engineer until he loolked at
a section of the rubber. Then the engi-
neer exclaimed: “Geood God, man—look
at this eye-piece—tthet® is a flaw in the
glass. It's a good thing you dida’t give
this the A test. You would have been



dead. I don’t know how this was over-
looked. It must have been due to the
shadow which was not noticeable from
the outside.”

When Hickson went back to find his pet
pigeon and give the bird some extra corn,
it had disappeared. It has not been seen
from that day until the time of this writ-
ing. Everyone at the laboratory admits
there was something uncanny about the
whole thing. They remembered how that
pigeon never associated with the others.
Its eyes had been different.

Had it fulfilled its earthly destiny in the
saving of Hickson? He thinks so—and
he's a practical chemist.

THE HOLLOW TUBE OF MAGIC

STRANGE tale of magic has been

reported by John Greenwood, who
recently returned with his wife and daugh-
ter from a visit to Mexico.

It seems that Mr. Greenwood had
taken a trip on account of his daughter,
Margaret, who, sometime ago, began to
show signs of insanity. Greenwood had
spent a large amount of money taking
his only daughter to specialists and psy-
chiatrists; but none could help her. She
was developmg a dual personality—a Dr.
Jekyll and Hyde complex. At spells she
would talk like an old hag or witch and
cackle in glee especially when someone
was hurt or a chicken was killed.

These spells would last for several
hours and she had to be strapped for fear
of doing harm to herself and others. She
had no recollection of her actioms while
under the control of what seemed like a
demon.

Mr. Greenwood was desperate. He
didn't want to send his daughter to an
asylum. It would be torture to her in
her ratiomal moments.

One night, in talking to a world traveler,
he was informed that there was an old man
near Mexico City who had cured many
insane people by "“drawing the demomn out
of their bodies through a hollow tu

Scientists naturally laughed about this
story; but Greenwood was in such a state
of mind that he would try anything in
order to save his daughter from a fate
worse than death.

So, without telling his wife his mission,
he arranged for a trip to Mexico. The
gso-called witch-doctor was located and,
after certain arrangements, Greenwood
took his daughter to the old man's hut.
Mrs. Greenwood nearly fainted when her
husband revealed what was about to take
place. But he convinced her and she sat
by, terrified. The daughter thought it
was just a funny examination.

Here is what Greenwood reports:

“Tihe aged man stripped my daughter to
the waist. Them he took a hollow black
wooden tube, about 12 inches long, and
placed one end of it against her chest
above the heart. She closed her eyes at
the witch-doctor’s command and she
seemed to be hypnotized. Then the old

[Tarn page]
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man put the other end of the tube to his
mouth. Suddenly my dau?hter began to
twitch. Then as my wife and were
growiing almost frantlc and ready to stop
the man's actions—a horrible scream filled
the hut. But it did not come from my
daughter’'s throat because her mouth was
closed. 1 shall never forget that scream
as long as I live. It sounded like a crea-
ture being burned alive. The scream
gradually faded. My daughter opened
her eyes and smiled. She said she
had a horrible dream that someome was
threwing her in & fire, but then an angel
came to her rescue and carried her way
up in the sky. Iastinctlvely I knew by
the expressiom 6n her faece that she was
eured. She has been her true self ever
sifiee.”

Was it blat% magxc? Here is what the
famous Dr L. Garrett of New
York, says in his latest book:

“ft is interesting to note that the ritual
of the Congo savage, the Haitian voodoo
or other primitives may produce thera-
peutic results that are practically iden-
tical with those of modern msycho-therapy.
Howewer, the treatment given by the prim-
itive medicine man was usually concluded
by pretending to suck what might remain

Special Free Offer

Send this coupom to Mystery-Scopes, THRILL-
ING MYSTERY magazine, 11 East 39th St.,
New York City. Enclose a self-addressed
stamped envelope. You will recelve a Chakrs-
Crystal-Scopa giving you a compliete analysis of
yourself—your lucky number, good and bad
traits, lucky color, best occupatiom and other
vital limformation.
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of the demon out of the body through a
hollow tube”

Yes, “there Jare stranger things in heaven
or earth

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Chakra:
Is it believed that siamese-twins have
but one soul?

Grace Himmer.
Dear Miss Himmer: There are two separate
consciousness, independemt of each other.
Physiical deformity has nothing to do with
s:)ul-cmmimmmm according to metaphysi-
ciams.

Dear Chakya:
Has any medium ever satiisfactorily
described the appearance of a spirit?
George Mackman.

Dear Mr. Mackmam: According to Harry Vil-
lers, celebrated medium, the visiom is similar
to forms one oftem sees just before fallimg
asleep.

Dear Chakra:

Are there any predictions as to when
U. 8. will have its next war? Is it due
in 19417

Henry Todd.

Deatr Mi. Todd: The years in which U &
entered a war, all added to an evem mumber.
Therefors it is Indicated In 1943 or lPF¥—mnot
1941 or 1943. For instance: 1776 added to 20;
1812 added to 12. 1845 was 18; 1861 was 16,
1898 was 26; and 1917 added to 18, Watch
Aprill, 1942,

Dear Chakia:
Wheo is considered to be the greatest

mystic that ever lived?

Hazel Breunning.
Dear Miss Breunning: The Frenchmann-
Alexand=r, Count of Cagliostro. You cam ffmd
many books in the library concerming his

strange powers.
CHAKRA

Comoirngy Vlebotx| § ameriss|
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DEAD MAN'S EYE
 (Enntinued fram page lfb&g
writing Frawnbawr to come apnd take
ever the case. Yow're Rothing but
'a elumg@y quask, a chiseling veten:-
nary! Get out of my office! Get qut
and dem't come bagk!™

Dr. Stevens stoed erest. He gave
the financier one steady leok. Then
'with a faint sigh of resignation he
waiked out.

For a month thercafter, Stevens
feit Hammerhurst's pressure in his
work at the hospital. Twoe wealthy
| patients demanded another surgeon.
| The hospital head became exacting
'and suspiciouss. Wihem the board of
directors met, only his record of fime
service kept him from losing his place
as head surgeon.

The doctor fumed, but could do
nothing against a man like J. €. Ham-
merhurst. Men who incurred the ty-
coom’s disfavor wemt dowmn like wheat
before the scythe. Stevens could only
wait and pray for a lucky break.

It came whem Tirumbaur called at
i the hospitall and asked to see him one
i morning. The noted surgeom’s friend-
liness and admiratiom for the Amer-
ican doctor undid all the harm that
Haramerhurst had accomplished in
' the eyes of the hospital director. For
it was about J. C. himself that Trum-
'baur had come to comswlt with
| Stevens.
| “A strange case,” the famous doc-
I tor stated at once. “Stewens, you did
a beautiful job on that cornea. As far
as the X-rays show, there are no com-
plications whatever and no injury to
the optical nerve. But somhething is
out of focus about that eye. Frankly
I've never seen a rman §6 ROfribly
nervous and feightened. He’s mef-
tally afraid te use that left eye of his!
Almest psyehopathic abeut it. Wears
an eye-Hap ever it every waking Reuf:
That's absurd. TR eye Has Realed
perfeetly.”

“But he can’t see out of it?” Stevens
frowmed. “It pains him, you meam?"

“No.” Trumbaur averted his eyes,
then looked back at the other surgeon
with a queer expression. “No, it
doesn’t seem to pain him at all.
There's just something wiong with
the way it receives visual impressions.

w

He sees things with it that he deesn’t
see with his other eye. Thowse are his
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own words. I've asked him what
things, but he won’t tell me. Can't
seem to bring himself to put it into
words.”

Stevens’ frown deepened.

“Sees things? He isn’t going in-
sane, is he?”

“Hardly.” Trumbaur shrugged.
“Tihe man has a remarkable mind,
strong personality. No, he's quite
normal, except for these hallucina-
tions of the left eye. It isn't unique.
I've had some peculiar experiences
with the optical nerve. Multiple
sight, blind spots and so on. There
was one patient of mine who imagined
that everyone she saw had only one
eye. The visiom of two objects, you
see, just came together and made one
with her distorted focus.

“There are numbers of upside-down
sight cases. I asked Hammerthmrst if
his illusions were similar, but the way
he laughed at me" was insulting.
Much as one might laugh at a child
inquiring about the fourth dimen-
sion!”

The American doctor whistled, rub-
bing his chin thoughtfully. Trum-
baur cleared his throat.

“Amd then,” he blurted abruptly,
‘yesterday he came to me and begged
me to take out his left eye, or the
grafted tissue, and put in another one!
Stevens, this sounds like madness, but
I assure you Hammerhurst was quite
normal otherwise. He said his left
eye was diderdit”

TEVENS blinked umcomprehend-
ingly at him,

“Dead? Meaning it hasn’t adjusted
to the other tissue?"

“That,” Trumbaur answered oddly,
“is not what he meant, I think. Well,
I'm going home tomorrow. There's
nothing I can do, as I told him. One
doesn’t take out a man’s eye and put
in another when it's perfectly healthy
and unimpaired. Your operatiom was
a complete success—medically. Ham-
merhurst’s trouble must be meurotic.
Good day, sir. It's been a pleasure
and an honor to be associated with
you.”

Stevens bade him farewell in a glow
of gratitude and went back to his
work with new enthusiasm. But all
day he was thinking of the fifianciier
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and his eerie obsession. After operat-
ing hours, out of curiosity he called
the two interms into his office and
questioned them, hoping to find some
angle to dispel Hammerhurst's morbid
fear. But what he heard about the
dying charity patient, Stevens de-
eided, was nothing to soothe any neu-
retic.

“If Hammerhurst was told about
the man’s hatred of him,” he said to
the interns, “that might be the cause
of his neurosis. But he wasn’t, you
say? Nothing more than my request
for the funeral money? Amd he’d for-
get that at once. Oh, well, it's no
lenger my ease, so wihat am I worrying
abeut?”

But that evening, at his bachelor
apartment on Argylle Circlle, pounding
on the door startled him from a much-
needed nap. Wen his servant opened
the door, a disheveled figure shoved
past and almost fell into Stevens'
study. It was J. C. Hammerhurst,
wearing a black velvet flap over his
left eye.

Stevens gaped at him, shocked that
any man could have lost so much
weigiht and takem om so many years
in a month’s time. Tie man was hag-
gard, sallow and so nervous that his
hand shook, sloshing out half the
brandy the doctor offered him at once.
He stood there, breathing hard like
a spent runner, that one eye of his
flitting over the roorn comstantly as
he speke in a pleading rush of weords.

“Stevemz, I'm sorry for all I—I've
done to you, or tried to do. You've
got to help me. Youw've got to! You're
the only one—"

The Americam surgeom looked up
at him coldly. At the abject humility
in the tycoom’s face, his anger van-
ished. Gently he led Hammerhwrst to
a chair, eased him into it.

“Try to get a grip on yourself,” the
doctor murmured soothingly. “There.
flean back and relax. Tell me all about
it.”

Hammerhurst stared at him, his one
eye glaring weirdly, fille] with a hor-
ror so plain that it drove every other
expressiom from his face. His fifiggers
plucked at the chair arm. It was the
only sound in the quiet room.

“Stevens,” the finmncier blurted,
“I'll build you that hospital annex. I
—iI'll give you a gram of radium, or

no



any other equipment you need. Name
your price, 1f—if only you'll—take out
this left eye of mine and replace it
with a—a live one. No other surgeon
in town will take my case. Amd 1=
just can’t stand it any lomger”

Collapsing, he buried face in hands
and began to sob weakly. Stevens
rose, walked to his side and laid a
steadying hand on his heaving shoul-
der.

“There, now. Dom’t give way like
this, Mr. Hammerfhwrst. Hold your
head up a minute. Let’s take a look
at that eye.”

The financier
jerked away.

“No!” he rasped. “I can’t take off
the flagn! I—I can’t let iit—"

E surgeon paid no attention to
him. Skillfully he ripped off the
velvet filap. Holdimg his patient’s head
steady, he turned back the closed left
lid and examined the eyeball. It was
clear and healthy, only a little blood-
shot from disuse. But Hammerhurst
screamed like a wounded horse and
clapped a hand over the eye.

“No .... no.... not¥" he moaned.
“Ofh, don’t make me look at it! Don't,
don't!”

“At what?” Stevens demanded
quietly. “You must tell me wihat you
see, or I can’t help you.”

The financier trembied
hand.

“Homrible—horrible—"" he breathed.

recoiled violently,

under his

Stevems’ grip tightened on his
shoulder commandingly.
“Telll me,” he repeated gently.

“You must.”

Hammerhurst shuddered again.

“L ... T tell youw” he whis-
pered sharply. “You wom’t think ¥'m
insane? I see it, Stevens! Ireally see
it with this left eye! It's dead, you
know. A dead man’s eye. Amd it—it
sees exactly what his other eye is see-
ing, not what my right eye sees.”

He lifted his face slowly, a white
mask of horror and despair and sleep-
less nights. Stevems, though acecus-
tomed to the sight of suffering, was
appalled.

“The walls are moidy. The furni-
ture is shabby and broken and eaten
by termites, rotted away by age. I can
see you as a rotting corpse, Stevens,
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THRILLING
MYSTERY
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with my left eye! Wiith his left eye.
It’'s dead, you see. That's why J—1I
want it outt)”

“My God!” Stevems gasped, grip-
ping his patient’s arm. “You poor
devil, I had no idea you were suffering
from a neurosis like this! It’s only
a neurosis, Mr. Hammerhurst. You
should have gome to a nerve specialist,
not to me. Yow must go tomorrow.”

The faint look of hope in the ty-
coom’s face died slowly as he spoke.
Stevens watched it go out like a
candle, but he talked on.

“There’s nothing to this. It’s-all in
your own mind. You need a rest in a
good sanatorium. Tthere’s not a thing
wrong with your left eye. It’s healed
perfectly. I couldm’t undertake an
operation on a healthy eye. Yow must
see that. Next time it might not be a
sueeess. Yowu might face a future of
partial blindness.”

The laugh that escaped the fifivan-
cier was wild, bitter and despairing.

“You think I haven’t been to a psy-
chiatrist? I've seen three! They can't
do a thing for me. The trouble is in
this dead eye, I tell you! But you
refuse, too? Tiat's your amsswer?”

Stevens nodded, shrugged. Ham-
merhurst’s mouth twisted. He rose
jerkily, slipping on the eye-flap with
hands that shook.

“I see,” he said harshly. “Profes-
siomal integrity. I—I thougiht every-
one could be bougtht, Stevems. But—
Good might.”

He ended abruptly and strode
toward the door, staggering like a
drunk.

“Have you tried Hotchkiss?”
Stevens called after him. “He’s the
best nerve man in the state.”

But the slam of the apartmemt door
was his only amswer.

WYY THHIN the morning paper came,

wWw he read the headlines and
cursed himself for net running after
his ex-patiemt and having him hespi-
talized for observation. He was mad,
of course. No sane man wowld have
taken the cigarette lighter frem his
car and burned out his ewmn eyeball
with it. . . .

His owm eye? Stevens paused and
the printed columm blurred before
his vision. He was thinking suddenly
of what those two interns had told



him. A fever-wasted little man, dying
in the charity ward, had whispered
in a last burst of defiamce:

“My eyes are my own. They were
born with me, they grew up with me,
and now they’ll die and be buried with

me! They're one thing he can never
own!”
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“Hge sa1p he remembered seeing me around,
but he didn’t even know my name until the
I. €. S. wrote him that William Harris had
enrolled for a course of heme study and was
doing fine work.

“Who's William Harris?’ he asked.
Then he looked me up. Told me he was glad
to see | was ambitious. Said he'd keep his
eye on me.

“He did too. Gave me my chance when
Erank Jordan was sent out on the road. |
was promoted over older men who had been
with the firm for years.

“My spare-time studying helped me to
get that job and to keep it after I got it. It

“THE BOSS
DIDN’T EVEN
KNOW
MY NAME

certainly was a lucky day for me when I
signed that I. €. S. coupom™

One reason employers recognize the value
of 1. €. S. training is that many of them are
former I. €. S. students. They recognize
that *today’s I. €. S. students are tomor-
row's leadexs:”

In the 50 years since these Schools were
founded, more than $5,000,000 has been
spent in preparing and revising texts. A per-
sonal, individual method of instruction has
been developed. Isn't it better to get the
facts now —than te wait five years and
wish you had?

POX 3947-T, SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins

and Why,” and full particulars about the course beforer which 1 have marked X:
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

g A,rloulmn & Air Brake [) Contracting smd Buiiting E] Marine Engimam R. R. Signalman B Refrigeration
E] Cotton Mismufsaturimg E] Mechanieal Drufiting anitary Engjnnrmg

b Axrplnne thnln‘ €] Dieeel Engjinea E] Meehanleal Q Bheet Metal Work

€] Architeotura]l Dreffting I Eleotrical andng Mine Foreman 0 Bhlp Drafting [0 Bhop Practice

Arebitesture £ Electricsl Engjimeerimng G 8team Engines

} Navigation G Bteam Electric

ting
B Plumbing () Struotsral D
) Rt G Structural Eulnl::ring
Practizal Telephony

B Autio Engine Trome-umpmp E Lightomg
O Aato Technician B) Foundry Work @
€ Aviation G Avistion Mechanic G Heat Trntnunt of Metale

0O Boilermoaki B High eering a s ing ana Mappi
I Bridge Engineering @] Hogu:‘:ugl 'T" Public Works Enginesring T:Im Eume:glq::g
Chemistry 0 Looomotive Enginoor Radio, General Telephome Worl
Civil Engineering Machinist G Radio Operating Textile B-Igning ETooimking
£l Goal Mimimg Management of Inventions 0 Rnd "1 Welding, Bleotrio and Gas
Q) Concrete Engineesring B Mfig. of Pulp and Paper G R: R: Section ) Woalen Manufascturing
Ad BUSINESS m‘l | Clerk
8 Acoounti E] Advertising @ Coilege Preparato G Freach ] Railway Postal Cler!
O Bookkeepine g %W " Semn Epgllsb G Selemntcabiy o
mun CT
G Showeard and 8ign L!nq'lng

é@udm Management
Civil Be,

Cartooning G Traffic Management

3 Bl
8 %ﬂ mglﬁ:&;.‘ ECONOS. |%~% g Work

vanoed Dreeemaking Homo Dfoasmﬁ.km

€] Tea Room =nd Cslieterim
Managesnamn!

oods and Coolkery B Pr i Dm kiag and Designin t. Catering
Nome-. [URUS— ¥, R WOkl ... ..
@hy> . LBEARE. ... W!WIOH

c«mm fovldmth ieﬁd eeuaen to mwmw: Ooxi ian. "om?dl m."—n
Britiad residonts somd oowpon fo [. mb%ﬂn .0\ cwk'&‘le aado




T MV YOUR NEW DBLO-TWERW RIGHTT ... AND I
IS CERTANLY THE THESE TIMES
HANDSOMEEST HEATER DUOATHERM'S
~ / EVIBR SIAWY FIELHOIL SAKING

WEEBNS A Lamd

Amazing New-Style Heater Keeps Your House
Toasty Warm . ... And Censerves 0il at the Same Time

EAUTY' Efficiency! Exomomy !
That's what Duo Therm offers
you, T REaNRAN LIS T B &E8pS
Loy Bin PEAY N Sy, 51600n ¢ ARSRSY!
CORELNGSf hedoRSYr . 52 WEn 8n flle
fr()\s({)ilésgsﬁmg?laltlnfﬁ)aiil © petElse "DARE
fl‘?\scgirens\t' s ”}Per&i‘” cl \lS_R?g anak Y
POSED Rir "B RIS WP TSRS
w ir Blower force§‘,?' notxl

owegr Air f
uniform warm 81rcom rough

uniform Wa’rm air com fort throulgh
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YOUE( Whale house |ntq evegy,
Wook and corner trom Hoor )
JUSTL) WLl IS LU LW L
- ilm And Power r_is adlvst
ug)lc. QO RIVC voul Just thu- amoun off'
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circulation desnr-d
And remember . .. only heatthat
. And remember .. .only heat that
1s forced by power gocs everywhere
1S, forced Y, power ?oes everywhere
N cut thdt 18 not power
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riven rises to the ceiling and “'loafs
riven rises to tbe ceiling and "loafs"
here.
here.
New Bue-Therm Pawer-Alf
soves up to 25% In fuel eil! Now,

mere than sver belre, fusl oil econ-

New All-Weather

DUO-THERM

The Most Popular Fuel-Oil Heater im America

omy is vitally important! Adlcuel
testss have piaveerd that Duo Therm,
with its patented Power Air blower,
gives you floxir to ceiling comfort
PLUS up te 25, sainghg im [duel
il over & Reater without Power:
A" A Duo-Theirth With Pawer:
At gives you psee home Somifort

and makes every drap of ail go
Riveter’

Marvelows new burner! Masttern en-
gineering brings a new peak of effi-
ciency to Duo Therm's wproved
DuakrLlamben her Burfer' Yomi mow
have ecomplete famaw<argalrros at all
settings see hedhr j%f gallen of
cheap fuel' And Dwiey Thiii 1§ c 883,
slgatne and sa¥e . Al MRS afé
listed as standard By the Underwrii:
ers’ Laboradones

Look ot these features! A simple
turn of the fifacdydy Foont Diall gives

you just the degree of heat you want

and Coonrdmated Comtrol in-
sures proper draft for perfect com
bustion! Open the Radrmant Door
and enjoy a flood of cheerful warmth
Special Waste-Stopper saves fuel

Small dewh paymwhtl Ask ySuf
nearest dealer iedmiy 18 shaw you the
moderh Due Therfs=the Mast
Pantitirus, mest s¥REdne WERLEFS
ever Made Many medrdis. €apacities
i €8 6 r83Ms. Ask 2B8UE 8asy relS!
And makl the coupan Belaw AW, faF
COMpIRte deseriptive iHYoration!
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womn 375 ¥FPES

Maxikel 575-2 Duo-Therm is the beet
answer for room heating comfort. Radi-

ates amd circulates.
Ceer, IMW1. Wiator Whes Corp.

- ——— TiEHAWR OWiT AND MWIIL———TG@DW\‘I-—-——l ,
| DUO-THERM DIVISION

Dept. T¢1-4A Motor Wiheel Corporation, Lansing, Mich.
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Fresh from the press—this new 1942 KALAMAZOO
CATALOG —FREE to you. Mail coupon today!

newest screamlisied styles —scc amazing new fearures
—see how esM ra awn u new rang'é—as little as $5 down
pR sTeves. €hoose 1rom 106 styics aad sizes ot Ranges,
blcaters, Fatosices, M illustrated 1a full colos.

Catalog full of mew ideas =Niure bargains than in
g e Z\%ﬁ:‘*_fa‘f Ba-a.'g b £ m'ahi'g-wu,u Ruad-Qven
NN fy O CoAs dne O Gas upd Ol jw ke Iks)ﬂr,,lt\f

andd é-w 5-9# wﬂ }9‘0955 Ranges. Oil | ag‘

Heater, 3, Coal ang Wood | {eacers, Fuznaces. k Y fatasefm

ps!w wsl;} tur Faczory Prices.

Ios busineas 41 yoars —Kilainazoo has been 1in buss.

tesea 1 yoem. W sell millions ot dollars worth ot scoves

afd TLraales CveEy yeut. LiPOWEOO Saiushed Users 30

dans hee Tral. Factory Guaraneee. Factory  Prices.

— 24 bour shipnwais. Scad for tims oig FREE
- CATALOC. dave maney. Mail Coupon todayl

Al Kalamazeo@aRZaaes s ud Jpinhnbinsii Ra ke #91
v I apined e/ 1. fomatacom (Cat Aktesasddiofofod A XAI-
URAL, MMNIAMIFWKRE 1) or BOTVUHTS) GAS.
Now over 250 Kalamazoo Stores in 15
States. Ask usfaraddress of nearest store.
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